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PREFACE TO THE EDITION OF 1853. 



LucBETiA, oa THE Childbik OP NiGHT, was begun simul- 
taneotiflly with The Caxtons, a Eamilt Pictttke. The two fictions 
were intended pendants; both serving, amongst other collateral 
aims and objects, to show the influence of home education, — of early 
circumstance and example upon affcer character and conduct. 
LucBETiA was completed and published before The Caxtons. Tlie 
moral design of the first was misunderstood and assailed ; that of the 
last was generally acknowledged and approved; the moral design in 
both was nevertheless precisely the same. But in one it was sought 
through the darker side of human nature, in the other, through the 
more sunny and cheerful-— one shows the evil, the other the salutary 
influences of early circumstance and training. Necessarily, therefore, 
the first resorts to the tragic elements of awe and distress— the second 
to the comic elements of humour and agreeable emotion. These 
differences serve to explain the different reception that awaited the 
two, and may teach us how little the real conception of an author is 
known, and how little it is cared for : we judge— not by the purpose 
he conceives, but according as the impressions he effects are pleasurable 
or painful. But while I cannot acquiesce in much of the hostile 
criticism this fiction produced at its first appearance, I readily allow 
that, as a mere question of art, the story might have been improved 
in itself, and rendered more acceptable to the reader, by diminishing 
the gloom of the catastrophe. In this edition I have endeavoured to 
do 80 ; and the victim whose fate in the former cast of the work most 
revolted the reader, as a violation of the trite but amiable law of 
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Poetical Justice, is saved from the liands of The Childken op Night. 
Perhaps— whatcTcr the faults of this work — ^it equals most of its 
companions in the sustainment of interest, and in that' coincidence 
between the gradual dcTclopment of motive or passion, and the 
sequences of external events constituting plot, which mainly dis- 
tinguish the physical awe of tragedy from the coarse horrors of 
melodrama. I trust, at least, that I shall now find few readers, who 
will not readily acknowledge that the delineation of crime has only 
been employed for the grave and impressive purpose which brings it 
within the due province of the poet, as an element of terror, and a 
warning to the heart. 



London, December 7tk, 1853. 



PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION. 



It is Bomewliere about four years since I appeared before the public 
as the writer of a fiction, which I then intimated would probably be 
my last ; but bad habits are stronger than good intentions. When 
Pabricio, in his hospital, resolved upon abjuiing the vocation of the 
Poet, he was, in truth, re-commencing his desperate career by a 
Farewell to the Muses :— -I need not apply the allusion. 

I must own, however, that there had long been a desire in my mind 
to trace, in some work or other, the strange and secret ways through 
which that Axch-ruler of Civilization, familiarly called "Money," 
insinuates itself into our thoughts and motives, our hearts and 
actions ; affecting those who undervalue as those who over-estimate 
its importance ; ruining virtues in the spendthrift no less than engen- 
dering vices in the miser. But w^en I half implied my farewell to 
the character of a novelist, I had imagined that this conception might 
be be^t worked out upon the stage. After some unpublished and 
imperfect attempts towards 30 realising my design, I found either 
that the subject w^s tpo widQ for the limits of the Drama, or that I 
wanted that faculty of concentration, which alone enables the dramatist 
to compress multiform varieties into a very limited compass. With 
this design, I desired to unite some exhibition of what seems to me 
a principal vice in the hot and eniulous chase for happiness or fame, 
fortune or knowledge, which is almost synonymous with the cant 
phrase of " the Mairch of Intellect/' in that crisis of society to which 
we have arrived. The vice I albide to is Impatience. That eager 
desire to press forward, not so much to conquer obstacles as to elude 
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them ; that g^ambling with the solemii destinies of life, seeking ever 
to set success npon the chance of a die ; that hastening from the wish 
conceived to the end accomplished ; that thirst after qnick returns to 
ingenious toil, and breathless spnrrings along short cats to the goal, 
which we see everywhere around us, from the Mechanics' Institute to 
the Stock Market,— beginning in education with the primers of infancy 
—deluging us with " Philosophies for the Million," and " Sciences 
made Easy characterising the books of our writers, the speeches of 
our statesmen, no less than the dealings of our speculators, seem, I 
confess, to me to constitute a very diseased and very general symptom 
of the times. I hold that the greatest friend to man is labour ; that 
knowledge without toil, if possible, were worthless ; that toil in 
pursuit of knowledge is the best knowledge we can attain ; that the 
continuous effort for fame is nobler than fame itself; that it is not 
wealth suddenly acquired which is deserving of homage, but the 
virtues which a man exercises in the slow pursuit of wealtb,~-the 
abilities so called forth, the self-denials so imposed ; in a word, that 
Labour and Patience are the true schoolmasters on earth. While 
occupied with these ideas and this belief, whether right or wrong, 
and slowly convinced that it was only in that species of composition 
with which I was most familiar that I could work out some portion of 
the plan that I began to contemplate, I became acquainted with the 
histories of two criminals, existing in our own age;— so remarkable, 
whether from the extent and darkness of the guilt committed — 
whether from the glittering accomplishments and lively temper of 
the one, the profound knowledge and inteUectual capacities of the 
other— tl^t the examination and analysis of characters so perverted 
became a study fall of intense, if gloomy interest. 

In these persons there appear to have been as few redeemable 
points as can be found in Hmnan Nature, so £ar as such points may 
be traced in the kindly inatuxcts and generous passions which do 
sometimes accompany the perpetration of great crimes, and without 
'ng the individual, vindicate the species. Yet, on the other 
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hand, their sanguinary wickedness was not the dull ferocity of 
brutes;— it was accompanied with instruction and culture nay, it 
seemed to me, on studying their lives, and pondering over their own 
letters, that through their cultivation itself we could arrive at the 
secret of the ruthless and atrocious pre-eminence in evil these 
Children of Night had attained— that here the monster vanished 
into the mortal, and the phenomena that seemed aberrations from 
nature were explained. 

I could not resist the temptation of reducing to a tale the materials 
which had so engrossed my interest and tasked my inquiries. And 
in this attempt, various incidental opportunities have occurred, if 
not of completely carrying out, stiU of incidentally illustrating, my 
earlier design ; — of showing the influence of Mammon upon our most 
secret selves, of reproving the impatience which is engendered by a 
civilisation — that with much of the good brings all the evils of 
competition, and of tracing throughout all the influences of early 
housdiold life upon our subsequent conduct and career. In such 
incidental bearings the moral may doubtless be more obvious than 
in the delineation of the darker and rarer crime which forms the 
staple of my narrative. Por in extraordinary gmlt, we are slow to 
recognise ordinary warnings — we say to the peaceful conscience, 
" This concerns thee not I " — whereas at each instance of familiar 
fault and common-place error we own a direct and sensible admo- 
nition. Yet in the portraiture of gigantic crime, poets have rightly 
found their sphere, and fulfilled their destiny, of teachers. Those 
terrible truths, which appal us in the guilt of Macbeth, or the villany 
of lago, have their moral uses not less than the popular infirmities of 
Ton) Jones, or the everyday hypocrisy of Blifil. 

Incredible as it may seem, the crimes herein related took place 
withm the last seventeen years. There has been no exaggeration as 
to their extent, no great departure from their details— the means 
employed, even that which seems most far-fetched (the instrument 
of the poisoned ring), have their foundation in literal facts. Nor 
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have I mnch altered the social position of the criminals, nor in th6 
least overrated their attainments and intelligence. In those more 
salient essentials, which will most, perhaps, provoke the Reader's 
incredulous wonder, I narrate a history, not invent a fiction.* AH 
that romance which our own tinie affords is not more the romance 
than the philosophy of the time. Tragedy never quits the world — ^it 
surrounds us everywhere. We have but to look, wakeful and vigilant, 
abroad, — and from the age of Pelops to that of Borgia, the same 
crimes, though under different garbs, will stalk on onr paths. Eauh 
age comprehends in itself specinlens of everf virtue and ever^ vice 
whidi has ever inspired our love br moved onr horror. 

London, Ncmemher \9t, 184f6. 

* These criminals were not, however, in actual life, as in the novel, intimates 
and accomplices. Their crimes were of slmilax character, effected by similar 
agencies, and committed at dates which embrace their several careers of ffvOtt 
within the same period : but I have no authority to suppose that the one was 
known to the other. 
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THE CHILDREN OF NIGHT. 



PART THE FIRST. 

FBOLOOUB TO TX&T TBM PDUBT. 

Ik an apaitment at Paris, one morning, dnrinf the Reign of Terror, 
a man, whose age might be somewhat uider thurl^ sat before a table 
covered with papers, arranged and labelled with tne methodical pre- 
cision of a mind lona of order, and habituated to business. Behind nim 
rose a tall bookcase, surmounted with a bust of Robespierre, and the 
shelves were filled chiefly with works of a scientific character ; amongst 
which the greater number were on chemistry and medicine. There 
were to be seen also many rare books on alchemy, the great Italian 
historiassysome English philosophical treatises, and a tsw MSS. in 
Arabic. The absence from this collection of the stormy literature of 
the da^ seemed to denote that the owner was a quiet student, living 
apart mm the strife and passions of the Revolution. This sui>position 
was, however, disproved by certain papers on the table, which were 
fonnally and laconically labelled " Reports on Lyons," and by packets 
of letters in the handwritings of Robespierre and Couthon. At one 
of the windows a young b9y was earnestly engaged in some occupa- 
tion which appeared to excite the curiosity of the person just described; 
for this last, after examining the child's m9vements for a few momenta 
with a silent scrutiny, that betrajred but little of the half-complacent, 
half-melancholy aJGPection with which busy man is apt to regard idle 
childhood, rose noiselessly from his seat, approached the oov, and 
looked over his shoulder unobserved. In a crevice of the wood by the 
window, a huge bLick spider had formed his web ; the child had just 
discovered anoth^ ^idier, and placed it in the meshes ; he was watch- 
ing the result of his operations. The intrusive spider stood motionless 
in the midst of the web, as if fascinated. The rightful possessor was 
also ouiescent ; but a very fine ear might have caught a low humming 
sound, which probably augured no hospitable intentions to the invader. 
Anon, the stranger insect seemed suddenly to awake from its amaze : 
it evinced alarm, and turned to fly; the nuge spider darted forward 
—the boy. uttered a chuckle of dehght. The man's pale lip curled 
into a sinister sneer^ and he glided back to his seat. There, leaning 
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his face on his hand, he continued to contemplate the child. That 
child might have furnished to an artist a fitting subject for fair and 
blooming infancy. His light hau:, tinged deeply, it is true, with red, 
hung in sleek and glitterinz abundance down his neck and shoulders. 
His features, seen in prome, were delicately and aknost femininelv 
proportioned.; health glowed on lus cheek, and his form^light though 
it was, gave promise of singular activity and vigour. His dress was 
fantastic, and betrayed the taste of some fondly foolish mother ; but 
the fine linen, trimmed with lace, was rumpled and stained, the velvet 
jacket unbrushed, the shoes soiled with dust slight tokeijs these of 
neglect, but serving to show that the foolish fondness which had in- 
vented the dress, had not of late presided over the toilet. 

" Child^'' said the man. first intrench ; and observing that the boy 
heeded him not—" Child," he repeated in English, which he spoke 
well though with a foreign accent—" child ! " 

The boy turned quickly. 

" Has the great sp'der devoured the small one P '* • 
"No, sir," said the ooy, colouring, "the small one has had the best 
of it." The tone am;, heightened complexion of the child seemed to 

g've meaning to his words— at least, so the man thought, for a slight 
own passed over his high, thoughtful hrow. 
"Spiders, then," he said, after a short pause, "are different from 
men ; with us, the small do not get ihe better of the great. Hum ! do 
you still miss your mother P " 
" Oh, yes ! ''—find the boy advanced eagerly to the table. 
" Well, you will see her once again." 
"When?" 

The man looked towards a clock on the mantelpiece— "B«fore that 
elock strikes. Now, go back to vour spiders." The child looked 
irresolute and disinclined to ohev ; but a stem and terrible expression 
gathered slowly over the man's face ; and the boy, growing pale as he 
remarked it, crept back to the window. 

The father— for such was the relation the owner of the room bore 
to the child— drew paper and ink towards him, and wrote for some 
minutes rapidly. Then starting up, he elanced at the clock, took his 
hat and cloak, which lay on a chair oesiae, drew up the collar of the 
mantle till it almost concealed his countenance, and said, "Now, boy, 
come with me ; I have promised to show you an execution. I am 
going to keep my promise. Come I " 

The boy clapped his lumds with joy; and you mi^ht see then, child 
as he was, ihm those fair features were capable of a cruel and fero- 
cious expression. The character of the whole face changed. He 
eaught up his gay cap and plume, and followed his father into the 
streets. 

Silently the two took their way towards the Barries du TrSne. At 
a distance they saw the crowd growing thick and dense, as throng 
after tlirong hurried past them, and the dreadful gmllotrne rose high 
in the light blue air. As they came into the skirts of the mob, the 
father, for the first time, took his child's hand. " I must get you a 
good place for the show," he said, with a guiet smile. 

There was something in the grave, staid, courteous, yet banghty 
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beazing of tlie man, tnat made the crowd give way as he passed. 
They got near the dismal scene, and obtamed entrance into a waggon 
ahreadv crowded with eager spectators. 

Ana now they heard at a distance the harsh and Inmbering roll of 
the tnmbril that bore the victims, and the tramp of the horses which 
guarded the procession of death. The boy's whole attention was 
absorbed in expectation of the spectacle, and his ear was, perhaps, 
less accustomed to IlVench. though bom and reared in France, than 
to the language of his mother's ups— and she was English : thus he 
did not hear or heed certam observations of the bystanders, which 
made his father's pale cheek grow paler. 

** "What is the batch to-day P " quoth a butcher in the wagon. ^ 

" Scarce worth the baking^— oidy two -.—but one, they say, is an 
aristocrat — a ci-devant marquis." answered a carpenter. 

** Ah ! a marquis \—Bon And the other P " 

*' Only a dancer; but a pretty one, it is true : I could pity her, but 
she is iSoglish.*' And as he pronounced the last word, with a tone of 
inexpressible contempt, the butcher spat, as if in naosea. 

"M0rt diabh! a spy of Pitt's, no doubt. What did they dis- 
ooverP** 

A man better dressed than the rest, turned round with a smile, and 
answered—" Nothing worse than a lover, I believe j but that lover 
was Aproscrit. The ci-devant marquis was caught disguised in her 
apartment. She betrayed for him a i^ood easv friend of the people, 
who had long loved her, and revenge is sweet.'' 

The num whom we nave accompanied nervously twitched up the 
collar of his cloak, and his compressed lips told that he felt the 
anguish of the laugh that circled round him. 

^' They are coming ! There they are ! " cried the boy in ecstatic 
excitement. 

** That's the way to bring up citizens," said the butcher, patting 
the child's shoulder, and opexung a still better view for him at the 
edgc.of the wagon. 

The crowd now abruptly gave way. The tumbril was in sight. A 
man, youns: and handsome, standing erect and with folded arms in the 
fatal vehicle, looked along the mob with an eye of careless scorn. 
Though he wore the dress of a workman, the most unpradtised glance 
could detect,.inhis mien and bearing, one of the hated noblesse, whose 
characteristics came out even more forcibly at the hour of death. On 
the lip was that smile of gav and insolent levitv, on the brow that 
gallant if reckless contempt oi j)hysical danger, wmch had signalised 
the hero-coxcombs of the old regime. Even the rude dress was worn 
with a certain air of foppery, and the bright hair was carefully 
-a4iusted as if for the hohday of the headsman. As the eyes of the 
young noble wandered over the fierce faces of that horrible assembly, 
while a roar of hideous triumph answered the look, in which for the 
kst time the gentilhomme spoke his scorn of the canaille, the child's 
father lowered the collar of his cloak, and slowly raised his hat from 
his brow. The eye of tiie marquis rested upon tne countenance thus 
sbraptly shown to him. and which suddenly became individuahsed 
iHOpngst the crowd,— that eye instantly lost its cahn contempt. A 
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shudder passed visibly ovor lu^s frasiie, and liis clici^k grew blanelied 
with terror. ThemoD ^nw Hi^ rhan^c?!, bul niii tIk.' cause, and I<rad 
and louder rose their tr j i : 1 1 1 p J i u r i t y c 1 1 . T be so und rco^ed the pride 
of the young noble;— lie st art c(i —lift nd his crest M«ct, and sought 
again to the look which Imd appuUcd liiin. But he could no 
longer single it but amon^ f lsc crovvil. Hat aod cloak once more hid 
the face of the foe^ and i^rowJ^s of e-A^f^r hfads intcr^^cpted the view. 
The young marouis's hj,)s niutterf d; he bent riown^ and then the 
crowd caught sight of his companion, who was being lifted up from 
the bottom of the tumbril, where she had flung herself in horror and 
dr:s]^ir. The crowd grew atiU in a moment, as the pale face of one, 
iViimliar to most of tncin, tunicd wikitr from place to place in the 
dreadful sc™C| Toinly and madly tlirijULfli its silence imploring life 
mil pity. How often had tlic siglit of tliat face, not then pale and 
baggftrd, but wreathed with ros^ smilea, sufficed to draw oown the 
.ip^paift of the oiwded theatre— how, then, had those breasts, now 
ieverod dj the thirit of blood, held hearts spell-bound by the airy 
movements of that exquisite form writhiiig now in no stage-mime 
a^ny ! PI,'ivlhmg of the city— minion to the light amusement of the 
hfnir- frail niild of Cjtlierea and the Gracea, what relentless fate has 
('(iiniuetcti ^Are to the shambles P Buttcrny of the summer, why 
should a mUoik to teeak thee up(>n the wheel? A sense of the 
mockery of such an execution, of the horrible burlesoue that would 
sacrifice to the necessities of a mi^ty people so slight an offering, 
made itself felt among the crowd. There was a low murmur of shame 
and indifmation. The dangerous sympathy of the mob was nerceived 
by the officer in attendance. Hastily ne made the sign to the heads- 
man, and, as he did so. a child's cry was heard in the English tongue 
— "Mother— mother!*' The father's hand grasped the child's arm 
with an iron pressure ; the crowd swam before the boy's eyes ; the air 
seemed to stifle him. and become blood-red : onlv through tne hum, 
and the tramp, and the roll of the drums, he heard a low voice hiss in 
his ear—" Learn how they perish who betray me ! " 

As the father said these words, again his face was bare, and the 
woman whose ear, amidst the dull insanity of fear, had caught the cry 
of her child's voice, saw that face, and fell back insensible m the arms 
of the headsman. 



CHAPTER I. 

a PAIOLT GBOUF. 

Okb July evening, at the commencement of the present centurv, 
sev^ persons were somewhat picturesquely ^uped along an ola- 
fashion^ terrace, which skirted the «a'den*side of a manor-house 
that had considerable pretensions to baronial dignity. The arcH- 
tecture was of the most enriched and elaborate stvle belonging to the 
reiffn of James the Pirst : the porch, opening on the terrace^ with its 
mulion window above, was encased with pilasters and reliefs^ at once 
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ornamental and massive • and the large sqnare tower in which it was 
l^aced, was surmounted or a stone falcon, whose talons piped fiercely 
a scutcheon blazoned with the five-pointed stars which heralds recog- 
nise as the artis of St. John. On either side this tower extended 
lon^; wii^, the dark brickwork of which was relieved with noble 
stone casements and carved pediments ; the high roof was partially 
concealed by a balustrade, perforated not inelegantly into arabesque 
designs; and what architects call "the sky Mne" was broken with 
imposing effect by tall chimney-shafts, of various form and fashion. 
These wings terminated in angular towers, similar to the centre, 
though kept dulv subordmate to it both in size and decoration, and 
crowned with stone cppolas. A low balustrade, of later date than 
that which adorned the roof, relieved by vases and statues, bordered 
the terrace, from which a double flight of steps descended to a smooth 
lawn, intersected by broad navel walks^ shadowed by vast and stately 
cedars, and gentlv and gradually minglmg with the wilder scenery of 
the park, from which it was onfy divided Dy a ha-ha. 

Upon the terrace, and under cover of a temporary awning, sat the 
own&r^ Sir Miles St. John, of Laughton, a comely old man, dressed 
with faithful precision to the oostmne which her had been taught to 
consider appropriate to his rank of ^ntleman, and which was not yet 
whoUy obsolete and eccentric. His hair, still thick and luxuriant, 
was carefully powdered, and collected into a dub behind. His nether 
man attired in grey breeches and pearl-coloured silk stockings ; his 
vest of silk, opening wide at the breast, and showing a profusion of 
fHU, slightly sprinkled with the pulvilio of his favounte martinique ; 
his three-cornered hat, placed on a stool at his side, with a gold- 
headed crutch-cane,— hat made rather t9 be carried in the hand than 
worn on the head, the diamond in his shirt-breast, the diamond on his 
finger, the ruffles at his wrist,— all bespoke the nJlant, who had 
chatted with Lord Chesterfield, and supped with Mrs. C&ve. On a 
table before him, were placed two or three decanters of wine, the 
fruits of the seasoh, an enamelled snuff-box. in which was set the 
portrait of a female— perhaps the Chloe or Phillis of his early love- 
ditties ; a lighted taper, a small china jar containing tobacco, and 
three or four pipes of homely clay — for cherry-sticks aiid meerschaums 
were not then in fashion, and Sir Miles St. John, once a gay and 
sparkling bey, now a popular country gentleman, great at county 
meetings ana sheep-sheanng festivals, had taken to smoking, as m 
hannony with his bucolic transformation ; an old setter lay dozing at his 
feet : a small spaniel— old, too— was sauntering lazily in the immediate 
neighbourhooa, lookin)? gravely out for such stray bits of biscuit as 
had been thrown forth to provoke him to exercise, and which hitherto 
had escaped his attention. Half seated, half reclined on the balus- 
trade, apart from the Baronet, but wijbhin reach of his converaation. 
Ibllea a man in the prime oi life, with an air of unmistakable and 
^sovereign elegance and distinction. Mr. Vernon was a euest from 
liondon: ana the London man, the man of clubs, and dumera and 
routs— of noon lounsings through Bond Street, and nights spent 
withrthe Prince of Wales, seemed stamped not more upon the careful 
^darelessness of his dress, and upon the worn expression of his deli- 
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oaie feaitireB, than upon the listless wbichi characterising both 
his face and attitude, appeared to take pit^ on himself for having been 
entrapped into the country. 

Yet we should convey an erroneous impression of )£r. Yemon, if 
we designed, by the words " listless ennui, to depict the slumberous 
insipidity of more modem affectation— it was not the ennui of a man 
to whom ennui is habitual ; it was rather the indolent prostration 
that fills up the intervals of excitement. At that day, the word 
"l/las^" was unknown; men had not enough sentiment for satiety. 
IWe was a kind of Bacchanalian fury in the life led by those leaders 
of fashion, among whom Mr. Yemon was not the least distinguished ; 
it was a day of deep drinking, of high play, of jovial reckless dissipa- 
tion-^of strong appetite for run ana riot— of fOur-in-hand coachman- 
ship—of prize-Qgfitmg^of a strange sort of barbarous manliness, that 
strained every nerve of the o9nstitution ; a race of life, in which three- 
fourths of the competitors died half-way in the hippodrome. What 
is now the Dandv wba then the Buck; and something of the Buck, 
thouf h subdued by a chapter taste than fell to the ordinary members 
of bis class, was apparent in Mr. Yemen's costume as well as air. 
Inttdcate folds of muslin, arranged in prodigious bows and ends, 
formed the cravat, which BrummeU had not yet arisen to reform ; 
his hat, of a very peculiar shape, low at the crown and broad at the 
brim, was worn with an air of devil-me-care defiance; his watch- 
ciiain. garnished with a profusion of rings and seals, hung low from 
Ills white waistcoat} and the adaptation of his nankeen inexpressibles 
to his, well-shaped hmbs, was a masterpiece of art. His whole dress 
and air was not what could properly be called foppish— it was rather 
what at that time was calledf "rakish." !Few could so closelvsmproach 
vulgarity without being vulgar : of that privileged few, Mr. Yemon 
was one of the elect. Further on. and near the steps descending into 
the garden, stood a man in an attitude of profound abstraction; his 
arms folded, his eyes bent on the ground, his brows slightly con- 
tracted : his dress was a plain black surtout, and pantaloons of the 
same colour ; something both in the fashion of the dress, and still 
more in the face of the man, bespoke the foreigner. 

Sir Miles St. John was an accomplished person for that time of 
day : he had made the grand tour; he had bought pictures and sta- 
tues ; he spoke and wrote well in the modem languages'; and being 
rich, hospitable, social, and not averse from the repntati(A of a patron, 
he had opened his house freely to the host of emi^prants whom the 
French Kevolution had driven to our coasts. Ouvier Dalibard, a 
man of considerable learning and rare acientific attainments, had been 

tutor in the house of the Marquis de Q , a French nobleman, 

known manv years before to the old Baronet. The Miurauis and his 
family had been amonz the first Smiorh at the outbreak oi the B;evo- 
lution. The tutor had remained behind : for at that time no danger 
appeared to threaten those who pretended to no other aristocracy than 
that of letters. Contrarv, as he said, with repentant modesty, to his 
own inclinations^ he had been compeued, not only for his own se^ety^ 
but for that of his Mends, to take some part in the subsequent events 
of the Revoluti0n— a part far from sincere^ though so well had he 
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simtilated the patriot^ that he had won the personal favour and pro- 
tection of Robespierre ; nor till the fall of that virtuous extermmator 
had he withdrawn from the game of politics, and effected in disguise 
his escape to England. As, whether from kindly or other motives, 
he had employed the power of his position in the esteem of Robe- 
spierre, to save certain noble heads from the guillotine — amongst 

others, the two brothers of the Marquis de G , he was received 

with grateful welcome by his former natrons, who readily pardoned 
his career of Jacobinism, from their belief in his excuses, and their 
oblM^ations to the services which that very career had enabled him to 
render to their kindred. Olivier Dalibard had accompanied the Mar- 
quis and his family in one of the frequent visits they naid to Laughton ; 
and when the Marquis finally quitted England, ana fixed his refuge 
at Vienna, with some connections of his wrfe's, he felt a lively satisfac- 
tion at the thought of leaving his friend honourably, if imarabitiously, 
provided for, as secretary and librarian to Sir Miles St. J ohn. In f axjt. 
the scholar, who possessed considerable powers of fascination- had 
won no less favour with the English baronet than he had with the 
French dictator. ^ He played well both at chess and backgammon ; he 
was an extraordinary accountant; he had a variety of information 
upon all points, that ^rendered him more convenient than any cyclo- 
paedia in Sir Miles's library ; and as he spoke both English and Italian 
with a correctness and fluency extremely rare in a Frenchman, he was 
of considerable service in teaching languages to (as well as directing 
the general literary education of) Sir Miles's favourite niece—whom 
we shall take an early opportunity to describe at lencth. 

Nevertheless, there had been one serious obstacle to Dalibard's 
acceptance of the appointment offered to him by Sir Miles. Dalibard 
had under his charge a young orphan boy of some ten or twelve years 
old — a boy whom Sir Miles was not long in suspecting to be the 
scholar's son. This child had come from Erance with Dalibard, and 
(while the Marquis's family were in London) remained under the eye 
and care of his guardian or father, whichever was the true connection 
between the two. But this superintendence became impossible, if 
Dalibard settled in Hampshire with Sir Miles St. John, and the boy 
remained in London; nor, though the generous old gentleman offered 
to pay for the child*s schooling, would Dalibard consent to part with 
him. At last, the matter was arranged: the boy was invited to. 
Laughton on a visit, and was so lively, yet so well mannered, that he 
became a favourite, and was now fairly quartered in the house with 
his reputed father : and not to make an unnecessary mystery of this 
connectioiLSUch was in truth the relationship between Olivier Dali- 
bard and Honor6 Gabriel Vamey— a name significant of the double 
and illegitimate origin— a French father, an English mother; 
dropping, however, the purely French appellation of Honor6, he 
went familiarly by that of Gabriel. ELaJf-wav down the steps 
stood the lad, pencil and tablet in handL sketching. Let us 
look over his shoulder— it is his Mher's likeness— a countenance 
in itself not very remarkable at the first glance, for the features 
were small, but when examined, it was one that most persons, wom^ 
especiaUy, vould have pronounced handsome, and to vhich none couIp 
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deny the higher praise of thought and intellect. A native of Pro* 
vence, with some Italian blood in his veins— for his grandfather a 
merchant of Marseilles, had married into a Florentine family settled 
at Leghorn— the dark complexion, common with those in the South, 
had been subdued, probably by the habits of the student, into a 
bronzed and steadfast paleness, which seemed almost fair by the con- 
trast of the dark hair which he wore unpowdered, and the still darker 
brows which hunjp^ thick and prominent over clear grey eyes. Com- 
pared with the features, the skull was disproportionally large, both 
behind and before : and a physiognomist would have drawn conclu- 
sions more favourable to the power than the tenderness of the Pro- 
vencal's character^ from the compact closeness of the lips and the 
breadth and massivencss of the iron jaw. But the son's sketch exag- 
gerated every feature, and gave to the expression a malignant and 
terrible ironv, not now. at least, apparent in the quiet and meditative 
aspect. Gabriel himself, as he stood, would have oeen a more tempt- 
ing study to many an artist It is true that he was small for Lis 
years ; but his frame had a vigour in its light proportions, which came 
irom a premature and almost adolescent symmeirv of shape and mus- 
cular development. The countenance, however, had much of effemi- 
nate beauty ; the long hair reached the shotdders, but did not curl ; 
straight, fine, and glossy as a girl's, and, in colour, of the pale auburn, 
tinged with red, which , rarelv alt^s in hue as childhood matures to 
man; the complexion was aazzingly clear and fair. Nevertheless, 
there was something so hard in the lip, so bold, though not open^ in 
the brow, that the girlishness of complexion, and even of outlme, 
could not leave, on the whole, an impression of effeminacy. All the 
hereditary keenness and intemgenee were stamped upon his face at 
that moment ; but the expression had also a large share of the very 
irony and malice which he had conveyed to his caricature. The 
drawing itself was wonderfullv vigorous and distinct, showing great 
artistic promise, and done with the rapidity and ease which betrayed 
practice. Suddenly his father turned, and with as sudden a quick- 
ness, the boy concealed his tablet in his vest : and the sinister expres- 
sion of his face smoothed into a timorous smile, as his eye encountered 
Dalibard's. The father beckoned to the boy, who approached with 
alacrity. "Gabriel," whispered the Frenchman, in nis own tongue, 
" where are the^ at this moment P " 

The boy pomted silently towards one of the cedars. Dalibard 
mused an instant, and then slowly descending the steps, took his 
noiseless way over the smooth tun towards the tree. Its boughs 
drooped low and spread wide ; and not till he was within a few paces 
of the sDot, could his eye perceive two forms, seated on a bench under 
the dark green canopy. He then paused and contempkted them. 

The one was a young man, whose simple dress and subdued air 
strongly contrasted the artificial graces and the modish lanc;uor of 
Mr. Vernon; but though whoUv without that nameless distmction 
which sometmies characterises those conscious of pure race, and habi- 
tuated to the atmosphere of courts, he had at least Nature's stamp of 
aristocracy in a form eminently noble, and features of manly, but sur- 
TiAMinor beauty, which were not rendered less engaging by an exprea- 
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sion of modest timidity. He seemed to be listening with thoughtful 
respect to his companion, a young female bv his side, who was speak- 
ing to him with an earnestness visible in ner gesttures and her ani- 
mated countenance. And though there was much to notice in the 
various persons scattered over the scene, not one, perhaps— not the 
eracefd Vernon*— not the thouffhtfol scholar, nor Ins fair-haired hard- 
upped son— not even the hanosorae listener she addressed— no, not 
one there would so have arrested the eye, whether of a physiognomist 
or a casual observer, as that young gin— Sir Miles St. John's favou- 
rite niece and nresumptive heiress. 

But as at that moment the exppession of her face differed from 
that habitual to it, we defer its description. 

"Do not"— such were her words to her companion, — "do not 
alarm vourself by exaggerating the difficulties: do not even contem- 
plate tnem— those be my care. MainwariuK, when 1 loved you, when, 
seeing that your diffidence or your pride foroade you to be the first to 
maki I oversteppird fche modesty or t)ie dissimulation of my sex : 
wen I said,—' Forget that I am the reputed heiress of Laughton : 
tee in me but the faults and merits of the human being, of the wild 
muTgulate d girl ; see iti me but Lucretia Clavering*" — ^here her cheeks 
t^hished^ and her yoki'- sank into a lower and more tremulous whisper — 
*' 'and wve her if jou can ! '—when I went thus far, do not think I had 
not joeaanre d aU the difficulties in the way of our union, and felt that 
I QQiiM Eiimomit thetn.*' 

"But/* aiiswori^d Mainwaring. hesitatingly, "can you conceive it 
pOBsiblo that your nn*ie ever will consent r Is not pride— the pride 
of family — 1 r m c 1 f 1 1 e leading attribute of his character P Did he not 
discard joiir liiof lu r his own sister—from his house and heart, for 
mo other ofl'eiicG bat a second marriage, which he deemed beneath 
her I Ha» h© ever even consented to see, much less to receive, your 
half-sister— the child of that marriage P Is not his verv affection for 
you interwoven with his pride in you, with his belief in your am- 
bition ? Has he not summoned your cousin, Mr. Vernon, for the 
obvious purpose of favouring a suit which he considers worthy of you, 
and which, if successful. wDl unite the two branches of his ancient 
house P How is it possible that he can ever hear without a scorn and 
indignation which would be fatal to your fortunes, that your heart has 
presumed to choose, in William Mamwanng, a man without ancestry 
or career P " 

"Not without career!" interrupted Lucretia^ proudly. "Do you 
think, if you were master of Laughton, that your career would not 
be more brilliant than that of yon indolent, luxurious coxcomb P Do 
you think 1 could have been poor-hearted enough to love you if I had 
not reco^^ed in you energies and talents that correspond with my 
own ambition P For I am ambitious, as you know, ana therefore my 
mind, as well as my heart, went with my love for you." 

"Ah, Lucretia! but can Sir Miles St. John see my future rise in 
my present obscurity P " 

"1 do not say that he can, or will: but if you love me, we can 
wait. Do not fear the rivahy of Mr. Vernon. I shall know how to 
free myself from so tame a peril Wo can wait— my uncle is old— 
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his habits preclude tlie chance of a much loneer lif e-;-he has alseady 
had severe attacks. We are joxing, dear Mainwaring : what is a 
year or two to those who hope P" 

Mainwaring's face fell, and a displeasing chill passed through his 
veins. Could this young creature, her uncle's petted and trusted 
darling, she who should be the soother of his infirmities, the prop of 
his age, the sincerest mourner at his grave, weigh coldly thus the 
chances of his deatk and point at once to the altar and the tomb ? 

He was saved mm the embarrassment of reply by Dalibard's 
approach. 

More than half an hour absent," said the scholar in his 9wn lan- 
guage, with a smile; and drawing out his watch, he placed it before 
their eyes : " do you not think that all wiU miss you r Do you sup- 
pose. Miss Clavering, that your uncle has not, ere this, asked for his 
fair niece? Come, and forestall him." He offered his arm to 
Lucretia as he spoke. She hesitated a moment, and then, turning to 
Mainwaring, held out her hand : he pressed it, though scarcely with 
a lover's warmth : and as sh^ walked back to the terrace with Dali- 
bard, the young man struck slowly into the opposite direction, and 
passmg by a ^ate, over a foot-bridge, that led from the ha-ha into the 
park. Dent his way towards a lake which gleamed below at some 
distance, half-concealed by groves of venerable trees, rich with the pro- 
digal boughs of summer. Meanwhile, as they passed towards the house, 
Dalibard, still using his native tongue, thus accosted his pupil : — 

"You must pardon me if I think more of your interests than you 
do ; and pardon me no less if I encroach on your secrets and alann 
your pride. This young man — can you be guilty of the folly of more than 
a passing caprice for his society P — of more than the amusement of 
playinff with his vanity ? Even if that be all, beware of entiling 
yourself in j^our own meshes.'* 

" You do in truth offend me," said Lucretia, with calm haughtiness, 
"and you have not the right thus to speak to me." 
^ "Not the rightj" repeated the Urovenpal, mournfully; "not the 
right !— theiL indeed, i am mistaken in my pupil. Bo you consider 
that I would have lowered my pride to remain here as a dependent, 
that, conscious of attainments, and perhaps of abilities, that should 
win their way, even in exile, to distinction, I would have frittered 
away my life m these rustic shades, if I had not formed in you a deep 
and absorbing interest ; in that interest I ground my right to warn 
and counsel you. I saw, or fancied I saw, in you a mind congenial 
to my own— a mind above the frivolities of your sex— a mind, in 
short, with the grasp and energy of a man's. You were then but a 
child ; you are scarcely yet a woman; yet have I not given to your 
intellect the strong food on which the statesmen of Florence fed their 
pupil-princes ; or the noble Jesuits, the noble men who were destined 
to extend the secret empire of the imperishable Loyola P" 

" You ffave me the taste for a knowledge rare in my sex, I own," 
answered Lucretia, with a slight tone of regret in her voice ; " and 
in the knowledge you have communicated I felt a charm that> at 
times, seems to me to be only fatal You have confounded in my 
mind evil and good, or, rather, you have left both good and evil as 
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dead ai^» as the dust and cinder of a cramble. You hare made 
intellect the only conscienGe. Of late, I wish that mj tutor had been 
a village priest ! ' 

"Of k3;e! since you have listened to the pastorals of that meek 
Cojydoa?" 

"JDare you despise him— and for what? that he is good and 
honest?" 

" I despise him not because he is good and honest, but because he 
is of the common herd of men, without aim or character. And it is 
for this youth that you will sacrifice your fortunes, your ambition, the 
station you were bom to fill and haye been reared to improye — ^this 
youth in whom there is nothing but the lap-dog's merit— sleekness 
and beauty. Ay. frown,-»-the frown betrays you— you loye him ! " 

And if I do r' said Lucretia, raising ner taU form to its utmost 
height, and haughtily facing her inquisitor — " and if I do, what 
then ? Is he unworthy of me ? Conyerse with him, and you wiU 
find that the noble form conceals as high a spirit. He wants but 
wealth \ I can give it to him. If his temper is gentle, I can prompt 
and guide it to &me and power. He. at least, has education, and 
eloquence, and mind. WhA has Mr. Vernon ? " 

* Mr. Vernon, I did not speak of him ! " 

Locretia gazed hard upon the Proyencal's countenance— gazed 
with that unpitying air of triumph with wuich a woman who detects 
a power oyer the heart she does not desire to conquer, exults in 
defeating the reasons that he&rt appears to her to prompt. " No," 
she said in a cahn voice, to which the yenom of secret irony gaye 
stinging significance— " no, you spoke not of Mr. Vernon; you 
thought that if I looked round—if llooked nearer— I might haye a 
fairer choice." 

" You are cruel— you are unjust," said Dalibard, falteringly. ** If 
I once presumed for a moment, haye I repeated my offenioe ? But," 
he added, hurriedly, " in me— much as you appear to despise me — m 
me, at least, y;ou would haye risked none of the dangers that beset 
you if you seriously set your heart on Mainwaring." 

"You think my uncle would be proud to giye my hand to Monsieur 
Oliyier Dalibard?", 

" I think and I know," answered the Proyencal, grayely, and dis- 
regarding the taunt, " that if you had deigned to render me— poor 
exde that I am !— the most enyiable of men, you had still been the 
heiress of Laughton." 

" So you haye said and urged," said Lucretia^ with eyident 
curiosity in her yoice ; " yet how, and by what art— wise and subtle 
as you are— could you haye won my uncle's consent ?" 

^ That is mv secret," returned Dalibard, gloomily : " and since the 
madness I indulged is for eyer oyer — since 1 haye so schooled my 
heart, that nothing, despite your sarcasm, saye an affectionate inte- 
rest which I may call paternal, rests there— let us pass from this 
painful subject. Oh, ray dear pupil, be warned in time ! know loye 
for what it reallvis, in the dark and complicated history of actual 
Kfe— a brief encnantraent, not to be disdained, but not to be coMidered 
tiie all iu all. Look round the vorld, contemplate all those who haye 
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married from passion— ten years afterwards, whither has the pasi^ta 
flown P With a few, indeed, where there is community of object and 
character, new excitements, new aims, and hopes, spring np ; md, 
having first taken root in passion, the passion continues to shoot out 
in their fresh stems and nbres. But deceive yourself not ; there is 
no such communit}r between you and Mainwaring. What yon call 
his goodness, you will learn hereafter to despise as feeble ; and what 
in reality is your mental power, he soon, too soon, will shudder at as 
unwomanly and hateful.'^ 



" Hold !" cried Lucretia, tremulously. " Hold ! and if he does, I 
shaU owe his hate to you— to your lessons— to your deadly in- 
fluence !" 

''Lucretia, no!-— the seeds were in you! Can cultivation force 
from the soil that which it is against the nature of the soil to bear ?" 

" I will pluck out the weeds ! I will transform mvself !" 

" Child, i defy you I" said the scholar, with a smile, that gave to 
his face the expression his son had conveyed to it. "I have warned 
you, and my task is done." With that he bowed, and leaving her, 
was soon by the side of Sir Miles St. John, and the baronet and his 
librarian, a few moments after, entered the house, and sat down to 
chess. 

But during the dialogues we have sketched, we must not suppose 
that Sir Miles himself nad been so wholly absorbed in the sensual 
gratification bestowed upon Europe by the immortal Raleigh, as to 
neglect his guest and kinsman. 

And so, Charley Vernon, it is not the fashion to smoke in Lun- 
non thus Sir Miles pronounced the word, according to the euphuism 
of his youth, and which, even at that day, still lii^ered in courtly 



No, sir. However, to console us, we have most other vices in 
fuU force." 

" I don't doubt it ; they say the Prince's set exhaust life pretty 
quickly." 

" It certainly requires the fortune of an ead and the constitution 
of ^ prize-fighter, to live with him." 

" let methinks. Master Charley, you have neither one nor the 
other." 

"And therefore I see before me, and at no very great distance, the 
Bench— and a consumption ! " answered Vernon, suppressing a slight 
yawn. 

|"Tis a pity ; for you had a fine estate, properly managed; and, m 
spite of your faults, vou have the heart of a true gentleman. Come, 
come !" — ^and the old man spoke with tenderness — "you are youne 
enough yet to reform. A prudent marriage, and a good wife, will 
save both your health and vour acres." 

" If you think so highly of marriage, my dear Sir Miles, it is a 
wonder you did not add to your precepts the value of your example." 

" Jackanapes ! I had not your infirmities I I never was a spend- 
thrift, and I have a constitution of iron!" There was a pause. 
" Charles," contmued Sir Miles^ musingly, " there is many an earl 
with a less fortune than the conjoined estates of Vernon Grange and 
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Iia&ghton HoU. You must alreadj have tmderstood me— it is my 
intention to leave mv estates to Lucretia— it is mywish, nevertheless, 
to think jrou will not be the worse for my will. Tranldv, if you can 
like my niece, win her; settle here while I live, pat the Grange to 
nnrse, and recruit yourself by fresh air and neld-sports. Zounds, 
Charles. I love you, and that's the truth I— Give me your hand !" 

"Ana a mtefal heart with it, sir," saidYernon, warmly, evidently 
affected, as ne started from his mdolent position, and took the hand 
extended to him. " Believe me, I do not covet your wealth, nor do 
I envy my cousin anything so much as the first place in your regard." 

"Aetnlvsaid, mybov; and I don't suspect you of insincerity. 
What think you, then, oi my plan ? " 

Mr. Yemon seemed embarrassed: but, recovering himself with his 
usual ease, he replied, archly, " Perhaps, sir, it will oe of little use to 
know what I think of your pUn; my fair cousin may have upset it 
already." 

" Ha, sir. let me look at you— so— so ! you are not jesting. What 
the deuce do you mean? Gad, man, speak out !" 

*'Doyou not think that Mr. Monaerling^Mandolin— what's his 
name— eh P— do you not think that he is a very handsome young 
fellow ? " said Mr. Yemon, drawing out his snuff-box, and offering 
it to his kinsman. 

'»Damn your snuff," quoth Sir Miles, in great choler. as he 
rejected the proffered courtesy with a vehemence that sent naif the 
contents of the box upon the joint eyes and noses of the two canine 
favourites dozing at his feet. The setter started up in an agony— the 
spaniel wheezed and sniffed, and ran off, stopping every moment to 
take his head between his paws. The old ^tlemen continued, with- 
out heeding the sufferings of his dumb friends— a symptom of rare 
discomposure on his part : 

" Do you mean to msinuate, Mr. Yemon, that my niece— my elder 
niece, Lucretia Clavering— condescends to notice the looks, good or 
bad, of Mr. Mainwaring r 'Sdeath, sir, he is the son of a land-agent! 
Sir, he is intended for trade ! Sir, Us highest ambition is to be partner 
in some fifth-rate mercantile house ! " 

" My dear Sir Miles," replied Mr. Yemon, as he continued to brush 
away, with his scented handkerchief, such portions of the Prince's 
mixture, as his nankeen inexpressibles had diverted from the sensual 
organs of Dash and Ponto—' my dear Sir Miles, n^empeche pas le 
ieniiment!** 

*^Em]aeche the fiddlestick! You don't know Lucretia. There are 
many girls, indeed, who might not be tmsted near any handsome flute^ 
playing spark, with black eyes and white teeth ; but Lucretia is not 
one of those ; she has spirit and ambition that would never stoop to 
a mesalliance; she has the mind and will of a queen— old Queen !Bess, 
J believe." 

" That is saying much for her talents, sir ; but if so. Heaven 
help her intended! I am duly grateful for the blessings you pro- 
pose me!" , , 

Despite his anger, the old gentleman could not help smiling. 

•* Wiy, to confess the trutn, she is hard to manage ; but we men of 
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the world know how to govern women, I hope—much more how to 
break in a girl scarce out of her teens. As for this fancy of yours, it 
is sheer folly— Lucretia knows my mind. She has seen her mother's 
fate; she has seen her sister an exfle from my house—whjP for no 
fault of hers, poor thing ! but because she is the child of disgrace^ 
and the mother's sin is visited, on the daughter's head. I am a good- 
natured man^ I fanc^ as men sq; but I am old-fashioned enough to 
care for my race. If Juucretia ofemeaned herself to love, to encourage, 
that lad— why, I would strike her from my will, and put your name 
where I have placed hers.*' 

** Sir," said Vernon, gravely, and throwing aside all affectation of 
manner, " this becomes serious; and I have no right even to whisper 
a doubt by which it now seems 1 mifi[ht benefit. I think it imprudent, 
if you wish Miss Clavering to regara me impartially as a suitor to her 
hand, to throw her, at her age, m the way of a man far superior to 
myself, and to most men, in personal advantages^ man more of her 
own years, well educated, well mannered^ with no evidence of his 
inferior birfch in his appearance or his breedmg. I have not the least 
ground for supposing that he has made the slightest impression on 
Miss Clavering, and if he has, it would be, perhaps, but a girl's inno- 
cent and thoughtless f^cy, easily shaken off by time and worldly 
reflection : but pardon me, if I^say bluntly, that should that be so, 
you would be wholly umustified m punishiiig, even in blaming hef— it 

15 yourself you must blame for your own carelessness, and that 
forgetful blindness to human nature and youthful emotions, which. 
I must SKyt is the less pardonable in one who has known the world 
so intimately." 

" Charles Vernon," said the old baronet, **give me your hand 
again ! I was right, at least, when I said you had the heart of a l^ue 

£ entleman. Drop this subject for the present. Who has just left 
mcretia yonder r " 
" Your proteae—ihe Frenchman. 
" Ah, Ae. at least, is not blind— go, and join Lucretia 1 " 
Vernon bowed, emptied the remains of Qie Madeira into a tumbler, 
drank the contents at a draught, and sauntered towards Lucretiai but 
she, perceiving his approach crossed abruptly into one of the alleys 
that led to the other side of the house : and he was either too indif- 
ferent, or too weU-bred, to force upon ner the companionship which 
she so evidently shunned. He threw himself at length upon one of the 
benches in the mwn« and. leaning his head upon nis h&ad, fell into 
reflections, which, had he spoken, would have shaped themselves 
somewhat thus into words :— 

" If I must take that girl as the price of this fair heritage, shall I 
gain or lose P I grant that she has the finest neck and shoulders I 
ever saw out of marble ; but far from being in love with her, she gives 
me a feeling like fear and aversion. Add to this, that she has evi- 
dently no lander sentiment for me than I for her; and if she onoe 
had a heart, that young gentleman has long since coaxed it away. 
Pleasant auspices, these, for matrimony, to a poor invalid, who wishes 
at least to decline, and to die in peace. Moreover, if I were rich 
enough to mairy as I pleased— if I were what, perhaps^ lought to be^ 
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heir to Laiiglitonr-wliy. there is a certain sweet Marv in the world, 
whose eyes are softer tnanLuoretiaClavering's: but that is a dream! 
On the other hancL if I do not win this girl, and my poor kinsman give 
her all or nearljr all his possessions, Yenron Grange goes to the usurers, 
and the king will find a lodging for myself. What does it matter P I 
camiot live above two or three years at the most, and can only hope, 
therefore, that dear stout old Mr. Miles may outlive me. At thirty- 
three I have worn out fortune and li£e : little pleasure could Laughton 
^ve me ; brief pain the Benoh. Eore Uad. the philosophy of the thing 
IS on the whole aeainst sour looks and the noose ! " Thus deciding 
in the progress of his reverie, J^e snuled, and dianged his position. 
The sun had set^the twilight was over--the moon rose in splendour 
from amidst a thidc copse of mingled beech and oak ; the beams fell 
full on the face of the muser, and the faee seemed yet paler, and the 
exhaustion of premature deci^ yet more evident, by that still mdi 
melancholy lighl— all rains gem dignity by the moon. This was a 
ruin nobler than that which painters pkce on their canvass-^e 
ruin, not of stone and brick, birt of humanity and spirit ; the wreck 
of znan, nvematurely old, not stricken bv great sorrow, not bowed by 
great toO, but fretted and mined awav by small pleasures and poor 
excitements— small and poor, but daily, hourly, momently at their 
^ome-like work. Sometning of the sravity and the true lesson of 
uieliour and scene, perhaps, forced itself upon a mind little given to 
sentiment, for Yemon rose languidly, and mattered— 

My poor mother hoped better tbrngs from me. It is well, after 
all, that it is broken off with Marv j wliy should there bb any one to 
weep for me ? I can the better oie smilioir, as I have lived.*' 

Meanwhile, as it isnecessai? we should follow each of the principal 
characters we have introducea through the course of an evemng more 
or less eventfal in the destiny of all, we return to Mainwarin|f. and 
accompany him to the lake at the bottom of the park, which he 
reaehed as its smooth surface glistened in the last beams of the sun. 
He saw, as he neared the water, the fish sporting in the pellucid tide : 
the dragon-fly darted and hovered in the an:; the tedded erass beneath 
his feet, gave forth the fra^prance of crushed thyme ana clover ; the 
swan paused, as if slumbermg on the wave ; the linnet and finch sang 
still from the neighbouring copses ; and the heavy bees were winging 
their way home with a drowsy murmur ; all around were images of 
that unspeakable peace which Nature whispers to those attuned to 
her music ; all fitted to lull, but not to deject the spirit ; images dear 
to the holiday of the world-worn man, to the contemplation of serene 
and retired a^e: to the boyhood of poets; to the youth of lovers. 
But Mainwarmg^s step was heavy, and his brow clouded ; and Nature 
that evening was dumb to him. At the margin of the lake stood a 
solitary an^er^ who now Qiis evening's task done) was employed in 
leisurely disjomtingbis rod, and whistling with much sweetness an air 
from one oi Isaak Walton's songs. Mamwaring reached the angler, 
and laid his hand on his shoulder. 

" What sport, Ardworth P " 
. "A few large roach with the fly, and one pike with a ^dgeon— a 
noble feUow !■— look at him ! He was lying under the reeds yonder ; 
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I saw his green bacL and teased him into biting. A heavenly even* 
ins; ! I wonder you did not follow my example, and escape, &om a set 
where neither you nor I can feel very much at home, to this green 
banquet of Nature, in which at least no man sits below the salt-celW. 
The birds are an older family than the St. Johns', but they don't throw 
their pedigree in our teeth, Mainwaring.'* 

"Nay, nay, my good friend, you wrong old Sir Miles* |n^d he 
is, no doubt, but neither you nor I have had to complain of his 
insolence." 

" Of his insolence ! certainly not, — of his condescension, yes! Hang 
it, William, it is his very politeness that gaUs me. Don't Jrou observe, 

that with Vernon, or libra A , or Lord B— , or Mr. 0—, he 

is easv and off-hand, calls them by their names, pats them on the 
shoulaer, rates them^ and swears at them if they vex him ; but with 
you, and me, and his French parasite, it is all stately decorum kdA 
punctilious courtesy ' Mr. Miainwaring, I am delighted to see you 
Mr. Ardworth, as ypu are so near, dare I ask you to ring the bell ; ' 
'Mons. Dalibard, with the utmost deference, I venture to disagree 
with you.' However, don't let my foolish susceptibilitv ruffle your 
pride. And you, too. have a worthy object in view, whicn might well 
detain you from roacn and iack-fisL Save you stolen your interview 
with the superb Lucretia ? '' 

" Tes, stoleiL as you say ; and, like aU thieves not thoroughly har- 
dened, I am ashamed of my gains." 

" Sit down, my boy ; this is a bank in ten thousand ; there— that old 
root to leaq your elbow on, this soft moss for your cushion ; sit down 
and confess. You have somethixig on vour mind that preys on you ; 
we are old college friends— out with it ! " 

"There is no resisting you, Ardworth," said Mainwaring. smiling, 
and drawn from his reserve and his gloom by the frank good-humour 
of his companion: "I should like. Town, to make a clean breast of 
it ; and perhaps I may profit by your advice. You know, in the first 
place, that after I left college, mv father seeing me indisposed for the 
church, to which he had always destined me in his own heart, and for 
which, indeed, he had gone out of his wa^ to maintain me at the Uni- 
versity, gave me the choice of his own busmess, as a surveyor and land- 
agent, or of entering into the mercantile profession. I chose the latter, 
and went to Southampton, where we have a relation in business, to be 
initiated into the elementary m:^teries. There I became acquainted 
with a good dergvman and his wife, and in that hduse I passed a great 
part of my time.^' 

" With the hope, I trust, on better consideration, of gratifjnng your 
father's ambition, and learning how to starve with gentility on a 
cure." 

"Not much of that, I fear." , 

" Then, the clergyman had a daughter P ** . . 

"You are nearer the mark now," said Mainwaring, colouring; 
"though it was not his daughter; a young lady lived m his family 
not even related to him; she was placed there with a certain allow- 
ance by a rich relation. In a word, I admired, perhaps I loved, this 
young person; but she was without an independence, and I not yet 
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provided even with the substitute of money— a profession. I fancied 
(do not laugh at my vanity) that my feelings might be returned. I 
'was in idann for her as well as myself; I sounded the clergyman as to 
the chjmce of obtaining the consent of her rich relation, and was 
informed that he thought it hopeless. I felt I had no right to invite 
her to poverty and rum, and still less to entangle further (if I had 
chanced to touch at all) her affection. I made an excuse to my father 
to leave the town, and returned home." 

"Prudent and honourable enough, so far ; nnEke me, I should have 
run off with the girl, if she loved me, and old Plutus, the raacal, might 
have done his worst against Cupid. But I interrupt vou." 

**I came back when the county was greatlj agitated : public meet- 
ings, speeches, mobs— a sharp election gomg on. My father had 
always taken keen interest in politics ; he was of the same party as 
Sir Miles, who you know is red-hot upon politics. I was easily led— 
partly by ambition, partly by the effect of example, partly by the 
nope to give a new turn to my thoughts— to make an appearance 
injpublio.'* 

*And a devilish creditable one, too. Why, man, your speeches 
have been quoted with rapture bv the London papers. Horribly 
aristocratic and Kttish, it is true think differently : but every man 
to his taste. WeU " 

"My attempts, sufjh as they were, procured me the favour of Sir 
Miles. He had lon^ been acquaintea with my father, who had helped 
him in his own elections years ago. He seemed cordially delighted to 
patronise the son : he invited me to visit him at Laughton, ana hinted 
to my father that I was formed for something better than a counting- 
house : my poor father was intoxicated. In a word, here I am— here, 
often for days, almost weeks, together, have I been— a guest, always 
welcomed." 

" You pause. Tliis is the primordium,— now comes the confession, 
ehP" 

" Why, one half the confession is over. It was ray most unmerited 
fortune to attract the notice of Miss Clavering. Do not fancy me so 
self-conceited as to imagine that I should ever nave presumed so high, 
but for " 

" But for encouragement— I understand ! Well, she is a magni- 
ficent creature in her way ; and I do not wonder that she drove the 
poor little girl at Southampton out of your thoughts." 

"Ah ! but there is the sore — ^I am not sure that she has done so. 
Ardworth, 1 may trust you P " 

" With everything but half-a-guinea. I would not promise to be 
rock against so great a temptation ; " and Ardworth turned his empty 
pockets inside out. 

" Tush— be serious !— or I go." 

" Serious ! With pockets like these, the devil's in it if I am not 
serious. Pergeyprecor." 

"Ardworth, then," said Mainwaring, with gjreat emotion, "I con- 
fide to you the secret trouble of my heart. This ^1 at Southampton 
is Lucretia's sistei^her half-sister : the rich relation on whose allow- 
fmce she lives is Sir Miles St. John." 

c 
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" Whew I— my own poor dear little cousin, by the father's side ! 
Mainwaring. I trust you have not deceived me ; you have not amused 
yourself with breaking Susan's heart P— for a heart, and an honesty 
simple, English ^i's heart she has." 

'NHcaven forbid l—I tell you I have never even declared my love — 
and if love it were, I trust it is over. But when Sir Miles was first 
kind to me. first invited me, I own I had the hope to win his esteem, 
and since he had always made so strong and cruel a distinction 
between Lucretia and ousan, I thoueht it not impossible that be 
might consent at last to my union with the niece he had refused to 
receive and acknowledge. But even while the hope was in me. I was 
drawn on— I was entangled— I was spell-bound— I know not how or 
why; but. to dose my confidence, while still doubtful whether my 
own heart is free from the remembrance of the one sister, I am 
pledged to the other." 

Ardworth looked down gravely and remained silent. He was a 
joyous, careless, reckless youth, with unsteady character and pursuits 
—and with something of vague poetry, much of unaccommodatixij; 
pride about his nature— one of those youths little likely to do what is 
called well in the world— not persevering enoug[h for an independent 
career— too blunt and honest for a servile one. But it was in the vwy 
disp5>sition of such a nerson to judge somewhat harshly of Main- 
waring's disclosure, ana not easily to comprehend what, after all, was 
very natural— how a youn^ man, new to fife, timid by character, and 
of an extreme snsceptibihty to the fear of giving pain, had, in the 
surprise, the gratitude, the emotion, of an avowed attachment from a 
girl, far above him in worldly position, been forced by receiving, to 
seem, at least, to return her affection. And, indee^ though not 
wholly insensible to the brilliant prospects opened to him in such a 
connection, yet, to do him justice, Mainwarinff would have been 
equally entangled by a simihr avowal, from a tpxi, more his equal in 
the world. It was rather from an amiability Dordering upon weak- 
ness, than from any more degrading moral imperfections, that he had 
been betrayed into a position which neither contented his heart, nor 
satisfied his conscience. 

With far less ability than his friend, Ardworth had more force and 
steadiness in his nature, and was whoUy free from that morbid 
delicacy of temperament to which susceptible and shy persons owe 
much of their errors and misfortunes. He said, therefore, after a 
long pause, " My good fellow, to be plain with you, I cannot say that 
Your confession has improvedf you in my estimation ; but that is per- 
haps because of the bluntness of my understanding. I could quite 
comprehend your forgetting Susan (and, after all, I am 1^ in doubt 
as to the extent of her conquest over vou), for the very different 
charms of her sister. On the other hand, I could still better under- 
stand, that having once fancied Susan, you could not be commanded 
into love for Lucretia. But I do not comprehend your feeling love 
for one, and making love to the other— which is the long and short of 
the business." 

"That is not exactly the true statement." answered Mainwaring; 
with a powerful effort at composure. "There are moments )yhea« 
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listening to Lucretia, when clianned hy tliat softness which, con- 
trasting the rest of her character, she exmhits to noae but me, struck 
by her great mental powers, proud of an unsought triumph over such 
a being. I feel as if 1 could Jove none but her : then, suddenly, her 
mood changes — she utters sentiments that chill and revolt me — ^the 
very beauty seems vanished from her face. I recall, with a sigh, the 
simple sweetness of Susan, and I feel as if I deceived both my mis- 
tress and myself. Perhaps, however, all the circumstances of this 
connection tend to increase my doubts. It is humiliating to me to 
know that I woo clandestinely and upon sufferance — that I am stealing, 
as it were, into a fortune — ^that I am eating Sir Miles's bread, and yet 
counting upon his death : and this shame in myself may make me 
unconsciously unjust to Lucretia. But it is useless to reprove me 
for what is past ; and though I at first imagined you could advise me 
for the future, I now see, too clearly, that no advice could avail." 

** I erant that, too — ^for all you require is to make up your mind to 
be fairly off with the old love, or fairiy on with the new. However, 
now you have stated your case thus fnmkljr, if you permit me, I will 
take advantage of the strange chance of findm^mvseu here, and watch, 
ponder, and counsel, if I can. This Lucretia, I own it, jiuzzles ana 
perplexes me ; but, though no (Edipus, I will not take ftight at the 
Sphinx. I suppose now it is time to return. They expect some of 
the neighbours to drink tea, and I must doff my fishing-jacket. 
Come!'*^ 

As they strolled towards the house, Ardworth broke a silence which 
had lasted for some moments : 

"And how is that iear. good Fielden ? I ought to have guessed 
him at once, when you spoke of your clergymen and his young charge : 
but I did not know he was at Southampton." 

"He has exchanged his living for a year, on account of his wife's 
health, and rather, I think also, with the wish to bring poor Susan 
nearer to Laughton, in the chance of het uncle seeing her. But you 
are, then, acquainted with Fielden P" 

Acquainted !— my best friend. He was my tutor, and prepared 
me forC aius College. I owe him, not only the little learning! nave, 
but the little good that is left in me. I owe to him apparently, also, 
whatever chance of bettering my prospects may arise from my visit 
at Laughton." 

"Notwithstanding our intimacy, we have, like most young men not 
related, spoken so nttle of our family matters, that I do not now 
understand how you are cousin to Susan ; nor what, to my surprise 
and deliffht, brought you hither three dajs ago." 

" Paitn, my story is easier to explam than your own, William ! 
Here goes!" 

But as Ardworth's recital partially involves references to family 
matters, not yet suf5ciently known to the reader, we must be pardoned 
if we assume to ourselves his task of narrator, and necessarily enlarge 
on bis details. 

The branch of the illustrious family of St. John, represented by Sir 
Miles, diverged from the parent stem of the Lords of Bletshoe. 
Wit^ them it placed at the summit of its pedigree the name of Wi^ 
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liam de St. John, the Conqueror's favourite and trosted warrior, and 
Olira de Filgiers. With them it blazoned the latter alliance, which 
gave to Sir Oliver St. John the lands of Bletshoe by the hand of 
Margaret Beauchamp (by her second marriage with the Duke of 
Somerset), grandmother to Henry YII. In the following genera- 
tion, the yoimger son of a younji^er son had founded, partly by offices 
of state, partlv by marriage with a wealthy heiress, a house of his 
own ; and ia the reign of James the First, the St. Johns of Laughton. 
ranked amongst the chief gentlemen of Hampshire. From that time 
till the accession of George IIL the family, though it remained un- 
titled, had added to its consequence by intermarriages of considerable 
dignity, chosen, indeed, with a disregard for money uncommon 
amongst the English aristocracy, so that the estate was but little 
enlarged since the reign of James, though profiting, of course, by 
improved cultivation and the different value of money. On the other 
hand, perhaps there were scarcely ten families in the country who 
could Doast of a similar directness of descent on all sides, from the 
proudest and noblest aristocracy of the soil ; and Sir Miles St. Jolm, 
Dv blood, was, ahnost at the distance of eight centuries, as pure a 
Norman as his ancestral W^^^- grantuather. nevertneless. had 
deviated from the usual disinterested practice of the family, ana had 
married an heiress, who brought the quarterings of Yemon to the 
crowded escutcheon, and with these quarterings an estate of some 
£4,000 a year, popularly known by the name of Vernon Grange. This 
rare occurrence did not add to the domestic happiness of the contract- 
ing parties, nor did it lead to the ultimate increase of the Laughton 
possessions. Two sons were bom. To the elder was destined the 
father's inheritance— to the vounger the maternal property. One 
house is not large enough for two heirs. Nothing could exceed the 
pride of the father as a St. John, except the pride of the mother as a 
Vernon. Jealousies between the two sons began early and rankled 
deep ; nor was there peace at Laughton till the younger had carried 
away from its rental the lands of Vernon Graige; and the elder 
remained just where his predecessors stood in point of possessions — 
sole lord of Laughton sole. The elder son, Sir Mes's father^ had 
been, indeed, so chafed by the rivalrv with his brother, that in disgust 
he had run awaj% and thrown himself, at the age of fourteen, into the 
navy. By accident or by merit he rose high in that profession, 
acquired name and fame, and lost an eye and an arm,— for which he 
was gazetted, at the same time, an admiral and a baronet. 

Thus mutilated and dig^nified, Sir George St. John retired from the 
profession ; and finding mmselt unmarried, and haunted by the appre- 
hension that if he died childless, Laughton would pass to his brotber's 
heirs^ he resolved upon consigmng his remains to the nuptial couch. 



nine, the grim veteran succeeded in finding a young lady of unble- 
mished descent, and much marked with the sraall-pox, who consented to 
accept the only hand which Sir George had to oner. From this mar- 
riage sprang a numerous familv- but idl died in early childhood, 
frightened to death, said the neignoours. by their tender parents (con- 
sidered the ugliest couple in the county), except one boy (the present 
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Sir Miles) and one daughter, many years younger, destined to become 
Lucretia's mother.^ Sir Miles came earljr into his property; and 
although the softening advance of civilisation, with the liberal effects 
of travel, and a long residence in cities, took from him that provinmal 
austerity of pride, which is only seen in stanch perfection amongst the 
the lords of a village, he was yet little less susceptible to the duties of 
maintaining his lineage pure as its representation had descended to 
him, than tub most superb of his predecessors. But owing, it was 
said, to an early disappointment, he led, during youth and manhood, 
a roving and desultory life, and so put on fit)m year to year the grand 
experiment matrimonial, until he arrived at old age, with the philo- 
sophical determination to select from the other branches of his house 
the successor to the heritage of St. John. In thus airogatinff to him- 
self a right to neglect his proper duties as head of a family, lie found 
his excuse in adopting his niece Lucretia. His sister had chosen for 
her first husband a fnend and neighbour of his own, a younger son, of 
unexceptionable birth, and of very agreeable manners in society. But 
this ^ntleman contrived to render her life so miserable, that, though 
he died fifteen months after their marriage, his widow could scarcely 
be expected to mourn long for him. A year after Mr. Clavering*s 
death, Mrs. Glavering married again, under the mistaken notion that 
she had the right to choose for herself. She married Dr. Mivers. the 
provincial physician, who had attended her husband in his last ilmess 
— a gentleman by education, manners, and profession, but unhappily 
the son of a silk-mercer. Sir Miles never forgave this connection. 
By her first marriage, Sir Miles's sister had one daughter, Luretia; 
by her second marriage, another daughter, named Susan. She sur- 
vived somewhat more than a year the birth of the latter : on her 
death, Sir Miles formally (through his agent) applied to Dr. Mivers 
for his eldest niece, Lucretia Ciavering, and the physician did not 
think himself justified in withholding from her the probable advantages 
of a transfer from Ms own ^f to that of her wealthy uncle. He 
himself had been no worldly gainer by his connection ; his practice 
had suffered materially from the sympathy which was felt by the 
county families for the supposed wrongs of Sir Miles St. John, who 
was personally not only popular, but esteemed, nor less so on account 
of his pride : too digninea to refer even to his domestic annoyances, 
except to his most fiamiliar associates— to them, indeed. Sir Miles had 
said oriefiy, that he considered a physician who abused his entrance 
into a noble family by stealing into its alliance, was a character in 
whose punishment au society had an interest. The words were 
repeated; they were thought just. Those who ventured to suggest 
that Mrs. Ciavering. as a widow, was a free agent, were regarded with 
suspicion. It was the time when IVench principles were Just begin- 
ning to be held in horror, especially in the provinces, and when every- 
thing that encroached upon the rights and prejudices of the high-bom 
was called "a French principle." Dr. Mivers was as much scouted 
as if he had been a sans-culotte. Obliged to quit the county^ he set- 
tled at a distance ; but he had a career to commence again; ms wife's 
death enfeebled ms spirits, and damped his exertions. He did littlp 
more than earn a bare subsistence, and died at last, when his on' 
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daughter was fourteen, poor and emharrassed. On his death-bed he 
wrote a letter to Sir Miles, reminding him that, after all, Susan was 
his sister's child, eently vindicating himself from the unmerited charge 
of treachery which had blasted his fortunes, and left his orphan penni- 
less ; and closings with a touching, yet a msmly appeal to the sole rela- 
tive left to befriend her. The clergyman who had attended him in his 
dying moments took charge of this letter ; he brought it in person to 
Laughton, and delivered it to Sir Miles. Whatever his errors, the 
old baronet was no common man. He was not vindictive, though he 
could not be called for^ving. He had considered his conduct to his 
sister a duty owed to his name and ancestors ; she had placed herself 
and her youngest child out of the pale of his family. He would not 
receive as his niece the granddaughter of a silk-mercer. The rela- 
tionship was extinct, as. in certain countries, nobility is forfeited by a 
union with an inferior class. But, niece or not, here was a claim to 
humanity and benevolence ; and never yet had appeal been made by 
suffering to his heart and purse in vain. 

He bowed his head over the letter as his eye came to the last Ime. 
and remained silent so long, that the clergyman, at last, moved ana 
hopeful, approached and took his hand. It was the impulse of a 
good man and a good priest. Sir Miles looked up in surprise; but 
the calm pitying face bent on him repelled all return of pride. 

Sir," he said, tremulously, and he pressed the hand that grasped 
his own, "I thank you. I am not fit at this moment to decide wnat 
to do : to-morrow, you shall know. And the man died poor P not in 
want, not in want P " ^ 

" Comfort yourself, worthy sir ; he had, at the last, all that sick- 
ness and death require, except one assurance, which I ventured to 
whisper to him— I trust not too rashly— -that his daughter would 
not be left unprotected. And I pray you to reflect, my dear sir, 
that " 

Sir Miles did not wait for the conclusion of the sentence ; he rose 
abruptly, and left the room. Mr. Eielden (so the good priest was 
named) lelt confident of the success of his mission ; but, to win it the 
more support, he sought Lucretia. She was then seventeen : it is an 
age when the heart is peculiarly open to the household ties— to the 
memory of a mother— to the sweet name of sister. He sought this 
p^irl, he told his tale, and pleaded the sister's cause. Lucretia heard 
m silence; neither eye nor lip betrayed emotion; but her colour 
went and came. This was the only sign that she was moved : moved, 
but how P Eielden's experience in the human heart could not guess. 
When he had done, she went quietly to her desk (it was in her own 
room that the conference took place;— she unlocked it with a delibe- 
rate hand — she took from it a pocket-book and a case of jewels, 
which Sir Miles had given her on ner last birth-day. Let my sister 
have these— while I five she shall not want! " 

" My dear young lady, it is not these things that she asks from you ; 
it is your affection, your sisterly heart, your intercession with her 
natural protector; these, in her name, I ask for—non gmmU neque 
purpura venale, nec auro /" 

Lucretia then, stUi without apparent emotion, raised to the good 
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man's facc^ deep, penetrating, but unreyealing eyes, and said 
slowly : — 

" Is my sister like my mother, who, they say, was handsome P" 
Much startled by tms question, Eielden answered — *' I never saw 
your mother, my dear ; but your sister gives promise of more than 
common comeliness." 
Lucretia's brows grew slightly compressed. "And her education 



" Certainly, in some points— mathematics, for instance, and the- 
ology. But she knows what ladies generally know— Ixench and 
Italian, and such like. Dr. Mivers was not unlearned in the polite 
letters. Oh, trust me, my dear young lady, she will not disgrace your 
family ; she will justify your uncle's favour. Plead fgr her and 
the good man clasped nis hands. 

Lucretia's eyes fell musingly on the ground ; but she resumed, 
after a short pause. 
" What does my uncle himself say ?" 
" Onlv that he will decide to-morrow." 

"I wul see him;" and Lucretia left the room as for that object. 
But when she had gained the stairs^ she paused at the large embayed 
casement, which formed a niche m the landing-pkce, and gazed 
over the broad dpmams beyond; a stem smile settled, then, upon 
her lips : the smile seemed to say—" In this inheritance I wul have 
no rival. 

Lucretia's influence with Sir Miles was great ; but here it was not 
needed. Before she saw him he had decided on his course. Her 
precocious, and apparently intuitive knowledge of character, detected, 
at a glance, the safety with which she might intercede. She did so, 
and was chid into silence. 

The next morning. Sir Miles took the priest's arm, and walked with 
him into the cfardens. 

" Mr. Fieloen," he said, with the air of a man who has chosen his 
course, and deprecates all attempts to make him swerve from it, " if 
I followed my own selflsh wishes, I should take home this poor child. 
Stay, sir, and hear me— I am no hypocrite, and I speak honestly— I 
like young faces— I have no family of my own ;— I love Lucretia, and 
I am proud of her, but a girl brought up in adversity might be a 
better nurse, and a more docile companion— let that pass. I have 
reflected, and I feel that I cannot set to Lucretia— set to children 
unborn the example of indifference to a name degraded and a irace 
adulterated : you may call this pride or prejudice— I view it diffe- 
rently. There are duties due from an individual, duties due from a 
nation, duties due from a family ; as my ancc^stors thought, so think 
J. They left me the charge of their naine, as the fief-rent by which I 
hold their lands. 'Sdeath, sir! pardon me the expletive !— I was 
about to say, that if I am now a childless old man, it is because I 
have mysdi known temptation, and resisted. I loved, and denied 
myself what I believed my best chance of happiness, because the 
object of my attachment was not my equal— that was a bitter struggle 
— 1 triumphec^ and I rejoice at it, though the result to leave af 
■thoughts of wedlock elsewhere odious and repugnant. These prmc 
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pies of action have made a part of my creed as gentleman, if not as 
CJhristian— now, to the point. I beseech you to find a fitting and 
reputable home for Miss— Miss Mivers (the lip slightly curled as the 
name was said)— I shall provide suitably for her maintenance. When 
she marries, I will dower her, provided only, and always, that her 
choice fall upon one who will not still farther degrade her lineage on 
her mother's side.— in a word, if she select a genUeman, Mr. Eielden, 
on this subject I nave no more to say." 

In vain the good clergyman, whose very conscience, as well as 
reason, was shocked by the deliberate and argumentative manner 
with which the baronet had treated the abandonment of his sister's 
child as an absolutely moral, almost religious duty, — in vain he 
exerted himself to repel such sophisms, and put the matter in its 
true light. It was easy for him to move Sir Miles's heart— was 
ever gentle— Mflt^ was moved alreadjr ; but the crotchet in his head 
was impregnable. The more touchingly he painted poor Susan's 
unfriended youth, her sweet character, and promising^ virtues, the 
more Sir Miles St. John considered himself a martyr to his principles, 
and the more obstinate in the martyrdom he became. " Poor thauK ! 
poor child!" he said often, and brushed a tear from his eyes; a 
thousand pities ! Well. well. I hope she will be happy 1 Mind, 
money shall never stand in tie way if she have a suitable offer ! " 
This was all the worthy clergyman, after an hour's eloquence, could 
extract from him. Out of breath, and out of patience, he ^ve in 
at last 1 and the baronet, still holding his reluctant arm, led him back 
towards the house. ^ After a prolonged pause, Sir Miles said abruptly : 
" I have been thinking that 1 may have unwittingly injured this man 
— ^this Mivers— while I deemed only that he injured me. As to 
reparation to his daughter, that is settled; and after alL though I do 
not publicly acknowledge her, she is half my own niece." 

"mif?" 

" Half— the father's side don't count, of course ; and, rigidly speak- 
ing, the relationship is, perhaps, forfeited on the other. However, 
that half of it I grant. Zooks, sir, I say I grant it !— I beg you ten 
thousand pardons for my vehemence. To return, perhaps I can show 
at least that I bear no malice to this poor doctor. He has rela- 
tions of his own— silk mercers— trade has reverses.' How are 
they off?" 

Perfectly perplexed by this very contradictory and paradoxical, 
yet, to one better acquainted witn Sir Miles, very characteristic 
benevolence, Pieldenwas some time before he answered. "'Hiose 
members of Dr. Mivers's family who are in trade are sufficiently 
prosperous j they have paid his debts ; they. Sir liiles, will receive 
his daughter." 

"By no means!" cried Sir Miles, quickly: then recovering him- 
self, he added, " or, if you think that advisable, of conise all inter- 
ference on my part is withdrawn." ^ 

**Festina lente !—noi so quick, Sir Miles. I do not yet say that it 
is advisable— not because they are silk-mercers, the wmch, I humbly 
conceive, is no sin to exclude them from gjratitude for their proffered 
^'•^dness, but because Susan, poor child! having been brought 
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up in different liabits. may feel a little strange, at least at firsts 

" Strange, yes ; I should hope so !*' interrupted Sir Miles, taking 
snuff with much energy ; " and. by the way, I am thinking that it 
would be well if you and Mrs. Kelaen— you are married, sir?— that 
is right— clergymen all marry !— if you and Mrs. Fielden would take 
charge of her yourselves, it would oe a great comfort to me to think 
her so well nlaced. We differ, sir— but I respect you. Think of 
this. Well, then, the doctor has left no relations that I can aid in 
any way." 

* Strange man!*' muttered Pielden. "Yes; I must not let one 
poor youth lose the opportunity offered by your— your " 

"Never mind what— proceed— one poor youth; in the shop, of 
course?" 

" No ; and by his father's side (since you so esteem such vani- 
ties) of an ancient family— a sister of Dr. Mivers married Captain 
Ardworth." 

" Ardworth— a goodish name— Ardworth, of Yorkshire." 
Yes, of that family. It was, of course, an imprudent marriage, 
contracted while he waa only an ensign. His family did not reject 
him, Sir Miles." 

" Sir, Ardworth is a good squire's family, but the name is Saxon • 
there is no difference in race between the head of the Ardworths, if 
he were a duke, and my gardener, John Hodge — Saxon and Saxon, 
both. His family did not reject him — go on." 

" But he was a younger son in a large family— both himself and his 
wife have known all the distresses common, they tell me, to the 
poverty of a soldier, who has no resource but his pay. They have a 
son ; Dr. Mivers— though so poor himself — took this boy, for he 
loved his sister dearly, and meant to bring him up to his own pro- 
fession. Death frustrated this intention. The boy is high-spirited 
and deserving." 

" Let his education be completed— send him to the university ; and 
I will see that he is put into some career, of which Ids father's family 
would approve. Jfou need not mention to any one my intentions in 
this respect, not even to the lad. And now, Mr, Melden, I have done 
my duty— at least. I think so. The longer you honour my house, the 
more I shall be pleased and grateful ; but this topic, allow me most 
respectfully to say, needs ana bears no further comment. Have you 
seen the last news from the army P" 

" The army !— oh. fie. Sir Miles, I must speak one word more- 
may not my poor Susan have, at least, the comfort to embrace her 
sister?". 

Sir Miles mused a moment, and struck his crutch-stick thrice 
firmly on the ground. 

"1 see no great objection to that: but, by the address of this 
letter, the poor girl is too far from Laughton to send Lucretia to 
her." 

" I can obviate that objection. Sir Miles. It is my wish to con- 
tinue to Susan her present home among^ my own children— my wife 
loves her dearly ; and had you consented to give her the shelter 
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vour own roof^ I am sure I should not have seen a smile in the house 
lor a month aner. If you permit this plan, as indeed you honoured 
me by su^g;e8ting it, I can pass through Southampton on my way to 
my own Cving in Devonshire, and Miss Clavering can visit her sister 
there." 

** Let it be so," said Sir Miles, briefly ; and so the conversation 
closed. 

Some weeks afterwards, Lucretia went in her uncle's carriase, with 
four post-horses, with her maid and her footman— went in the state 
and pomp of heiress to Lau^hton— to the small lodgmg-house in 
which the kind pastor crowded his children and his young guest. She 
stayed there some days. She did not weep when she embra-ced Susan 
— she did not weep when she took leave of her ; but she showed no 
want of actual kindness, though the kindness was formal and stately. 
On her return, Sir Miles forbore to question; but he looked as if he 
expected, and would willingly permit, her to speak on what might 
naturally be uppermost at her heart. Lucretia, however, remained 
silent, tni at last tl\e baronet colouring, as if ashamed of his curiosity^ 
said— 

" Is your sister like your mother P" 

" You forget, sir, I can have no recollection of my mother." 

" Your mother had a strong family likeness to myself." 

" She is not like you— they say she is like Dr. Imvers." 

"Oh!" said the baronet, and he asked no more. The sisters did 
not meet again : a few letters passed between them, but the corre- 
spondence gradually ceased. 

Young Ardworth went to college, prepared bv Mr. Kelden, who 
was no ordinary scholar, and an accurate and nrotoundmathematiciaa 
—a more important requisite than classical learning in a tutor for 
Cambridge. But Ardworth was idle, and perhaps even dissipated. 
He took a common degree, and made some debts, which were paid by 
Sir Miles without a murmur. A few letters then passed between 
the baronet and the clergyman, as to Ardworth's future destiny; the 
latter owned that his pupil was not persevermg enough for the bar, 
nor steady enough for the church. These were nogreat faults in Sir 
Miles's eyes. He resolved, after an effort, to juT^ himself of the 
capacities of the young man, and so came the invitation to Laughton. 
Ardworth was ffreatlv surprised when Eielden communicated to him 
this invitation, for hitherto he had not conceived the slightest sus- 
picion of his benefactor— he had rather, and naturally, supposed that 
some relation of his father's had paid for his mamtenance at the 
university ; and he knew enough of the family history to look upon 
Sir Miles as the proudest of men. How was it, then, that he who 
would not receive the daughter of Dr. Mivers, his own niece, would 
invite the nephew of Dr. Mivers, who was no relation to him r How- 
ever, his cunosity was excited. andFieldenwas urgent that he should 
go :— to Laughton, therefore, had he gone.. 

We have now brought down, to the opening of our narrative, the 
general records of tlie family it concerns ; we have reservea our 
account of the rearing and the character of the personage most impor- 
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taut, perhaps in tkc development of its events— Lucretia Claverinff ; 
in order to place sindy before the reader, the portrait of her daiK, 
misguided, and ill-boding youth. 



CHAPTEE n. 

LUCB£TIA. 

When Lucretia first came to the house of Sir Miles St. John, she 
was an infant about four years old. The baronet then lived princi- 
pally in London, with occasional visits rather to the Continent or a 
watering-place^ than to his own family mansion. He did not pay any 
minute attention to his little ward — satisfied that her nurse was 
sedulous, and her nursery airy and commodious. MCkenat the age of 
seven, she began to interest him, and he himself, approaching old age, 
be^^an seriouuv to consider, whether he should select her as his 
heiress, for hitherto he had not formed any decided or definite notions 
on the matter—he was startled by a temper so vehement, so self- 
willed and sternly imperious, so obstinately bent upon attaming its 
object, so indifferently contemptuous of warning, reproof, coaxing, or 
punishment, that her governess honestlv came to him in aespair. 

The management of this unmanageaDle child interested Sir Miles. 
It caused him to think of Lucretia seriouslv; it caused him to have 
her mudi in his society, and always in his thoughts ; the result was, 
that by amusing and occupying him, she forced a stronger hold on his 
affections than she might nave done had she been more like the ordi- 
nary ran of commonplace children. Of all dogs, there is no dog that 
so attaches a master as a dog that snarls at everybody else,— that no 
other hand can venture to pat with impunity ; of all horses, there is 
none which so flatters the rider, from Alexander downwards, as a 
horse that nobody else can ride. Ext^d this principle to the human 
species, and you may understand why Lucretia became so dear to Sir 
Miles St Jolm— -she got at his heart through his vanity. For though, 
at times, her brow darkened, and her eye flashed even at bis remon- 
strance, she was yet no sooner in his society than she made a marked 
distinction -between him and the subordinates, who had hitherto 
sought to control her. Was this affection P— he thought so. Alas ! 
what parent can trace the working of a cliild's mind — springs moved 
by an idle word from a nurse — a whispered conference between hire- 
lings ! Was it possible that Lucretia had not often been meanced, as 
the direst evil that could befal her, with her uncle's displeasure; that 
long before she could be sensible of mertf worldly loss or profit, she 
was not impressed with a vague sense of Sir Miles's power over her 
fate } nay^ when trampling, in childish wrath ana scorn, upon some 
menial's irritable feelings, was it possible that she had not been told 
tha(t, but for Sir Miles, she would be little better than a servant her- 
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self P Be this as it may, all weakness is prone to dissimnlate ; and 
rare and happy is the child whose feelings are as pure and transparent 
as the fond parent deems them. There is sometmnjr in children, too, 
which seems like an instinctive deference to the aristocratic appear- 
ances which sway the world. Sir Miles's stately person— his imposing 
dress, the respect with which he was snrronnded— all tended to beget 
notions of superiority and power, to which it was no shame to suc- 
cumb, as it was to Miss Black, the governess, whom the maids 
answered pertly, or Martha, the nurse, whom Miss Black snubbed if 
Lucretia rore her frock. 

Sir Miles's affection once won — his penetration not perhaps 
blinded to her more evident faults, but his self-bve soothed towards 
regarding them leniently — there was much in Lucretia's external 
gifts which justified the predilection of the haughty man. As a child, 
she was beautiful, and, perhaps, from her very imperfections of 
temper, her beauty had that air of distinction which the love of com- 
mand IS apt to confer. If Sir Miles was with his friends when 
Lucretia swept into the room, he was pleased to hear them call her 
their little "princess," and pleased yet more at a certain dignified 
tranquillity with which she received tneir caresses or their toys, and 
which he regarded as the sign of a superior mind : nor was it long, 
indeed, before what we call a superior mind developed itself in the 
young Lucretia. All children are quick till they are set methodicallv 
to study; but Lucretia's quickness defied even that numbing ordeal, 
bv which half of us are rendered dunces. Eapidity and precision in 
all the tasks set to her, — ^in the comprehension of all the explanations 
given to her questions, evinced singular powers of readiness and 
reasoning. 

As she grew older, she became more reserved and thoughtful. 
Seeing but few children of her own age, and mixing intimately with I 
none, ner mind was debarred from the usual objects which distract i 
the vivacity, the restless and wondrous observation, of childhood. 
She came in and out of Sir Miles's library of a morning, or his draw- 
ing-room of an evening, till h|p hour for rest, with unquestioned and 
sometimes unnoticed freedom ; she listened to the conversation around 
her, and formed her own conclusions unchecked. It has a great 
influence upon a child, whether for good or for evil, to mix earlv and | 
habitually with those grown up— for good to the mere intellect al wavs 
—the evil depends upon the character and discretion of those the 
child sees and hears— Reverence the greatest is due to the children," 
exclaims the wisest of the Romans;* that i| to say, that we must 
revere the candour and inexperience, and innocence oi their minds. 

Now Sir Miles's habitual associates were persons of the world ; 
well-bred and decorous, iadeed, before children, as the best of the old 
sdiool were— avoiding all aneoiotes, all allusions, for which the pru- 
dent matron would send ner girls out of Ihe room; but, with that 
reserve, speaking of the world as the world poes : if talkins of youn^j 
A—, calculating carelessly what he would nave when old A— ^ his 
father, died— naturally giving to wealth, and station, and ability, 
their nxed importance in life- not over-apt to single out for eulogium 
« Cicero. The senUmeat ia borrowed by Juyeoal. 
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some Quiet goodaess, rather inclined to speak with irony of preten- 
sions to virtue— rarely sneaking but with respect of the worldly 
seemings which rule manldnd;— all these had their inevitable effect 
upon that keen, quick, yet moody and reflective intellect. 

Sir Miles removed at last to Iiaughton. He gave up London— why. 
he acknowledged not to himself ; but it was bec^^use he had outlived 
his age^-most of his did set were ^one— new hours, new habits had 
stolen in. He had ceased to be of unportance as a marrying man, as 
a personage of fashion ; his health was impaired ; he shrank from the 
fatigues of a contested election ; he resigned his seat in Parliament 
for his native county, and, once settled at Laughton, the life there 
soothed and flatterea him— there all his former claims to distinction 
were still fresh. He amused himself by collecting, in his old haUs 
and chambers, his statues and pictures, and felt that, without fatigue 
or trouble^ he was a greater man at Laughton in his old age, than he 
had been m London during his youth. 

Lucretia was then thirteen. Three years afterwards, Olivier Dali- 
bard was established in the house^ and irom that time a great change 
became noticeable in her. The irregular vehemence of her temper 
gradually subsided, and was replacea by an habitual self-command, 
which rendered the rare deviations from it more effective ana 
imposing. Her pride changed its character wholly and permanently; 
no word, no look of scorn to the low-born and the poor escaped her. 
The masculine studies which her erudite tutor opened to a gras{)ing 
and inquisitive mind, elevated her very errors above the petty distinc- 
tions of class. She imbibed earnestly what DaHbard assumed or felt, 
— the more dangerous pride of the fallen angel, — and set up the intel- 
lect as a deity. All belonging to the mere study of mind charmed 
and enchained her ; but active and practical in her very reveries, if 
she brooded, it was to scheme, to ^ot, to weave, web, and mesh, and 
to smile in haughty triumph at her own ingenuity and daring. The 
first lesson of mere worldly wisdom teaches us to command temper j 
it was worldly wisdom that made the once impetuous girl calm, tran- 
quil^ and serene. Sir Miles was pleased by a change that removed 
from Lucretia's outward character its chief blot; perhaps, as his 
frame declined, he sighed sometimes to think that with so much 
majesty there appeared but little tenderness ; he took, however, the 
merits with the faults, and was content upon the whole. 

If the Provenpal had taken more than common pains with his joxms 
pupil, the pains were not solely disinterested. In plun^ng her mina 
amidst that profound corruption which belongs only to intellect culti- 
vated in scorn of good, and in suppression of heart, he had his own 
views to serve, fle watched the age when the passions ripenj and 
he grasped at the fruit which his training soughf to mature. In the 
human neart ill regulated there is a dark desire /or the forbidden. 
This Lucretia felt— this her studies cherished, and her thoughts 
brooded over. She detected, with the quickness of her sex, the pre- 
ceptor's stealthy aim. She started not at the danger. Proud of ner 
mastery over her»elf, she rather triumjphed in luring on into weakness 
this inaster-intelligence' which had Lghted iip her own, — ^to see her 
slaive in her teacher— to despise or to pity him whom she had first 
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contemplated with awe. And with this mere pride of the tinderstaiid- 
ing migfht be connected that of the sex; she had attained the years' 
when woman is curious to know and to sound her power. To inflame 
DaUbard's cupiditv or ambition was easy ; but to touch his heart— 
that marble heart 1— this had its dignity and its charm. Strange to 
say. she succeeded. The nassion, as well as interests, of this dangerous 
and able man became enusted in his hopes ; and now the same played 
between them had a terror in its suspense ; for if Dalibara penetrated 
not into the recesses of his nupil's complicated nature, she was far 
from having yet sounded the neU that lay olack and deyouring beneath 
his own. Not through her affections—those he scarce hoped for^ 
but through her inexi)erience, her vanity, her passions, he contem- 
plated the path to his victory over her soul and her fate. And so 
resolute, so wilv, so unscrupulous was this person who had played 
upon all the subtlest keys and chords in the scale of turbulent me. 
that, despite the loftv smile with which Lucretia at length heard ana 
repelled his suit, he had no fear of the ultimate issue,~when aU his 
projects were traversed, — all his mines and stratagems abruptly 
Drought to a dose^ bv an event which he had wholly unforeseen—the 
appearance of a nvai; the ardent and almost pun^ring love, which, 
escaping awhile from all the demons he had evpkea, she haa, with a 
^?s frank heart and impulse, conceived for Mainwaring. And here, 
indeed, was the great cnsis in Lucretia's life and destiny. So inter- 
woven with her nature had become the hard calculations of the under- 
standing ; so habitual to her now was the zest for scheming, which 
revels in the play and vivacitv of intrigue and plot, and which Shak- 
speare has, perhaps, intended chiefly to depict m the villany of lago, 
tnat it is probable Lucretia could never become a chfu^ter thoroughly 
amiable and honest. But with a happy and well-placed love, her am- 
bition might have had legitimate vents; her restless energies, the 
woman's natural field in sympathies for another. The heart once 
opened, softens by use : gradually and unconsciouslv the interchange 
of affection, the companionship with an upright ana ingenuous mind 
(for virtue is not only beautiful, it is contagious) might have had their 
redeeming and hallowing influence. Happier, indeed, had it been, if 
her choice had fallen upon a more commanding and lofW nature. But 
perhaps it was the veij meekness and susceptibilit:^ oi Mainwaring's 
temper, relieved from feebleness by his talents, which, once in play, 
were undeniably great, that pleased her by contrast with her own 
hardness of spirit and despotism of will. 

That Sir Miles should have been blind to the position of the lovers, 
is less disparaging to his penetration than it may appear ; for the very 
imprudence with which Lucretia abandoned herseli to the society ill 
Mainwaring during his visits at Laughton, took a resemblance to 
candour. Sir Miles knew his niece to be more than commonly clever 
and well informed ; that she, like him, should feel that the conversa- 
tion of a superior voung man was a relief to the ordinary babble of 
their country neighoours. was natural enough ; and if now and then a 
doubt, a fear. had. crossed his mind, and rendered him more touched 
than ne liked to own by Vernon's remarks, it had vanished upon pcr- 
ceiying thi^ Lucr^ti:^ iiev^r seomed a shade itno^e pensive in Maii^- 
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waiing's absence. The listlessness and the melancholy which are apt 
to accompany love, especially where nnpropitionsly placed, were not 
visible on the surface of this strong^ nature. In truth, once assured 
that Mamwaring returned her affection, Lucretia reposed on the 
f utoie with a calm and resolute confidence ; and her customary dissi- 
mulation closed like an unruffled sea over all the under-currents that 
met and played below. Still Sir Miles's attention once, however 
s%htly aroused to the recollection that Lucretia was at the age 
when woman naturally meditates upon love and marriage, had 
suggested, afresh and more vividly, a project which had. before 
been indistinctly conceived — namely, the union of the divided 
branches of his house, bv the marriage of the last male of the Yer- 
nons with the heiress of the St. Jonns. Sir Miles had seen much 
of Yemon himself, at various intervals : he had been present at his 
christening, thougn he had refused to be his godfather, for fear of 
raising undue expectations ; he had visited and munificently "tipped" 
him at Eton ; he had accompanied him to his quarters when he jomed 
the Prince's regiment : he had come often in contact with him, when, 
at the death of his fatner, Yemon retired from the army and blazed 
in the front ranks of metropolitan fashion ; he had given him counsel 
and had even lent him money. Yernon's spendthrift habits, and dissi- 
pated if not dissolute Ufe, had certainly confirmed the old baronet in 
his intentions to trust the lands of Laughton to the lesser risk which 
property iHcurs in the hands of a female, if tightly settled on her, 
ihaxL in the more colossal and multiform luxuries of an expensive 
man ; and to do him justice, during the flush of Yemen's riotous 
career, he had shrunk from the thought of confiding the happiness 
of his niece to so unstable a partner. But of late, whether from his 
impaired health, or his broken fortunes, Yemen's follies had been less 
ghtfing. He had now arrived at the mature age of thirty-three, when 
wild oats may reasonably be sown. The composed and steadfast 
character of Lucretia might serve to guide and direct him : and Sir 
Miles was one of those who hold the doctrine that a reformed rake 
makes the best husband ; add to this, there was nothmg in Yemen's 
reputation (once allowing that his thirst for pleasure was slaked) 
which could excite serious apprehensions. Through all his difficul- 
ties, he had maintained his honour unblemished : a thousand traits of 
amiability and kindness of heart made him popular and beloved. He 
was nobody's enemy but his own. His very distresses—the prospect 
of his ruin, if left unassisted by Sir Miles's testamentary dispositions 
— were arguments in Ms favour. And, after alL though Lucretia was 
a nearer relation, Yemon was in tmth the direct male heir, and, 
accor^bg to the usual prejudices of family, therefore, the fitter repre- 
sentative of the ancient Ime. With these feelings and views, he had 
invited Yemon to his house, and we have seen already that his favour- 
able impressions had been confirmed by the visit. 

And here, we must say, that Yemon himself had been brought up 
in boyhood and youth to regard himself the presumptive inheritor 
of Laughton. It had been, from time immemorial, the custom of 
the St. Johns to pass by the claims of females in the settlement of 
(}fe entails ; from male to nial^ t)ie estate had goiie— ftqiii^hin^ war- 
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riors to the amy, and senators to the state. And if when Lucretia 
first came to Sir Miles's house, the bright prospect seemed somewhat 
obscure, still the misalliance of the mother, and Sir Miles's obstinate 
resentment thereat, seemed to warrant the supposition that he would 
probably only leave to the orphan the usual portion of a daui^hter of 
the house, and that the lands would go in their ordinary destination. 
This belief, adopted passively, and as a thing of course, had had a 
very prejudicial effect upon Vernon's career. IVhat mattered that he 
over-enjoyed his vouth, that the subordinate property of the Vemons, 
a paltry four or five thousand pounds a year, went a little too fast— 
the splendid estates of Lau^hton would recover all. From this dream 
he had only been awakened two or three years before, by an attach- 
ment he had formed to the portionless daughter of an earl ; and the 
Grange beinc too far encumbered to allow Jum the proper settlements 
which the laav'B family required, it became a matter of importance to 
ascertain Sir Miles's intentions. Too delicate himself to sound them, 
he had prevailed upon the earl, who was weU. acquainted with Sir 
Miles, to take Lau^hton in his way to his own seat in Dorsetshire, 
and, without betraying the grounds of his interest in the question, 
learn carelessly, as it were, the views of the wealthy man. Jne result 
had been a severe and terrible disappointment. Sir Miles had then 
fully determined upon constituting Lucretia his heiress, and, with 
the usual openness of his character, he had plainly said so. upon the 
very first covert and polished allusion to the subject, wliialn the carl 
slily made. This discovery, in breaking off all hopes of a union with 
Lady Mary Stanvillo. had crushed more than mercenary expectations. 
It affected, through nis heart, Vernon's health and spints \ it rankled 
deep, and was resented at first as a fatal injury. But "Vernon's native 
nobmty of disposition gradually softened an indignation which his 
reason convinced him was groundless and unjust. Sir Miles had 
never encouraged the expectations which Vernon's family and 
himself had unthinkingly formed. The baronet was master of his 
own fortune, and after all, was it not moi>e natural that he should 
prefer the child he had brought up and reared, to a distant relation, 
little more than an acquaintance, simply because man succeeded to 
man in the mouldy pedigree of the St. Johns P And, Mary fairly lost 
to him, liis constitutional indifference^ to money, a certain Prench 
levity of temper, a persuasion that his life was nearing its wasted 
close, had left him without regret, as without resentment, at his kins- 
man's decision. His boyish affection for the hearty, generous old 
gentleman returned, and though he abhorred the country, he had. 
without a single interested thought or calculation, cordially accepted 
the Baronet's hospitable overtures, and deserted, for the wilos of 
Hampshire, " the sweet shady side of Pall Mall." 

We may now enter the drawing-room at Laughton, in which were 
already assembled several of the families residing in the more imme- 
diate neighbourhood, and who sociably dropped in to chat around the 
national tea-table, play a rubber at whist, or make up, by the help of 
two or three children and two or three grandpapas, a merry country 
dance. For, in that happy dav, people were much more sociable than 
they are now, in the houses of our rural Thanes. Our country seats 
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became bustling and animated after the Birthday ; many cven of the 
more important fainilies resided, indeed, all the jeai round on their 
estates. The Continent was closed to us ; the fastidious exclusiveness 
which lx)mes from habitual residence in cities, had not made that 
demarcation in castes and in talk, between neignbour and neighbour, 
which exists now. Our squires were less educated, less refined, but 
more hospitable and unassuming. In a word, there was what does 
not exist now, except in some districts remote from London,^a rural 
society for those who sought it. 

The party, as we enter, is grouped somewhat thus— but first, we 
must cast a glance at the room itself, which rarely failed to be the 
first object to attract a stranger's notice. It was a long, and not par- 
ticularly well-proportioned apartment, according, at least, to mooem 
notions, for it had rather the ap])earance of two rooms thrown into 
hne. At the distance of about thirty-fire feet, the walls, before some- 
what narrow, were met by an arch, supported by carved pilasters, 
which opened into a space nearly double the width of the prerious 
part of the room, with a domed ceiling, and an embayed wmdow of 
such depth, that the recess almost formed a chamber m itself. But 
both these divisions of the apartment corresponded exactly in point of 
decoration ; they had the same small panelling, painted a very light 
green, which seemed almost white by candle-ligfnt, each compartment 
wrought with an arabesque, the same enriched frieze and cormce : they 
had the same hi^h mantel-pieces, ascending to the ceiting, with the 
arms of St. John m bold rehcf. They had too the same old-fashioned 
and venerable furniture, draperies of thick figured velvet, with im- 
mense chairs and sofas to correspond, interspersed, it is true, ydth. 
more modem and commodious inventions of the upholsterer's art, in 
grave stufPed leather, or lively chintz. Two windows, nearly as deep 
as that in the further division, broke the outline of the former one, 
and helped to give that irregular and nooky appearance to the apart- 
ment, which took all discomfort from its extent, and furnished all 
convenience for solitary study or detached fiirtation. With little 
respect for the carved work of the panels, the walls were covered with 
pictures brought by Sir Miles from Italy; here and there marble 
ousts and statues ^ave lightness to the character of the room, and 
harmonized well with that half-Italian mode of decoration which 
belongs to the period of James the Pirst. The shape of the chamber, 
in its divisions, lent itself admirably to that friendly and sociable inter- 
mixture of amusements which reconciles the tastes of young and old. 
In the first division, near the fire-place, Sir Miles, seated in his easy- 
chair, and sheltered from the opening door by a seven-fold tapestry 
screen, was stiU at chess with his librarian. At a little distance, a 
middle-aged gentleman, and three turbaned matrons, were cutting in 
at whist— shilling points— with a half-crown bet, optional, and not 
much ventured on. On tables, drawn into the recesses of the win- 
dows, were the day's newspapers^ Gilray's caricatures, the last new 
publications, and such other ingenious suggestions to chit-chat. And 
round these tables grouped those who had not yet found elsewhere 
their evening's amusement ; two or three shy young clergymen, tho 
parish doctor, four or fiv« squires, who felt ^reat interest m politics, 
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tall in woman ; but in her height there was nothing either awkward 
or masculine— a figure more perfect never served for model to a 
sculptor. The dress at that day. unbecoming as we now deem it. 
was not to her— at least, on the whole— ilisadvantageous. The short 
waist gave greater sweep to her majestic length of limb, wliile the 
dassic thinness of the drapery betrayed the exact proportion and the 
exquisite contour. The arms then were worn bare almost to the 
shoulder, and Lucretia's arms were not more faultless in shape than 
dazzling in their snowy colour— the stately neck, the falling shoulders, 
the firm, slight, yet rounded bust— all would nave; charmed equally 
the artist and tne sensualist. Portunately, the sole defect of her form 
was not apparent at a distance : that defect was in the hand ; it had not 
the usuaTiaults of female youthfulness-^the superfluity of flesh, the 
too rosy healthfulness of colour; on the contrary, it was small and thin, 
but it was, nevertheless, more the hand of a man than a woman; 
the shape nad a man's nervous distinctness, the veins swelled like 
sinews^ the joints of the finders were marked and prominent. In that 
hancL it almost seemed as if the iron force of the character betrayed 
itself. But, as we have said, this slight defect which few, if seen, 
would hypercritically notice, could not of course be perceptible as 
she moved slowly up the room ; and Vernon's eye, glancing over the 
noble figure, rested upon the face. Was it handsome P— was it 
repelling P Strange that in feature it had pretensions to the highest 
order of beauty, and yet, even that experienced connoisseur in female 
charms was almost puzzled what sentence to pronounce. The hair, 
as was the fsishion of the day, clustered in profuse curls over the fore- 
head, but could not conceal a slight line or wrinkle between the 
brows ; and this line, rare in women at any age, rare even in men at 
hers, gave an expression at once of thought and sternness to the 
whole face. The eyebrows themselves were straight, and not 
strongly marked,— a shade or two perhaps too light, a fault still 
more apparent m the lashes ; the eyes were large, full, and though 
bright, astonishingly calm and deep, at least in ordinarv moments ; 
yet withal they wanted the charm of that steadfast and open look, 
which goes at once to the heart, and invites its trust ; their expres- 
sion was rather vague and abstracted. She usually looked aslant 
while she spoke, and this, which with some appears out shyness, in 
one so self-collected had an air of falsehood. But when, at times, 
if earnest, and bent rather on examining those she addjnsssed than 
guarding herself from penetration, she fixed those eyes upon you 
with sudden and direcf scrutiny, the gaze impressed you pqwer- 
f ully, and haunted you with a strange spell. The eye itself was of 
a peculiar and displeasine colour— not blue, nor ^ev, nor black, 
nor hazel but rather of that cat-like green, which is drowsy in the 
light, and vivid in the shade. The profile was pure!/ Greek, and 
so seen, Lucretia's beauty seemed incontestable: out m front face, 
and still more when inclined between the two, all the features took 
a sharpness, that, however regular, had something chilling and 
severe ; the mouth was small, but the Hps were thin and pale, and had 
an expression of effort and contraction, which added to the distrust 
that her sidelong slw^^ calcidate4 to inspire. The t^cth ijrere 
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dflzdingly white, but sharp and thin, and the eye-teeth were much 
lon^ than the rest. The complexion was pale, but without much 
dehcacy ; the palenesss seemed not natural to it. but rather that hue 
which study and late vigils eive to men; so that she wanted the 
freshness and bloom of youtt^ and looked older than she was— ^ 
effect confirmed by an absence of roundness in the dieek, not notice- 
able in the profile, but? rendering the hojA face somewhat harsh as 
well as shaip. In a word, the face and the figure were not in har- 
mony ; the figure prevented you from pronouncing her to be mascu- 
line—the face took from the figure the charm of feminacjr. It was 
the head of the young Augustus upon the form of Agrippina. One 
touch more, and we close a descnption, which already perhaps the 
reader may consider frivolously minute. If vou Had placed before the 
mouth and lower part of the face a mask or bandage, the whole 
character of the upper face would have changed at once ; the eye lost 
its glittering falseness, the brow its sinister contraction; you would 
have pronounced the face not only beautiful, but sweet and womanly. 
Take that bandage suddenly away, and the change would have 
startled you. and startled you the more, because you could detect no 
sufficient defect or disproportion in the lower part of the countenance to 
explain it. It was as if the mouth was the key to the whole : the key 
nothing without the text, the text uuoomprehended without the kev. 

Such, then, was Lucretia Clavering in outward appearance, at the 
age of twenty— fltrikin^ to the most careless eye— mteresting and 
peiplexing the student m that dark language, never yet deciphered, 
—the human countenance. The reader must have observed, tnat the 
effect every face that he remarks for the first time produces, is diffe- 
rent from the impression it leaves upon him when habitually seen. 
Perhaps, no two persons differ more trom each other, than does the 
same countenance in our earliest recollection of it from the counte- 
nance regarded in the familiarity of repeated intercourse. And this 
was especially the case with Lucretia Clavering's : the first impulse 
of nearly all who beheld it was distrust that partook of fear ; it almost 
inspirea you with a sense of danger. The judgment rose up against 
it ; the heart set itself on its guard. But this uneasy sentiment soon 
died away with most observers, in admiration at the chiselled outline, 
which, like the (Grecian sculpture, gained the more the more it was 
examined, in respect for the intellectual power of the expression, 
and in fascinated pleasure at the charm of a smile, rarely employed, 
it is true, but the more attractive, both for that reason and for its 
sudden effect in giving brightness and persuasion to an aspect that 
needed them so much. It was literally like the abrupt breaking out 
of a sunbeam ; and the repellent impression of the face, thus fami- 
liarised away, the matchless form took its natural influence : so that, 
while one who but saw Lucretia for a moment, mi^ht have pro- 
nounced her almost plain, and certainly not prepossessmg in appear- 
^ce, those with whom she lived, those whom she sought to please, 
those who saw her daily, united in acknowledgment of her beauty; 
and if they still felt awe, attributed it only to the force of her 
understanding. 

As she now came midway up the room, Gabriel started from his 
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seat, and ran to her caressingiy. Lncretia bent down, and pkoad her 
hand upon his fair lookB. As she did so, he whispered— 

"Mr. Vernon has been watching for you." 

"Hush! Where is your fathwP" 

" Behind the screen, at' chess with Sir Miles." 

" With Sir Miles !" and Lucretia's eye fell with the direct gase we 
have before referred to, upon the boy's taoe. 

** I have been looking over them pretty often," said he, meaningly : 
"they have talked of nothing but the game." 

Lucretia lifted her head, and glanced round with her f active eye ; 
the bov divined the search, ancTwith a scarce perceptible gesture, 
pointed her attention to Mainwaring's rek«at. Her vivid smile 
passed over her lips, as she bowed slightly to her Jover, and then 
withdrawing the hand which Gabriel had taken in his own, she moved 
on, passed V emon with a commonphice word or two, and was soon 
exchanging greetinp;s with the gay merry-makers in the farther part of 
the room. A few mmutes afterwards, the servants entered, the tea-table 
was removed, chairs thrust back— a single lady of a certain age volun- 
teered her services at the piano, and dancing oegan within the ample 
space which the arch fenced off from the whist-players. Vernon had 
watched his opportunity, and at the first sound of the piano had 
gamed Lucretia^s side, and with grave politeness pre-engaged her hand 
for the opening dance. 

At that day, though it is not so very long ago, gentlemen were not 
ashamed to dance, and to dance well; it was no lan^d saunter 
through a quadrille ; it was fair, deliberate, skilful dancmg, amongst 
the courtly; frep, bounding movement amongst the ^ay. 

Vernon, as might be expected, was the most admired performer of 
the evening; but he was thinking very little of the notice he at last 
excited: he was employing such ingenuity as his experience of life 
supplied to the deficiencies of a very impmect education, limited to 
the little fiogged into him at Eton, m deciphering the character and 
getting at the heart of his fair partner. 

" I wonder you do not make Sir Miles take you to London, my 
cousin, if vou will allow me to call you so. You ought to have been 
presented.*' 

" T have no wish to go to London yet." 

" Yet !" said Mr. Vernon, with the somewhat /iwfe gallantry of his 
day ; ** beauty even like yours has little time to spare. 

" Hands across, hands across !" cried Mr. Ardworth. 

" And," continued Mr. Vernon, as soon as a pause was permitted 
to him, "there is a song which the Prince sings, written by some 
sensible old-fashioned feUow, which says— 

" ' Gather your rosebuds while you mar. 
For Time is still a flying.' 

"Yon have obeyed the moral of the song yourself, I beUeva^ 
Mr. Vernon." 

" Call me cousin, or Charles— Charley, if you like— as most of my 
friends do : nobody ever caUs me Mr. Y emon ; I don't know myself 
by that name." 
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" Down the middle^ ve are all waitmg for you,'* ahouted Ard- 
vorth. 

And down the middle with wondrous grace glided the exquisite 
nankeens of Charley Yemon. 

The dance now, thanks to Ardworth, becan^e too animated and 
riotous to allow more than a few broken monosjUablea till Yemon 
and his partner gained the end of the set, and then, flirting his partner's 
fan. he recommenced^ 

Seriously, my cousin, you must sometimes feel very much moped 
here." 

" Never!" answered Lucretia. Not once yet had her eye rested 
on Mr. Yemon« She felt that she was sounded. 

"Yet I am sure you have a taste for the pomps and vanities. 
Aha! there is ambition under those careless curls," said Mr. Yemon, 
with his easy adorable iinpertinence. 

Lucretia winced. 

" But if I were ambitious, what field for ambition could I find in 
London?" 

" The same as Alexander— empire, mv cousin." 
You for^t that I am not a man. Man, indeed, may hope for an 
empire. It is something to be a Pitt, or even a Warren Hastings." 
Mr. Yemon stared. Was this stupidity, or what P 
A woman has an empire more undisputed than Mr. Pitt's, and 
more nitiless than that of Governor Hastings." 

" On pardon me, Mr. Yemon *' 

" Charles, if you please." 
Lucretia's brow darkened. 

" Pardon me," she repeated ; " but these compliments, if such they 
are meant to be. nieet a very ungrateful return. A woman's empire 
over gauzes and ribbons^ over tea-tables and dmms, over fops and 
ooaueites, is not worth a journey from Laughton to London." 
You think you can despise admiration ? " 

" What you mean by admiration— yes." ^ 

" And love, too P" said Yemon, in a whisper. 

Now Lucretia at once and abmptly raised her eyes to her partner. 
Was he aiming at her secret P— was he hinting at intentions of his 
own P The look chilled Yemon, and he tumed awi^ his head. 

Suddenly, then, in pursuance of a new train of ideas, Lucretia 
altered her manner te nim. , She had detected what before she had 
surmised. This sudden familiarity on his part arose from notions her 
uncle had instilled— the visitor had been incited to become the suitor. 
H^ penetration into character, wliich from childhood had been her 
passionate study, told her that on that light, polished, fearless nature, 
scorn would have slight effect— to meet the familianty would be the 
best means to secure a friend, to disarm a w9oer. She changed then 
her manner : she summoned up her extraordinary craft : she accepted 
the intimacy held out to her, not to unguard herself, but to lay open 
her opponent. It became necessary to ner to know this man, to have 
euch power as the knowledge might pive her. Insensibly and gradually 
she led her companion away from his desigjn of approachmg her own 
secrets or character, into frank talk about mmself . All unconsciously 
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he began to lay bare to his listener the infirmities of his erring, open 
heart. Silently she looked down, and plnmbed them all : the fnvouty, 
the recklessness, the half gav, half monmfol sense of waste and min. 
There, blooming amongst the wrecks, she saw the fairest flowers of 
manhood profuse and fragrant still— generosity and courage, and 
disregard for self. Spendthrift and gambler, on one side the medal ; 
gentleman and soldier on the other. Beside this maimed and imper- 
fect nature, she measured her own prepared and profound intellect, 
and as she listened, her smile became more bland and frequent. She 
could afford to be ^acious ; she felt superiority, scorn, and safety. 

As this seeming mtimacy had matured, Vernon and nis partner had 
Quitted the dance, and were conversing apart in the recess of one of 
the windows, which the newspaper readers had deserted, in the part 
of the room where Sir Miles and Dalibard. still seated, were about to 
commence their third game of chess. The baronet's hand ceased 
from the task of arranging his pawns ; his eye was upon the pair, and 
then, after a longf and complacent gaze, it looked round without 
discovering the object it sought. 

" I am about to task your kindness most improperly. Monsieur 
Dalibard," said Sir Miles, with that politeness so displeasing to Ard- 
worth, " but will you do me the favour to move aside that fold of the 
screen. I wish for a better view of our young people. Thank you 
venr much." 

Sir MQes now discovered Mainwaring, and observed that far from 
regarding with self-betraying ;[ealousy the apparent flirtation going on 
between Lucretia and nerlbnsman, he was engaged in animated 
conversation with the chairman of the quarter sessions. Sir Miles 
was satisfied, and ranged his pawns. All this time, and indeed ever 
since they had sat down to play, the Provenpal had been waiting with 
the patience that belonged to his character, for some observation 
from Sir Miles on the subject which, his sagacity perceived, was 
engrossing his thoughts. There had been about the old gentleman a 
fidgety restlessness, which showed that something was on his mind. 
His eyes had been frequently turned towards his niece since her 
entrance ; once or twice ne had cleared his throat and hemmed.— his 
usual prelude to some more important communication ; and Dalibard 
had heard him mutterinff to himself, and fancied he caught the name 
of " Mainwaring." And indeed the baronet had been repeatedly on 
the verge of sounding his secretary, and as often had been checked 
both bv pride in himself and pride for Lucretia. It seemed to him 
beneath nis own dignity and hers even to hint to an inferior a fear, a 
doubt of the heiress of Laughton. Olivier Dalibard could easily 
have led on his patron— he could easily, if he pleased it, have dropped 
words to instil suspicion and prompt questioiL but that was not bis 
object ; he rather shunned than courted any reference to himself upon 
the matter ; for he knew that Lucretia, if she could suppose that he, 
however indirectly, had betrayed her to her uncle, would at once 
declare his own suit to her, and so procure his immediate dismissal ; 
while aware of her powers of dissimulation, and her influence over 
her uncle, he feared that a jingle word from her would suffice to 
lemove all suspicion in Sir Miles, however ingeniously implaated, and 
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however truthfully grounded. But all the whille, under his apparent 
calm, his mind was Dusy, and his passions bmiiinff. 

" Pshaw, vour old play— the bishop again! '* said Sir Miles, laughinj^ 
as he movea a knight to frustrate his adversary's supposed plan^ ana 
then turning back, he once more contemplated the growing familiarity 
between Yemon and his niece. Tliis tune he could not oontain»his 
pleasure ; " Bahbard, my dear sir," he said, rubbixig his hands, ** look 
yonder: they would make a handsome couple ! " 

"Who, sir?" said the Provenpal, looking another way, with 
dogged stupidity. 

"Who ? damn it, man ! nay, pray forgive my ill manners— but I 
felt glad, sir, and proud, sir. Who ? Charley Vernon and Lucretia 
Clavering." 

" Assuredly, yes. Do you think that there is a chance of so happy 
an event ?'* 

"Why, it depends only on Lncretia; I shall never force her." 
Here Sir Miles stopped, tor Gabriel, unperceived before, picked up 
his patron's pocket-nanokerchief. 

Olivier Dalibard's grey eyes rested coldly on his son : " You are 
not dancing to-nieht, my boy. Go ; I like to see you amused." 

The boy obeyea at once, as he always did, the paternal commands. 
— ^He found a partner, and joined a dance just began ; and in the 
midst of the dance, Honor6 Gabriel Yamey seemed a new being : not 
Ardworth himself so thoroughly entered into the enjoyment of the 
exerdse, the lights, the music. With brilUant e^res and dilated 
nostrOs, he seemed prematurely to feel aU that is exciting and volup- 
tuous in that exhilaration, which to childhood is usually so innocent. 
Hisglsnces followed the fairest form; his clasp lin^red in the softest 
handf.; his voice trembled as the warm breath of his partner came on 
his cheeks. 

Meanwhile, the conversation between the chess-players continued. 

" Yes." said the baronet, "it depends only on Lucretia,— and she 
seems pleased with Yemon ; who would not be P " 

' Your penetration rarely deceives you, sir. I own I think with 
you. Does Mr. Yemon know that you would permit the alliance P " 

" Yes ; but " the baronet stopped short. 

" You were saying, but— but what, Sir Miles P " 

" Why the dog affected diffidence ; he had some fear lest he should 
not win her affections— but luckily, at least, they are disengaged." 

Dalibard looked grave, and his eye, as if mvoluntarily, glanced 
towards Mainwaring. As ill luck would have it, the young man had 
then ceased his conversation with the chairman of the quarter 
sessions, and with arms folded, brow contracted, and looks, earnest, 
anxious, and intent, was contemplating the whispered conference 
between Lueretia and Yemon. 

Sir Miles's eye had followed his secretary's, and his face changed. 
His hand fell on the chess-board, and upset half the men; he uttered 
a very audible " Zounds ! " 

" I think, Sir Miles." said the Provencal, rising as if conscious that 
8ir Miles wished to play no more — " I think that if you spoke sooia 
to Miss Clavering, as to your views with regard to Mr. Yemon. it 
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miffbt ripen iDatten ; for I have heard it said by French mothers— 
and our french women understand the female heart, sir— that a girl 
haying no other affection is often ]prepossessed at once in favour m a 
man whom she knows beforehand }a prepared to woo and to win her, 
whereas, without that knowledge, ne would have seemed but an 
ordinary acquaintance." 

' It IS shrewdly said, my dear Monsieur Dalibard ; and for more 
reasons than one, the sooner I speak to her the better. Lend me your 
arm,— it is time for supper.— I see the dance is over." 

Passing by the place wnere Mainwaring still leant, the baronet 
looked at him fixedly. The young man did not notice the gaze. 
Sir Miles touched him gently. He started as from a reverie. 

" You have not danced^ Mr. Mainwaring." 

"I dance so seldom, Su: MUes," said Mamwaring, colouring. 

"Ah ! you emplov your head more than your heels, young gentle- 
man; venr right— I must speak to you to-morrow. Well, ladies. I 
hope you nave enjoyed yourselves P My dear Mrs. Vesey, you ami I 
are old friends, vou know — ^many a minuet we have danced together, 
eh ? We can't dance now — ^but we can walk arm-in-arm together still. 
Honour me. And your little grandson— vaccinated, eh P W onderful 
invention ! To supper, ladies— to supper ! " 

The company were gone. The lights were out, — all, save the lights 
of heaven, ana they came bright and still through the casements : 
Moonbeam and Starbeam, they seemed now to have the old house to 
themselves. In came the rays, brighter, and longer, and bolder— like 
fauies that march rank upon rank, into their kingdom of solitude. 
Down the oak stairs, from the casements, blazoned with heraldry, 
moved the rays, creepingly. fearfully. On the armour in the hall 
clustered the ravs boldly and brightly, till the steel shone out like a 
mirror. In the library, long and low, they just entered, stopped short 
— ^it was no place for their phur. In the oiawing-room, now deserted, 
thev were more curious and adventurous. Through the larse window, 
still open, they came in freely and archly, as if to spy what nad caused 
such disorder,— the stiff chairs out of place,— the smooth floor de- 
spoiled of its carpet.— that flower dropped on the groundr— that scarf 
forgotten on the table— the ravs lingered upon them all. Up and down 
through the house, from the oase to the roof, roved the children of 
the air, and found but two spirits awake amidst the slumber of the 
rest. 

In that tower to the east,— in the tapestry chamber, with the large 
gilded bed in the recess, came the rays, tamed and wan, as if scared 
by the grosser light on the table. By tnat table sat a^ girL her brow 
leaning on one hand ; in the other she held a rose— it is a love-token, 
exchanged with its sister rose, by stealth, in mute sign of reproach 
for douot excited— an assurance and a reconciliation. A love-token ! 
— sluihk not. ye rays— there is something akin to you in love. But^ 
see, the hana closes convulsively on the flower,— it nides it not in the 
breast,— it lifts it not to the lip-^it throws it nassionatelv aside. 
"How long!" muttered the girl, impetuouslv— 'Hiow long! and to 
think that mil here cannot shorten an hour !" Then she rose, and 
walked to and fro, and each time she gamed a certain niche in the 
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ckamber^ she paused, and then irresolutelv passed on afi;ain. What is 
in that niche P Only books. What can books teach thee, pale ffirl ? 
The step treads firmed; this time it halts more resolved. The hand 
that clasped the flower t^es down a volume. The girl sits again 
before the li^ht. See, oh, rays, what is the volume P Moon and 
Starbeam, ye love what lovers read by the lamp in the loneliness. No 
love-ditty this ; no yet holier lesson to patience, and moral to hope. 
What hast thou, young ^1, strong in health; and rich in vears, with 
the lore of the leech.— with prognostics, and symptoms, ana diseases P 
She is tracing with nard eyes the signs that precede the grim enemy, 
in his most sudden approach—the habits that invite him. the warnings 
that he ^ves. He whose wealth shdl make her free, lias twice had 
the visiting shock, — ^hd starves not— he lives free ! She closes the 
volume, asid, musing, metes him out the hours and days he has to live. 
Shrink back, ve rays ! The love is disenhallowed : while the hand was 
on the rose, tne thought was on the chamel. 

Yonder, in the opposite tower, in the small casement near the roof, 
came the rays, — Chudhood is asleep. Moon and Starbeam, ye love 
the slumbers of the child! The door opens— a dark figure steals 
noiselesslv in. The father comes to look on the sleep of his son. 
Holy tenaemess, if this be all ! 

" Gabriel, wake ! " said a low stem voice, and a rough hand shook 
the sleeper. 

The sharpest test of those nerves, on which depends the mere 
animal courage, is to be roused suddenly; in the depth of night, by a 
violent hand. The impulse of Qabriel, thus startled, was neither of 
timidity nor surprise. It was that of some Spartan bov, not new to 
danger : with a slight cry, and a fierce spring, the son's hand clutched 
at the father's throat. Dalibard shook him off with an effort, and a 
smile, half in approval, half in irony, played by the moonlight over 
his Ups. 

" Blood will out, young tiger," said he. " Hush, and hear me ! " 

"Is it you, father ? " said Gabriel ; " I thought— I dreamed " 

" No matter ; think— dream always that man should be prepared for 
defence from peril." 

" Gabriel," and the pale scholar seated himself on the bed, "turn your 
Ik face to mine— nearer ; let the moon fall on it ; lift your eyes— look at 
me — ^so ! Are you not playing false to me P Are you not Lucretia's 
spy, while you are pretendiiig to be mine ? It is so ; your eye betrays 

iron. Now, heed me : you have a mind bevond your years. Do you 
ove best the miserable garret in London, the hard fare and squalid 
dress,— or your lodgment here, the sense of luxury, the sight of 
splendour, the atmosphere of wealth P You have the choice before 
you." 

" I choose as you would have me, then," said the boy — " the 
last." 

"I believe you. Attend ! you do not love me— that is natural, — 

Em are the son of Clara Vamey ! You have supposed that m loving 
uoietia Ckverin^, you might vex or thwart me, you scarce knew 
how ; and Lucretia Clavering has gold, and gifts, and soft words, and 
promises, to bribe withaL inow tell you openly my plan with regard 
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to this girl : it is my Rim to marry her— to be master of this house and 
these knds. If I succeed, you share them with me. By betrajdng 
me, word or looTc, to Lucretia, you frustrate this aim : you plot against 
our rise, and to our ruin. Deem not that you could escape my fall; 
if I am driven hence— as you might drive me,— you share ^my fote ; 
and, mark me, you are dehvered up to my revenge ! You cease to be 
my son— you are mv foe. Child ! you know me. 

The boy, bold as he tras, shuddered ; but, after a pause so brief that 
a breath scarce passed between his silence and his words, he replied^ 
with emphasis, — 

"Fatlier. you have read my heart. I have been persuaded by 
Lucretia (for she bewitches me; to watch you — at least^ when you are 
with Sir Miles. I knew that this was mixed up with Mr. Main- 
waring. Now. that you have made me understwid your own views, I 
will be true to you— true without threats." 

The father looked hard on him, and seemed satisfied with the gaze. 
" Remember, at least, that your future rests upon your truth : tXat is 
no threat— that is a thouAt of hope. Now sleep or muse on it." 
He dropped the curtain which his hand had drawn aside, and stole 
from the room as noiselessly as he had entered. The boy slept no 
more. Deceit, and cupidity, and corrupt ambition, were at work in 
his brain. Shrink bacL Moon aud Starbeam ! On that child's brow 
play the demons who had followed the father's step to his bed of 
sleep. 

Back to his own room, close at hand^ crept Olivier Dalibard. The 
walls were lined with books— many m language aud deep in lore. 
Moon and Starbeam, ye love the midnight soutude of the scholar ! 
The Provenpal stole to the casement, and looked forth. All was 
serene ; breathless trees, and gleaming sculpture, and whitened sward, 
girdled by the mass of shadow. Of what thought the man P not or 
the present loveliness which the scene save to his eye, nor of the 
future mysteries which the stars should wnisper to the soul. Gloomily 
over a stormy and a hideous past roved the memory, stored with 
fraud and foul with crime ; plan upon plan, schemed with ruthless 
wisdom, followed up by remorseless daiing. and yet all now a ruin 
and a blank !— an intellect at war with good, and the good had con- 
quered! But the conviction neither touched the conscience, nor 
enlightened the reason; he felt, it is true, a moody sense of unpo- 
tence, but it brought rage, not despondency : it was not that he sub- 
mitted to Good, as too powerful to oppose, but that he deem^ he 
deemed he had not vet gamed all the masterv over the arsenal of £viL 
And evil he called it not. Good and evil to nim were but subordinate 
geniL at the command of Mind; they were the skives of the lamp. 
But had he got at the true secret of the lamp itself P " How is iv' 
bethought, as he turned impatiently from the casement, "that I am 
baffled here, where my fortunes seemed most assured P Here the 
mind has been of my own training, and prepared by nature to my 
hand ;— here all opportunity has smiled. And suddenly the merest 
commonplace, in the vulgar lives of mortals— an unlooked for rival, — 
rival, too, of the mould I had taught her to despise— one of the stock 
gallants of a comedy— no character, but youth and fair looks; ye% 
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the lorer of the stage starts up, and the fabric of years & over- 
thrown." As he thus mused, be placed his hand upon a small box on 
one of the tables. " Yet, within this," resumed his soHloquy, and he 
struck the lid, that gave hack a duU sound, — "within this Ihold the 
keys of life and death ! Tool, the power does not reach to the heart, 
except to still it. Verily and indeed were the old heathens mistaken P 
Are there no philtres to change the current of desire P—but touch 
one chord in a girl's affection, and all the restismine— all— all, lands, 
station, power — all the rest are in the opening of this lid ! '* 

Hide in the cloud. Moon I—shrink back, ye Stars ! send not your 
holjr, pure, and trouble-lulling light to the countenance blanched and 
livid with the thoughts of murder. 



CHAPTER III. 

CONPEB£NC£S. 

' The next day Sir Miles did not appear at breakfast; not that he 
was unwell, but that he meditated holding certain audiences, and on 
such occasions the sqod old gentleman liked to prepare himself. He 
belonged to a school in which, amidst much that Was hearty and con- 
vivial, there was much also that, nowadays, wocdd seem stiff and 
formal, contrasting the other school immediately succeeding him, 
which Mr. Vernon represented, and of which the Charles Surface of 
Sheridan is a faithful and admirable type. The room that Sir Miles 
apnropiiated to himself was, properly speaking, the state apartment, 
caUed, in the old inventones. King James's chamber;" it was on 
the firat floor, communicating with the picture-gallery, which, at the 
farther end opened upon a corridor, admitting to the principal bed- 
rooms. As Sir Miles cared nothing for holiday state, he had unscru- 
pulously taken his cubiculum in this chamber, which was really the 
handsomest in the house, except the banquet-hall ; placed his bed in 
one angle, with a huffc screen before it, filled up the space with his 
Italian antiquities and curiosities, and fixed his favourite pictures on 
the faded gilt leather panelled on the walls. His main motive in this 
was the communication with the adjoining gallery, which^ when the 
weather was unfavourable, furnished ample room for his habitual 
walk. He knew how many strides by the help of his crutch made a 
mile, and this was convenient. Moreover he liked to look, when 
alone, on those old portraits of his ancestors, which he had religiously 
conserved in their places, preferring to thrust his Florentine and 
Venetian masterpieces into bedrooms and parlours rather than to 
dislodge from the gallery the stiff ruffs, doublets, and fardingales of 
his predecessors. It was whispered in the house, that the baronet, 
whenever he had to reprove a tenant, or lecture a dependant, took 
eare to have him brought to his sanctum, through the full length of 
tjiis gallery, sq that the victim might be duly prepared and aw^ by 
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the imposing effect of so stately a journey^ and the ^ave faces of all 
the ffenerations of St. John, which could not fail to impress him with 
the dignity of the family^ and alarm him at the prospect of the injured 
frown of its representative. Across this. gallery now, following the 
steps of the powdered valet, strode young Ardworth ; staring now 
and then at some iportrait more than usually grim, more often won- 
dering why his boots that never creaked before, should creak on those 
particular Doards, and feeling a quiet curiosity without the least mix- 
ture of fear or awe, as to what old Square-toes intended to say to 
him. But all feeling of irreverence ceased when, shown into the 
baronet's room, and the door closed, Sir Miles rose with a smile, and 
cordially shaking his hand, said, dropping the punctilious courtesy of 
Mister—" Ardworth, sir, if I had a httle prejudice against you, before 
you came, you have conquered it. You are a fine, manly, spirited 
feUow, sir ; and you have an old man's good wishes, which are no bad 
besinninff to a youny man's good fortune." 

The colour rushed over Ajdworth's forehead, and a tear sprang to 
his eyes. He felt a rising at his throat, as he stammered out some 
not very audible reply. 

" 1 wished to see you, young gentleman, that I might judge myself 
what you would like best, and what would best fit you. Your father 
is in the armyi what say you to a pair of colours P" 

" Oh, Sir Miles, that is my utmost ambition ! Anything but law, 
except the church; anything but the church, except a desk and a 
counter!" 

The baronet, much pleased, gave him a gentle pat on the shoulder. 
" Ha, ha ! tee gentlemen, you see (for the Ardworths are very well 
bom— very), m, ffentlemen, imderstand each other ! Between you and 
mcj I never liked the law—never thought a man of birth should belong 
to it— take money for lying— shabby— shocking ! Don't let that go 
any further ! The church— Mother Church— ihonour her ! Church 
and state go together ! But one ought to be very good to preach to 
others— better than you and I are— eh, eh P h^ ha ! Well, then, you 
like the army— there's a letter for you to the Horse Guards— go up to 
town— your Dusiness is done: and, as for your outfit— read tms httle 
book at your leisure." And Sir Miles thrust a pocket-book into 
Ardworth's hand. 

" But pardon me," said the young man, much bewildered. " What 
claim have I, Sir Miles, to such generosity? I know that my uncle 
offended you." 

" Sir, that's the claim I" said Sir Miles, myelj. "I cannot live 
lon^!" he added, with a touch of melancholy in his voice: "let* me 
die m peace with all !— perhaps I injured your uncle P Who knows 
but. if so, he hears and pardons me nowP" 

"Oh, Sir Miles!" exclauned the thoughtless, generous-hearted 
young man, ** and my httle playfellow, Susan, your own niece I" 

Sir Miles drew back haughtily ; but the purst that offended him 
rose so evidently; from the heart, was so excusable from its motive, 
and the jouth's ignorance of the world, that his frown soon vanished, 
as he said, calmly and gravely-^ 

" No man, my good sir, can allow to others the right to touch on 
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lus family affairs ; I trust I shall be just to the poor young lady ; and 
so, if we never meet again, let us think well of each other. Go, my 
boy ! serve your king and your country ! " 

I will ao my best. Sir Miles, if only to merit your kindness." 

Stay a moment : yon are intimate, I find, with young Mam- 
waring r" 

" An old college friendship. Sir Miles." 
" The army wijl not do for him, eh ?" 
" He is too clever for it, sir." 

" Ah. he'd make a lawyer, I suppose— glib tongue enough ! and can 
talk well,— and lie. if he's paid for it P" 

" I don't know now lawyers regard those matters, Sir Miles ; but 
if you don't make him a lawyer, X am sure you must leave him an 
honest man." 

"Really and truly " 

" Upon my honour I think so." 

" Good day to you, and good luck. Ton must catch the coach at 
the lodge ; for, I see by the papers, that^ in spite of all the talk about 
Peace, they are raising regiments like wildfire." 

With very different feeun^ from those with which he had entered 
the roorn^ ^dworth quitted it. He hurried into his own chamber to 
thrust his clothes into his portmanteau, and, while thus employed, 
Mainwaring entered. 

" Joy, my dear fellow ! wish me joy ! I am going to town— into 
the army— abroad— to be shot at, thxmk Heaven! That dear old 
gentleman !— just throw me that coat, will you?" 

A very few more words sufficed to explain what had passed to 
Mainwaring ; he sighed when his friend had finished : " I wish I were 
going vrith you!" 

" Do you? Sir Miles has only got to write another letter to the 
Horse Uuards ; but no, you are meant to be something better than 
food for powder ; and, besides, your Lucretia I Hang it, I am sorry 
I cannot stay to examine her as I had promised; but I have seen 
enough to know that she certainly loves you. Ah, when she changed 
flowers with you, you did not think I saw you— sly, was not IP 
Pshaw ! she was only playing with Vernon ! But still, do you know. 
Will, now that Sir Miles has snoken to me so, that I could have 
sobbed—* God bless you. my old boy !'—' pon my life, I could !— now, 
do you know, that I feel enraged with you for abetting that girl to 
deceive him." 

" I am enraged with myscK: and " Here a servant entered, 

and informed Mainwaring that he had been searching for him— Sir 
Miles requested to see him in his room. Mainwaring started like a 
culprit. " Never fear," whispered Ardworth ; " he has no suspicion 
of you. I'm sure. Shake hands; when shall we meet again? Is it 
not odd, I, who am a Republican by theory, taldng King Gfeorge's pay 
to fight against the PrenchP No use stopping now to moralise on 
such contradictions. John— Tom, what's your name— here, my man- 
here, throw that portmanteau on ]^our shoulder, and come to the lodge.' 
And so, foB of health, hope, vivadly, and spirit, John Walter Ardworth 
departed on his career. 
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Meanwhile. Mamwarinff slowly took his way to Sir Miles. As he 
approached the gallery, he met Lucrctia, who was coming from her 
own room. " Sir Miles has sent for me" he said, meamngly. He 
had time for no more, for the valet was at the door of the gallery, 
waitbg to usher him to his host. 

" Ma! you will say not a word that can betray us* g[aard your 
looks, too!" whispered Lucretia, hurriedly; "afterwards, join me by 
the cedars." She passed on towards the staircase, and glanced at the 
Iwee clock that was placed there. "Past eleven; Vernon is never 
up oefore twelve. I must see him before my uncle sends for me, as he 

will send if he suspects " She paused, went back to her room. 

rang for her maid, dressed as for walking, and said, carelessly. " It 
Sir Miles wants me, I am gone to the rectory, and shall probably 
return by the village, so that I shall be back about one." Towards 
the rectory, indeed, Lucretia bent her way ; but half-way there, turned 
back, BsaditMiDf^ through the plantation at the rear of the house, 
awaited Midnwarmg on the bench beneath the cedars. He was not 
long before he ioined her. His face was sad and thoughtfal ; and 
when he seated nimself by her side, it was with a weariness of spirit 
that alarmed her. 
" WelL" said she, fearfulljr, and she placed her hand on his. 
" Oh, Jjucretia," he exclaimed, as he pressed that hand, with an 
emotion that came from other passions toan love, "we, or rather/, 
have done great wrong. I have been leading you to betray your 
uncle's trust, to convert vour gratitude to him into hypocrisy. I navo 
been unworthy of m^elt.— I am poor-— I am humbly bom ; but, till I 
came here, I was rich and proud in honour. I am not so now. 
Lucretia^ pardon me— pardon me ! let the dream be overawe must 
not sin thus ; for it is sm, and the worst of sin— treachery. We must 
part: forget me!" 

"Forget you! never, never, never!" cried Lucretia^ with sup- 
pressed, but most earnest vehemence— her breast heaving, her hands, 
as he dropped the one he held, clasped together, her eyes full of tears 
—transformed at once into softness, meekness, even while racked by 
passion and despair. 

"Oh, William, say anything— reproach, chide, despise me, for 
mine is all the fault; say anytninflr but that word 'part.' I have 
chosen you, 1 have sought you out, I have wooed you, if you wUl ; be 
it so. I cling to you— you are my all— all that saves me from— trom 
myself" she added, falteringly, and in a hollow voice. "Your love— 



I feel what it is now, when you say 'part* " 

Agitated and tortured, Mainwarmg writhed at these bummg words, 
bent his face low. and covered it with his hands. 

He felt her clasp strugglmg to withdraw them, yielded, and saw 
her kneeling at his feet. His manhood, and his gratitude, and his 
heart, all moved bv that sight in one so haughty, he opened nb arms, 
and she fell on his breast. "You will never say 'part' agaiii^ 
William!" she gasped, convulsively. 
" But what are we to do P" 
Say, first, what has passed between you and my uncle." 




I scarcely knew it myself before. 
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"Little to relate; for I can repeat words, not tones and looks. 
Sir miles spoke to me^ at first kindlv and enconraeingly, about my 
prospects, said it was time that I should fix myself, aadea a few words 
with menacing emphasis against what he called 'idle dreams and 
desultory ambition, and observing that I changed countenance— for 
1 felt that I did— ms manner became more cold and severe. Lucretia, 
if he has not detected our secret^ he more than suspects my— my pre- 
sumption. Finally, he said, drily, that I had better return home, 
consult with iny father, and that if I preferred entering into the 
service of the Government to any mercantile profession, he thought 
he had sufficient interest to promote my views. But, clearly and dis- 
tinctly, he left on my mind one impression— that my visits here are 
over." 

" Did he aUude to me— to Mr. Vernon 

"Ah, Lucretia! do you know him so little— his delicacy, his 
pride?' . 

Lucretia was silent, and Mainwaring continued :— 
"I felt that I was dismissed; I took my leave of your unde; I 
came hither with the intention to say farewell for ever. 

"Hush, hush! that thought is over! And you return to your 
father's; j)erhaps better so j it is but hope deterred: and, in your 
absence, lean the more easily allay a11 suspicion, if suspicion exist ; 
but I must write to you; we must correspond. William, dear 
William, write often— write kindly ; tell me, in every letter, that you 
love me— that you love only me— that you will be patient, and 
confide." 

"Dear Lucretia,** said Mainwaring^ tenderly, and moved by the 
pathos of her earnest and imploring voice : " but you forget ; the bag 
IS always brought first to Sir Miles ; he will recognise my hand ; ana 
to whom can you trust your own letters P" 

" True," replied Lucretia. despondii^ly : and there was a pause : 
suddenly she lifted her head, and cried, but your father's house is 
not far from this — not ten miles — ^we can find a spot at the remote 
end of the park, near the path through the great wood; there I can 
leave my letters ; there I can find yours." 

"But it must be seldom. If any of Sir Miles's servants see me, 
if " 

" Oh, William, William, this is not the language of love ! '* 
" Forgive me— I think of you ! " 

"Love thinks of nothing out itself ; it Is tyrannical, absorbing— it 
forgets even the object loved ; it feeds on danger— it strengthens by 
obstacles," said Lucretia, tossing her hair from her forehead, and witn 
an expression of dark and wild power on her brow and in her eyes : 
" fear not for me, I am sufficient guard upon mysdf : even while I 
speak, I think ; yes. I have thought of the very spot. You remember 
that hollow oaJk at the bottom of the dell, in which Gny St. John^ the 
cavsdier, is said to have hid himself from Fairfax's soldiers. Every 
Monday I wiQ leave a letter in that hollow ; every Tuesday you can 
I search for it, and leave your own. This is but once a week ; there is 
no risk here." 

Mainwaring's conscience still smote him; but he had not the 
s 



50 Lt^CBEItl. 

strcngtli to resist the energy of Lucretia. The force of her cliaraeter 
seized upon the weak part of his own— its gentleness, its fear of in- 
flicting pam, its reluctance to say "no "—that simple cause of misery 
to the over timid. A few sentences more, full of courage, confidence, 
and passion, on the part of the woman, of constraint, and yet of 
soothed and grateful afiTection on that oi the man, and the affianced 
parted. 

Mainwaring had abeady given orders to have his trunks sent to 
him at his father's ; and, a hardy pedestrian by habit, he now struck 
across the park, passed the dell and the hollow tree, commonly called 
" Qu/s Oak," and across woodland and fields golden with npeniiur 
conij took his way to the town, in the centre oi which, square, solid, 
and imposing, stood the respectable residence of his bustling, active^ 
electioneering father. 

Lucretia's eye followed a form, as fair as ever captivated maiden's 
plance, till it was out of sight ; and then, as she emerged from the 
sbade of the cedars into the more open space of the garden, her usual 
thoughtful composure was restored to her steadfast countenance. 
On the terrace, she causrht sight of Vernon, who had just quitted his 
own room, where he always breakfasted alone, and who was now 
languidly stretched on a bench, and basking in the sun. Like all who 
have abused life, Yemon was not the same man in the early part of 
the day. The spirits that rose to temperate heat the third hour after 
noon, and expanded into glow when the lights shone over i^ay 
carousers, at morning were flat and exhausted. With hollow eyes, 
and that weary fall of the muscles of the cheeks, which betrays the 
votary of Bacchus, the convivial three-bottle man— Charley Vernon 
forced a smile, meant to be airy and impertinent, to his pale lips, as 
he rose with effort, and extended three nngers to his cousm. 

*' "Where have you been hidinjgP catching bloom from the roses P— 
you have the prettiest shade oi colour— just enough— not a hue too 
much. And there is Sir Miles's valet gpne to the rectory, and the fat 
footman puffing away towards the village, and I, like a faithful 
warden, from my post at the castle, all loolun^ out for the truant." 

"But who wants me, cousin P" said Lucretia^ with the full blaze of 
her rare and captivating smile. 

" The knight of Laughton confessedly wants thee, damsel !— the 
knight of the Bleeding Heart may want thee more— dare he own itP" 

And with a hand that trembled a little, not with love— at least it 
trembled always a little before the Madeira at luncheon— he lifted 
hers to his lips. 

" Compliments again, words— idle words ! " said Lucretia, looking 
down bashfully. 

" How can I convince thee of my sincerity, unless thou takest my 
life as its pledge, maid of Laughton? " 

And very much tired of standing, Charlev Vernon drew her gently 
to the bench, and seated himselfbv her side. Lucretia's eyes were 
still downcast, and she remained silent : Vernon, suppressing a jawn, 
felt that he was bound to continue. Thert was nothing very formi- 
dable in Lucretia's manner. 

''Eore Gad!" thought h^ "I suppose I must take the heiress 
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After ftU; the ^ner 'tis over, the 80one)r I can get back to Brook 
Street." 

^ It is premature, my fair cousin/' said he aloud—" premature, 
after less fiiaa a week's visit, and only some fourteen or fifteen hours 
permitted friendship and intimacy, to say what is uppermost in my 
thoughts, but we spendthrifts are slow at nothing, not even at 
wooing. By sweet V enus, then, fair cousin, you look provokingly 
himdsome ! Sir Miles, your good uncle, is pleased to forgive all mv 
follies and faults, npon one condition, that you will take on yourself 
the easy task to rdbrm me. Will you, my fair cousin P Such as I 
am, you behold me I I am no sinner in the disguise of a saint ! My 
fortune is spent— my health is not strong ; but a young widow's is no 
mournful position. I am gay when I am well ; good-tempered when 
ailing. I never betrayed a trust— can you trust me with yourself P " 

Tms was a long speech, and Charley Vernon felt pleased that it 
was over. There was much in it that would have touched a heart 
. even closed to him, and a little genuine emotion had given li^ht to 
his eyes and colour to his cheek. Amidst all the ravages of dissipa- 
tion, there was something interestiug in his countenance, and manly 
in his tone and his gesture. But Lucretia was only sensible to one 
part of his confession— her uncle had consented to his suit. This was 
all of which she desired to be assured, and against this she now sought 
to screen hersdf. 

" Your candour, Mr. Vernon," she said, avoiding his eye, "deserves 
candour in me. I cannot affect to misunderstand you ;— but you take 
me by surprise— I was so unprepared for this. Give me time— I must 
reflect." 

" Eeflection is dull work in the country ; you can reflect more 
amusingly in town, my fair cousin." 

" I ^ wait, then, tm I find myself in town." 

" Ah, you make me the happiest, the most ffratefiil of men," cried 
Mr. Vernon, rising with a seim-genuflexion, wnich seemed to imnly, 
" Consider yourself knelt to," just as a courteous assailer, witn a 
motion of the hand, implies, " Consider vourself horsewhipped." 

Lucretia> who, with lul her intellect, nad no capacity tor humour, 
recoiled and looked up in positive surprise. 

" I do not understand you, Mr. Vernon," she said, with austere 
gravity. 

" Allow me the bliss of flattering myseif that you, at least, are 
understood," replied Charley Vernon, with imperturbable assurance. 
" You will wait to reflect till you are m town— that is to say, the day 
after our honeymoon, when you awake in May Tair." 

Before Lucretia could reply, she saw the indefatigable valet for- 
mally m)roachinff, mth the anticipated message that Sir Miles 
requestea to see ner. She replied nurriedly to this last, that she 
would be with her unde immediately, and when he had again dis- 
appeared within the porch, she said, with a constrained effort at 
frimkness — 

" Mr. Vernon, if I have misunderstood your words, I think I do 
not mistake your character. You cannot wish to take advantage of 
vy affection for my unde, and the passive obedience I owe to him, to 
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force me into a stejH-of which— of whick—I hare not yet sufficiently 
considered the results. If yon really desire that mj feelings i^onld 
be consulted, that I should not— pardon me — oonsiaer myself sacri- 
ficed to the family pride of my guardian and the interests of my 
suitor ** 

" Madam ! " exclaimed Vernon, reddening. 

Pleased with the irritating effect her words had produced, Lucretia 
continued cahnly, "If, in a word, I am to be a free agent in a choice 
on which my happiness depends, forbear to urge Sir Miles farther at 
present-^forbear to press your suit upon me. Give me tie delay of a 
few months ; I shall know how to appreciate your delicacy." 

*' Miss Gavermg," answered Vernon, with a touch of the St. John 
haughtiness, " I am in despair that you should even think so grave an 
appeal to my honour necessary. I am well aware of your expecta- 
tions and my poverty. And, beHeve me, I would rather rot in a 
prison than enrich myself by forcing your inclinations. You have 
but to say the word, and I will (as becomes me as man and gentle- 
man) screen vou from all chance of Sir Miles's displeasure, by taking 
it on m^^self to decline an honour of which I fed^ indeed, very 
undeserving." 

" But I nave offended you," said Lucretia, softly, while she turned 
aside to conceal the glad light of her eyes, — "pardon me* and, to 
prove that you do so, give me your arm to my uncle's room." 

Vernon, with rather more of Sir Miles's antiquated stiffiiess than 
his own rakish ease, offered his arm, with a profound reverence, to 
his cousin, and they took their way to the house. Not tiU they 
had passed up the stairs, and were even in the gallery, did further 
words pass between them. Then Vernon said — 

" But what is your wish, Miss Clavering ? Oa what footing shall 
I remain here ? " 

" Will you suffer me t6 dictate ? " replied Lucretia^ stopping short 
with well-feigned confasion, as if suddenly aware ma.t tne right to 
dictate gives the right to hope. 

" Ah, consider me at least as your slave ! " whispered Votiou, as 
his eye, resting on the contour of that matchless neck, partiall^r and 
adva-nta^eously turned from him, he began, with his constitutional 
admiration of the sex, to feel interested in a pursuit, that now seemed, 
after piquing, to flatter, his seK-love. 

" Then I will use the privilege when we meet again," answered 
Lucretia ; and drawing her arm gently from his, she passed on to her 
uncle, leaving Vernon midway in the gallery. 

Those faded portraits looked down on ner with that mekncholy 
gloom which the effigies of our dead ancestors seem mysteriously to 
acquire. To noble and aspiring spirits, no homily to truth, and 
honour, and fair ambition is more eloquent, than the mute and melan- 
choly canvass, from which our fathers, made, by death, our house- 
hold gods, contemplate us still. They appear to confide to us the 
charge of their unblemished names. Tney speak to us from the 
^ve^ and, heard aright, the pride of family is the guardian angel of 
its heirs. But Lucretia, with ner hard and scholastic mind, despised 
as the veriest weakness all the poetry that belongs to the sense <rf a 
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pnxe dflsoeni. It va9 because she was proud as the proudest in her- 
self, that she had uothing but contempt for the yirtue. the valour, or 
the wisdom of those that had gone before. So with a brain bosv with 
guile and stratagem^ she trod on, beneath the eyes of the aimpk and 
* spotless Dead. 

Vernon, thus left alon& mused a few moments on what had passed 
between himself and the heiress, and then slowly retracing his steps, 
his ere roved alcmg the stately series of his line. " Faith T " he mut- 
tered "if my boyhood had been passed in this old gallery, his Eoval 
Hi^ness would have lost a good fellow and hard drinker : and his 
M/gesty would have had, p»haps, a more distinguished soldier— cer- 
tainly, a worthier subject. If I marry this lady, and we are blessed 
with a son, he shall walk through this gall^ once a day before he is 
flogged into Latin!'' 

Lucretia's interview with her unde was a masterpiece of art. What 
pity that such craft and subtletv were wasted in our little day, and on 
such petty objects ; under the Medici, that spirit had gone far to the 
shaping of history. Sure, from her unde's openness, that he would 
plunge at once into the subject for which she deemed she was sum- 
moned, she evinced no repugnance, when, tenderly kissing her, he 
asked, "If Charles Yemotn had a chance of winning favour in her 
eyes ? " She knew that she was safe in saying " No that her unde 
would never force her inclinations ; — safe so far as V emon was con- 
cerned; but she desired more; she desired thoroughly to quench all 
suspicion that her heart was pre-occu^ied ; entire]^ to remove from 
Sir Miles's thoujg:hts the image of Mamwaring ; and a denial of one 
suitor miffht quicken the baronet's eyes to the concealment of the 
other. Nor was this all : if Sir Miles was seriously bent upon seeing 
her settled in marriage before his death, the dismi^ of Yemon might 
only ecxpose her to the importunity of new candidates, more difficult 
to deal with. Yemon himself she could use as the shield against the 
arrows of a host. Therefore, when Sir Miles repeated his question, 
she answered with much gentleness and seeming modest sense, that 
*^ Mr. Yemon had mudi that must prepossess in his favour : that in 
addition to his own advantages he had one, the highest in her eyes, 
her uncle's sanction and approval. But," and she hesitated with 
becoming and natural diffidence, '*were not his habits unfixed and 
roving P So it was said ; she knew not herself—she would trust her 
happmess to her unde. But if so, and if Mr. Yemon were really dis- 
posed to change, would it not be pmdent to try him— try him where 
there was temptation,— not in the repose of Laughton, but amidst his 
own haunts of Ixmdon ? Sir W^<&& nad friends who would honestly 
inform him of the result. She did but suggest this : she was too 
ready to leave aU to her dear ^pardian's acuteness and exnerience." 

Melted by her docility, and m high approval of the pradence which 
betokened a more rational jud^ent than he himself had ennced, the 
good old man clasped her to bis breast, and shed tears as he praised 
and thanked her— she had decided, as she always did, for the best, — 
Heaven forbid that she should be wasted on an incorrigible man of 
pleasure ! " And," said the frank-Jiearted gentleman- unable long to 
teep any thought concealed,—" and to think that I could have wronged 
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you for a moment, my own noble child !— that I could have been dolt 
enough to suppose that the Kood looks of that boy Mainwarinff mi^ht 
have caused you to forget what— but you change colour ! " — ^tor with 
all her dissimulation, Lucretia bved too ardentfy not to shrink at that 
name thus suddenly pronounced. ''Oh/' ^ontmued the baronet, 
drawmg her still nearer towards him, while with one hand he put 
back her face, that he mifi[ht read its expression the more closely — 
"oh, if it had been so— if it be so, I will pity, not blame you, for my 
neglect was the fault ; pity vou, for I have known a similar straargle ; 
admire you in pity, for you nave the spirit of your ancestors, and you 
will conguer the weakness. Speak! have I touched on the truth? 
Speak without fear, child! — ^you have no mother; but in age a man 
sometimes gets a mother's heart." 

Startled and alarmed as the lark when the step nears its nest, 
Lucretia siunmoned all the dark wile of her nature to mislead the 
intruder. " No, unde, no ; I am not so unworthy. You misconceived 
my emotion." 

" Ah. you know that he has had tbe presumption to love you— the 
puppy ! and you feel the compassion you women always feel for such 
offenders? Is that it?" 

^ Bapidly Lucretia considered if it would be wise to leave that impres- 
sion on his mind ; cm one hand, it might acconnt for a moment's a;i;i- 
tation; and if Mainwaring were detected hovering near the domain, 
in the exchange of their correspondence, it might appear but the idle, 
if hopeless, romance of youth, which haunts the mere home of its 
object— but, no ; on the other hand, it left his banishment absolute 
and confirmed. Her resolution was taken wiUi a promptitude that 
made her pause not perceptible. 

"Na my dear uncle," she said, so cheerfiillv, that it removed all 
donbt from the mind of her listener; "but Monsieur Dsdibard has 
rallied^ me on the subject, and I was so angry with him, that when you 
touched on it I thought more of my quarrel with him than of ^r 
timid Mr. Mainwaring himself. Come now, own it, dear sir! Monsienr 
Dalibard has instillea this strange fancy into your head ? " 

, " No, 'Slife : if he had taken such a liberty, I should have lost my 
librarian. No, I assure you, it was rather Vernon : you know true love 
is jealous." 

"Vernon!" thought Lucretia: "he must go, and at once." 
Sliding from her uncle's arms to the stool at his feet, sbe then led 
the conversation more familiarljr back into the chamiel it had lost ; 
and when, at last, she escaped, it was with the understanding that, 
without promise or compromise, Mr. Vernon should return to London 
at once, and be put upon the ordeal, through which she felt assured 
it was uttle likely he should pass with success; 
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CHAPTER rV. 

GUI's OAI. 

TflnsE weeks afterwards, the life at Laughton seemed restored to 
the cheerfal and S9inewhat monotonous tranquillity of its course, 
before chafed and disturbed by the recent interruptions to the stream. 
Yernon had departed satisfied with, the justice of the trial imposed 
on him, and far too high-spirited to seek to extort from niece or uncle 
any engagement beyond that which, to a nice sense of honour, the 
trial itself imposed. His memory and his heart were still faithful to 
Mary; but his senses, his fancy^is vanity, were a little involved in 
his success with the heiress. Though so free from all mercenary 
meanness, Mr. Vernon was still enough man of the world to be sen- 
sible of the advantages of the alliance which had first been pressed on 
him by Sir Miles; and from which Lucretia herself appeared not to 
be averse. The season of London was over, but there was always a 
set and that set the one in which Charley Vernon principally moved, 
who found town fuller than the countir. Besides, he went occa- 
sionally to Biighton, which was then to England what Bai» was to 
BiOme. The Prince was holding gay court at the Pavilion, and that 
was the atmosphere which Vernon was habituated to breathe. He 
was no parasite of royalty: he had that strong personal affection to 
the Prince which it is often the good fortune or royalty to attract. 
Nothing is less founded than the complaint which poets put into the 
lips of princes, that they have no friends; it is, at least, their own 
perverse fault if that be the case— a little amiability, a little of frank 
kindness goes so far when it emanates from the rays of a crown ! 
But Vernon was stronger than Lucretia deemed him— once contem- 
plating the prospect of a Tinion which was to consign to his charge the 
happiness of another, and feeling all that he should owe in such a 
marriage to the confidence both of niece and uncle, he evinced steadier 
principles than he had ever made manifest, when ne had only his own 
fortune to mar, and his own happiness to trifle with. He joined his 
old companions ; but he kept aloof from their more dissipated pur- 
suits. Beyond what was then thought the venial error of too devout 
libations to Bacchus, Charlejr Vernon seemed reformed. 

Ardworth had joined a regiment which had departed for the field of 
action. Mainwaring was still with his father, and had not yet 
announced to Sir Miles any wish or project for the future. 

Olivier DaUbard. as before, passed his mornings alone in his cham- 
ber—his noon and nis evenings with Sh: Miles, fle avoided all private 
conferences with Lucretia. She did not provoke them, loung 
Gabriel amused himself in copying Sir Miles's pictures, sketching 
from Nature, scribbling in his room, prose or verse, no matter whien 
(he never sihowecl his lucubrations), pmching the dogs when he could 
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catch them alone^ shootinj; the cats, if they appeared in the planta- 
tion, on piretence of love for the young pheasants, sauntering into the 
cottages, where he was a favourite, because of nis ^od looks, but 
where he always contrived to leave the trace of his visits in disorder 
and mischief, upsetting the tea-kettle and scalding the children, or, 
what he loved dearly, setting two gossips by the ears. But these 
occupations were over by the hour Lucretia left her apartment. Prom 
that time he never left her out of view ; and. when encouraged to 
join her at his usual privileged times, whether in the gardens at 
sunset, or in her evening niche in the drawing-room, he was sleek, 
silken, and caressing as Cupid, after plaguing the Nymphs, at the 
feet or Psyche. These two strange persons had indeed^ apparently 
that sort of sentimental familiarity wmch is sometimes seen between 
a fair boy and a ffirl much older than himself; but the attraction that 
drew them together was an indefinable instinct of their similarity in 
many traits of their several characters,— the whelp leopard sported 
fearlessly round the she-panther. Before Oliviers midnight con- 
ference with his son, Gabriel had drawn close and closer to Lncretia, 
as an ally against his father: for that father he cherished feelings 
which, beneath the most docile obedience, concealed horror and hate, 
and someting of the ferocity of revenge. And if young Vamey loved 
any one on earth except nimself, it was Lncretia Glaveri^. She 
had administered to his ruling passions, which were for effect and 
display ; she had devised the dress which set off to the utmost his 
exterior, and gave it that picturesque and artistic appearance which 
he had sighed for in his study of the portraits of Titian and Vandyke. 
She supplied him (for in monejr she was generous) witli enough to 
gratify and forestal every boyish caprice, and this liberality now 
tumea against her, for it had increased into a settled vice his natural 
taste for extravagance, and made all other considerations subordinate 
to that of feeding his cupidity. She praised his drawings, which, 
though self-taught, were indeed extraordinary, predicted his fame as 
an artist, lifted him into consequence amongst the guests by her 
notice and eulogies; and what, perhaps, won nim more than all, he 
felt that it was to her— to DaUoard's desire to conceal before her his 
more cruel propensities— that he owed his father's change from the 
most refined severity to the most paternal gentleness. 

And thus he had repaid her, as she expected, by a devotion which 
she trusted to employ against her tutor himself, should the baffled 
aspirant become the spheming rival and the secret foe. But now, 
thoroughly aware of the gravity of his father's objects, seeing before 
him the chance of a settled establishment at Laughton, a positive and 
influential connection with Lncretia ; and on the other hand, a return 
to the poverty he recalled with disgust, and the terrors of his father's 
solitary malice and revenge, he enterea fully into Dalibard's sombre 
pUms, and without scniple or remorse, would have abetted any harm 
to his benefactress. Thus craft doomed to have accomplices in craft, 
resembles the spider whose web, spread indeed for the fiy, attracts 
the fellow-spider that shall thrust it forth, and profit by ine meshes 
it has woven for a victim, to surrender to a master. 

Already young Yamey, set quietly and ceaselessly to spy every 
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moTemcnt of Ltioretia's, had reported to hk father two visits to the 
most retired part of the park; but he had not yet yentored near 
enough to disoorer the exact spot, and his yerf watch on Lacretia 
hadprerented the detection of Mainwaring himself in his stealthy 
exchange of correspondence. Dalibard bade him continne his watch, 
without hinting at his ulterior intentions, for indeed, in these he was 
not decided. ±)Ten should he discover any communication between 
Lucretia and Maiuwaring, how reveal it to Sir Miles without for 
ever nrecluding himself from the chance of profiting by the betrayal P 
Gould Lucretia ever forgive the injuir, and could she fail to detect 
the hand that inflicted it? His only hopne was in the removed of 
Mainwarbig from his path by other agencies than his own, and (by 
an appearance of generosity and self-abandonment, in keeping nor 
secret, and snbmitnng to his fate) he tmsted to regain the confidence 
she now withheld fr^m him, and use it to his advantage when the 
time came to defend himself from YemoiL For he had learned from 
Sir Miles the passive tmderstanding with respect to that candidate 
for her hand ; and he felt assured that had Maiuwaring never existed, 
could he cease to exist for her hopes, Lucretia, despite her dissimu- 
latioxL would succumb to one she feared but respected, rather than to 
one sne evidently trified with and despised. 

" But the course to be taken must be adonted after the evidence is 
coUeoted," thought the subtle schemer, and he tranquilly continued 
his chess with the baronet. 

Before, however, Qabriel could make any forther discoveries, an 
event occurred which excited very diflTerent emotions amongst those it 
more immediately interested. 

Sir Miles had, during the last twelvemonths, been visited by two 
seizures, seeminriy of an apoplectic character. Whether they were 
apoplexy or the less alarmiug attacks that arise from some more gen- 
tle congestion, occasioned by free living and indolent habits, was 
matter of doubt with his physician—not a verv skilful, though a vcrv 
formal man. Countrv doctors were not then tne same able, educatea, 
and scientific class that they are now rapidly becoming. Sir Miles 
himself so stoutly and so eagerly repudiated toe least hint of the more 
unfavourable interpretation, that the doctor, if not convinced by his 
patient, was awed from expressing plainly a contrary opinion. There 
are certain persons who wOl dismiss their physician if^he tdb them 
the truth : Sir Miles was one of them. 

Li his character there was a weakness not uncommon to the proud. 
He did not fear death, but he shrank from the thought that others 
should calculate on his dying. He was fond of his power, thou^ he 
exercised it gently : he Imew that the power of wealth and station is 
enfeebled in proportion as its dependents can foresee the date of its 
transfer. He dreaded, too, the comments which are always made on 
those visited by his peculiar disease : " Poor Sir Miles ! an apoplectic 
fit ! his intellect must be very much, shaken-— he revoked at whist last 
night— memory sadly impaired ! " This may be a pitiable foible ; but 
heroes and statesmen have had it most : pardon it in the proud old 
man. He ei^Joined the physician to state throughout the house and 
the neighbourhood, that the attacks were who% innocent and unim- 
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portani. The pliTsieiaa did so, and was generally believed; fat Sir 
Milea seemed as lirehr and as yigoroms after them as before. Two 
persons alone were not deoeived— Dalibard and Locretia. The first, 
at an earlier ]^art of his life, had studied pathology with the profoond 
research and ingenious application which he brought to bear upon all 
he undertooL He whiiq>ered from the first to Lucretia— 

" Unless your unde changes his habits, takes exercise, and forbears 
wine and the table, his days are nnmbffl^ed." 

And when this intelligence was first conveyed to her, before she had 
become acquainted with Mainwaring, Lucretia felt the shock of a 
grief suddcm and sincere. We have seen how these better sentiments 
changed as human life became an obstacle in her wav. In her charac- 
ter, what phrenologists call " destmctiveness," in the cominrehensive 
sense of the word, was sunerlatively developed. She had not actual 
cruelty ; she was not blood-thirsty : those vices belong to a different 
cast of characto:. She was rather deliberately and intellectnaUy 
unsparing— a goal was before her ; she must march to it ; all in the 
way were but nostile impediments. At first, however. Sir Miles was 
not in the way, except to fortune, and for that, as avarice was not her 
leading vice, sne could not well wait; therefore, at this hint of the 
Proven^'s, she ventured to urge her unde to abstinence and exer- 
cise, but Sir Miles was touchy on the subject ; he feared tiie interpre- 
tations which great change of habits might suggest, the memory of 
the fearful warning died away, and he felt as welTas before, for, save 
an old rheumatic gout (which had long since left him, with no other 
apparent evil but a luneness in the joints, that rendered exercise 
unwelcome and jiainful), he possessed one of those comfortable, and 
often treacherous constitutions, which evince no displeasure at irregu- 
larities, and bear all liberties with philosophical composure. Accord- 
ingly he would have his own way ; and ne contrived to coax or to 
force his doctor into an authority on his side : wine was necessary to 
his constitution; much exercise was a dangerous fatigue. The second 
attack; following four months after the &st, was less alarming, and 
Sir Mues fancied it concealed even from his niece ; but three nights 
after his recovery, the old baronet sat musmg alone for some time in 
his own room, before he retired to rest. Then he rose, opened his 
desk, and read his will attentively, locked it up with a slight sigh, aud 
took down his Bible. The next morning he despatched the letters 
which summoned Ardworth and Vernon to his house ; and, as he quitted 
his room, his look lingered with melancholy fondness upon the por- 
traits in the gallery. No one was by the old man to interpret these 
slight signs, m which lay a world of meaning. 

A few weeks after Vernon had left the house, and in the midst of the 
restored tranquillit^r we have described, it so happened that Sir Miles's 
I^ysiciaUi after diiung at the hall^ had been summoned to attend ono 
of the children at the neighbouring rectory, and there he spent the 
night. A little before daybreak his slumbers were disturbed : he was 
rsoallfid in all haste to Laughton Hall. Por the t^d time, ne found 
Sir Miles speechless. DaUbard was by his bedside. Lucretia had 
not been made aware of the seizure ; for Sir Miles had previously UM 
his valet (who of late slept in the same room) never to alann Mjs9 
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CliKvering if he was taken ill. Tlie doctor was about to appbr his 
usual remedies : but when he drew forth his lancet, Dalibara placed 
his hand on the physician's arm — 

Not this time," he said slowly, and with emphasis ; " it will be 
his death." 

''Pooh, sir !" said the doctor, disdainfally. 

" Do so, then ! bleed him, and take the resnonsibility. I have 
studied medicine— I know these symptoms. In tms case the apoplexy 
may spare— the lancet kills." 

The physician drew back dismayed and doubtful 

" What would you do, then P " 

" Wait three mmutes longer the effect of the cataplasms I hare 

applied. If they fail " 

Ay, then?"' 

" A chill bath, and vigorous friction." 

"Sir, I will never permit it." 

" Then murder your patient your own way." 

AH this while Sur Miles lay senseless, his eyes wide open, his teeth 
locked. The doctor drew near, boked at the lancet, and said irre- 
solutely— 

" Your practice is new to me ; but if you have studied medicine, 
thafs another matter. Will you guarantee the success of your 
planP" 

"Yes." 

"Mind, I wash my hands of it ; I take Mr. Jones to witness :" and 



" Call up the footmen and liffc your master," said Dalibard ; and 
the doctor, glancing round, saw that a bath, filled some seven or 
eight inches deep with water, stood already prepared in the room. 
Perplexed and irresolute, he offered no obstacle to Dalibard's move- 
ments. The body, seemingly lifeless, was placed in the bath^ and 
the servants, under Dalibard's directions, applied vigorous and mces- 
sant friction. Several minutes elapsed oefore any favourable symp- 
tom took place ; at length Sir Miles heaved a deep sigh, ana the 
eyes moved— a minute or two more, and the teeth chattered: the 
blood, set in motion, appeared on the surface of the skin : life ebbed 
back; the danger was past; the dark foe driven from the citadel. 
Sir Miles spoke audibly, though incoherently, as he was taken back 
to his bed, warmly covered up, the lights removed, noise fOTbidden, 
and Dalibard and the doctor remained in sDcnec by the bedside. 

"Kich man," thought Dalibard, "tIijlh^ Lcntr is mt yti comic: 
thy wealth must not pass to the boy M Lii n w n n 1 1 ^^ " 

Sir Miles's recovery, under the care of Daliljahl, wlio novr liad 
own way, was as rapid and complete as iH^fi)ri\ JjMi rct ia, w ln'n ^h^ 
heard, the next momiiwr, of the attack, M\, \vc dnw^. nut j>fi^v, a ^uilt> 
ioy, but a terrible and leverish agitation. Sir A1 ilf„^a liiniself] inhmn-d 
oy his valet of DaUbard's wrestle witJi iha dgcLor, lett a proftjund 
gratitude and reverent wonder for the simple means fo whwh 

SX)bably owed his restoration; and he listcnKdj wil Ji n d£>cilii y y\\nvh 
alibard was not prepared to expect, to his learned secretary's urgent 
admonitions as to the life he must lead, if he desired to live at all. 
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ConTineedi at last, timt wine and good clieer had not blockaded out 
the enemy, and having to do, in Olivier Dalibard, with a very differeni 
temper from the doctor's, he assented with a tolerable grace to the 
trial of a strict regimen and to daily exercise in the open air. Dali- 
bard now became constantly with him— the increase of his influence 
was as natural as it was apparent. Lncretia trmbled; riie divined 
a danger in his power, now separate from her own, snd which 
threatened to be independent of it. She beeame abstracted and 
uneasy— jealonsy of the Provencal possessed her. She began to 
meditate schemes for his downfal. At this time. Sir Miles received 
the following letter from Mr. Melden : — 

"Southampton, Augutt 1801. 

"Deak Sib Miles,— Yon will remember that I informed yon when 
I arrived at Southampton, with my dear young charge : and Susan 
has twice written to her sister, implying the request wnicn she lacked 
the courage, seeing tHat she is timio, expressly to urge, that Miss 
Clavering mipht again be permitted to visit her. Mjss Clavering 
has answerccL as might be expected from the propinquity of the 
relationship ; out she nas perhaps the same fears of offenoing you 
that actuate her sister. But now, since the worthy clergyman, who 
had undertaken my parochial duties, has found the air insalubrious, 
and prays me not to enforce the engagement by which we had 
exchanged our several charges for the space of a calendar year, I am 
reluctantly compelled to return home — ^my dear wife, thank Heaven, 
being already restored to health, which is an unspeakable mercy ; 
and I am «ure I cannot be sufficiently gjrateful to rrovidence which 
has not only provided me with a liberal independence of more than two 
hundred pounds a-ycar, but the best of wives and the most dutiful 
of children— possessions that I venture to call ' the riches of the 
heart.\ Now, I pray you, my dear Sir Miles, to gratify these two 
deserving young persons, ana to suffer Miss Lucretia incontinently 
to visit her sister. Counting on your consent, thus boldly dcmandea. 
I have already prepared an apartment for Miss Clavering ; ^ ana 
Susan is busy m what, though I do not know much of such feminine 
matters, the whole house declares to be a most beautiful and fanciful 
toilet-cover, with roses and forget-me-nots cut out of muslin, and 
two large silk tassels, which cost her three shillings and fourpence. 
I cannot conclude, without thanking you from my heart for your 
noble kindness to young Ardworth. He is so full of ardour and 
spirit, that I remember, poor lad, when I left him, as I thought, hard 
at work on that well-known problem of Euclid, vulgarly called the 
Asses' Bridge — found him describing a figfure of 8 on the village 
pond, which was only just frozen over ! Poor lad ! Heaven will take 
care of him, I know, as it does of all who take no care of themselves. 
Ah, Sir Miles, if you could but see Susan— such a nurse, too, in illness ! 
" I have the honour to be» 
Sir Miles, 

Tour most humble, poor servant, to command, 

" Maitebw Eaumr.** 
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Sir liiles put this letter in his niece's hand, and said, kindly, " Why 
not have gone to see yonr sister before P—I should not have been 
angry. Gp, mv child, as soon as yon like : to-morrow is Sunday- 
no traveUing that day— but the next, the carriage shall be at your 
order/' 

Lncretia hesitated a moment. To leave Dalibard in sole possession 
of the field, even for a few days, was a thought of alarm ; but what 
evil ooold he do in that time P And her pulse beat quickly !— Main- 
waring could come to Southampton !— she should see him again, 
after more than six weeks' absence ! She had so much to relate ana 
to heaz^she fancied his last letter had been colder and shorter— she 
yearned to hear him say with his own Hps. that " he loved her still !" 
This idea banished or prevaQed over all others. She thanked her 
nnde cheerfully and gaily, and the journey was settled. 

" Be at watch early on Monday," said Olivier to his son. 

Monday came-;-the baronet had ordered the carriage to be at the 
door at t^. A little before eisht, Lucretia stole out, and took her 
way to Qu/s Oak. Gabriel haa plaoed himself in readiness; he had 
climbed a tree at the bottom of the park (near the place where 
Mtherto he had lost sight of her) ; she passed under it,— on through 
a dark grove of poUard oaks. When she was at a sufficient distance, 
the boy dropped from his perch ; with the stealth of an Indian, he 
crept on her trace, followmg irom tree to tree, always sheltered, 
always watchful ; he saw her pause at the dell, and look round— she 
descended into the hollow ; he slunk through the fern— he gained 
tiie marge of the dell, and looked down— she was lost to his sight. 
At kngth, to his surprise, he saw the gleam of her robe emerse 
fmn m hc^kw of a tree— uer head stoi^ed as she came through the 
aperture ; he had time to shrink back amongst the fern i she passed 
<ni huitiedlv. the same way she had taken, bade to the house ; then 
into the deli crept the boy. Guy's Oak. vast and venerable, with 

Sailed green bows below, and sere branches above, that told that its 
y of £11 was decreed at last— rose high from the abyss of the hol- 
low—high andfarHieen amidst the trees that stood on the vantage- 
ground aboye— even ae a great name soars the loftier when it springs 
nom the grave. A dark and irregular fissure gave entrance to the 
heart of the oak— the boy ^ided in and looked round— he saw nothing 
— ^yet something there must be. The rays of the early sun did not 
penetrate into the hollow, it was as dim as a cave. He felt slowly in 
every crevice, and a startled moth or two fiew out. It was not for 
moths that me girl had come to Guy's Oak ! He drew back, at last, 
in despair; as he did so, he heard a low sound close at hand, a low, 
muimnring, angry sound, like a hiss ; he looked round, and through 
the darL two burning eyes fixed his own— he had staotled a snake 
from its oed. He drew out in time, as the reptiLe sprang ; but now 
his task, search, and object, were forgotten. With the versatility of 
a child, his thoughts were all on the enemy he had provoked. That 
zest of prey which is inherent in man's breast, which makes him love 
the sport and the chase, and maddens boyhood ana age with the pas- 
sion for daughter, leapt up within him ; anything of danger, and 
contest, and ejccitement, gave Gabriel V amey a strange fever of 
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pleasure. He snrang up tlie sides of the dell, dimbedthe park-paled 
on which it boraereo, was in the wood where the youne snoots rose 
green and strong from the underwood ;— to cut a staff for the strife, 
to descend agam into the dell, creep a^ain through the fissure, look 
round for those vengeful eyes, was quick done as the joyous play of 
the impulse. The poor simke had shd down in content and fancied 
securitv : its young, perhaps, were not far off ; its wrath had been the 
instinct Nature gives to the mother. It hath done thee no harm yet, 
boy ; leave it in peace ! The young hunter had no ear to sudi whisper 
of prudence or mercy. Dim and blind in the fissure, he struck the 
ground and the tree with his stick, shouted out, bade the eyes g[leam, 
and defied them ; whether or not the reptile had spent its ire m the 
first fruitless spring, and this unlooked-for Tritiira of the intruder 
rather daunted ihak exasperated, we leave those better verged m 
natural history to coiyecture; but. instead of obeymi^ I be diallcnsrc 
and courting the contest, it glided by the sidf.i of the oak, eloae to 
the very feet of its foe, and, emerging into tho lielit, draprired ita gn^.y 
coils tlurough the grass ; but its hiss still be t rjiyt^tl It . * !;ti»riel sprang 
through the fissure, and struck at the craven, Ih suIiet;;? it wit h a Wgh 
of scorn as he struck. Suddenly it halted, ^udckmly reare<J its crest ; 
the throat swelled with venom, the tongue dsn-tr.d cmt, niid again, 
green as emeralds, glared the spite of its ( jth, Kq fear lilt GftDriel 
Vamey; his arm was averted ; lie gazed sp£:lle[l wwd ii liuLinigly with 
the eye of an artist. Had he had pencil mid itxhki al that mommt, 
he would have dropped his weapon for the sketdi, though the snake 
had been as deadly as the viper of Sumatra. The si^ht sunk into his 
memory, to be reproduced often by the wild, morbid fancies of his 
hand. Scarce a moment, however, nad he for the gaze; the reptile 
sprang, and fell, baffled and bruised by the involuntary blow cf its 
enemy. As it writhed on the grass, how its colours came out— how 
graceful were the movements of its pain ! And still the boy gazed, 
till the eye was sated, and the cruelfy returned. A blow — second 
—a third— all the beauty is gone— shapeless, and clotted with gore, 
that elegant head ; mangled and dissevered the airv spires of th&t 
delicate shape, which had glanced in its circling involutions, free and 
winding? as a poet's thought through his verse. The boy trampled 
the quivering relics into the sod, with a fierce animal joy of conquest, 
and turned once more towards the hollow, for a last aJmost hopeless 
survey. Lo. his object was found! In his search for the snake, 
either his staff, or his foot, had disturbed a layer of moss in the 
corner; the famt ray, ere he entered the hollow, gleamed upon some- 
thing white. He emerged from the cavity with a letter in ms hand : 
he read the address, thrust it into his bosom, and as stealthily, but 
more rapidly, than he had come, took his way to his father. 
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CHAPTER V. • 

HOUSEHOLD TBEASON. 

Thb Proyenpal took the letter from his son's hand, and looked at 
him with an approbation half-complacent, half-ironical. "MonfiU /" 
said he, patting the boy's head gently : " why shonld we not be fhends P 
We want each other ; we have the strong world to fight against.*' 

" Not if yon are master of this place." 

" Well answered : no ; then we shall have the strong world on our 
side, and shall have only rogues and the poor to make war upon." Then, 
with a qtdet gesture, ne dismissed his son, and eazed slowly on the 
letter. His pulse, which was usually low, quickened, and his lips 
were tightly compressed ; he shrank from the contents with a jealbus 
pang * as a lisht quivers strugglingly in a noxious vault, love descended 
into that hideous breast, gleamed upon drearr horrors, and warred 
with the noxious atmosphere ; but it shone still. To this dangerous man, 
every art that gives power to the household traitor was uimiliar : he 
had no fear that the violated seab should betray the fraud which gave 
the contents to the eye that, at length, steadily lell upon the following 
lines: 

"Dearest, and ever dearest, — 

^ Where art thou at this moment? what are thy thoughts? are 
they iipon me ? I write this at the dead of night. I pictu^ you to 
myseli as my hand glides over the paper. I think I see you, as you 
look on these words, and envy them the gaze of those dark eyes. 
Press your lips to the paper. Do you feel the kiss that I leave there ? 
Well, well ! it will not be for long now that we shall be divided. Oh, 
what joy, when I think th&t I am about to see you. Two days more, 
at most three, and we shall meet — shall we not ? I am going to see 
my sister. I subjoin my address. Come, come, come : I thirst to see 
you once more. And I did well to say, 'Wait, and be patient;' we 
shall not wait long : before the year is out I shall be free. My uncle 
has had another and more deadly attack. I see its trace in his face, 
in his step, in his whole form and Dearing. The only obstacle between 
us is fading away. Can I wieve when I think it ?— grieve when life 
with you spreads smiling oeyond the old man's grave ? And why 
shoula age, that has survived all passion, stand with its chilling frown, 
and the miserable prqudices the world has not conquered, but 
strengthened into a creed— why should age stand between youth 
and youth ? I feel your mild eyes rebuke me as I write. But chide 
me not that on earth I see oiuy you. And it will be mine to give 
you wealth and rank!— mine to see the homage of my own heart 
reflected from the crowd who bow not to the statue, but the pedestal. 
Oh, how I shall enjoy your revenge upon the proud !— for I have 
drawtt no pastoral scenes in my picture of the future. No ; I see 
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you leading senates, and duping fools. I sliall be hyjoxa side^ ^our 
partner, step after step, as you mount the height, for I am ambitious, 
you know, WiUiam ; and not less, because I love : rather, ten 
thousand times more so. I would not have you bom great and noble, 
for what then could we look to P what use all my schemes, and my 
. plans, and aspirings P Eortune. accident would have taken from us 
the ^eat zesc of fife, which is desire. 

" When I see you, I shall tell you that I have some fears of Olivier 
Dalibard : he has evidently some wily project in view. He. who never 
interfered before with the blundering phvsidan. now thrusts him 
aside, affects to have saved the old man, attends him always. Dares 
he think to vnn an influence, to turn agsonst me P— -against us P Hap- 
pily, when I shall come back, my uncle will probably be restored io 
the false strens^th which deceives him ; he will have less need of 
Dalibard, and then— then let the Prenchman beware I I have already 
a plot to turn his schemes to his own banishment. Come to South- 
ampton- then, as soon as you can— perhaps the day you receive this, — 
on lYednesday, at farthest. Your last letter implies blame of my 
p6licy witii respect to Yemon« Again X say. it is necessary to amuse 
my unde to the last. Before Vernon can advance a claim, there will 
be weej;>ing at lAughton. I shall weep too, perhaps; but there will 
be joy in those tears, as well as sorrow : for then, whenlclasp thy hand, 
I can mnimur, ' It is mine at last, and for ever ! ' 

"Adieu I no, not adiea-*-io onr meeting, my lover, my beloved !— 
thyLucaaxul" 

An hour after Miss Clavering had departed on her visit, Dalibard 
returned the letter to his son, the seal seemingly unbroken, and bade 
him replace it in the hollow of the tree, but sufficiently m sight to 
betrav itself to the first that entered. He then communicated the 
plan he had formed for its detection— a plan which womd prevent 
Luoretia ever suspecting, tha agency of his son or himself: and this 
done, he joined Sir Mileltin the giillery. Eitherto, in addition to his 
other apprehensions in i^maliiiff to the hfiroriet Lucretia's clandestme 
intimacy wiUi Mainwanng, Dalibard had fihrunk &om the thought 
that the disclosure would lose h^ the heritage which had first tempted 
his avarice or ambition ;lmt now his jealous and his vindictive passions 
were aroused, and his whole plan of strategy was changed. He mubst 
crnsh Luoretia, or she wotild crush Inra^ tus her threats declared. To 
ruin her in Sir Miles's eyes, to expel her from his house, might not, 
after all, weaken his own position, even with reeard to power over 
herself. If he remained firmly established at Laughton, he could affect 
intercession,— he could delay, at least; any precipitate union with 
Mainwaring, by practising on the ambition which he stiU saw at work 
beneath her love : he might become a necessary ally, and then— why 
then— his ironical smile ghmced across his lips. But beyond this his 
quick eye saw fair prospects to self-interest— Lucretia banished ; the 
heritage not hers ; tiie will to be altered j Dalibard esteemed mdispen- 
sable to the life of the baronet ! Come, there was hope here,— not for 
the heritage, indeed, but at least for a munificent bequest. 

Af. nnnn^ somo visitors^ bringing strangers from London, whom Sir 
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Miles had invited to see the house (which was one of the lions of the 
neighbourhood^hongh not professedly a show-place), were expected. 
Aware of this, Dalibard praj^ed the baronet to rest quiet till his corn- 
arrived, and then he said, carelessly, — 
t will be a healthful diversion to your spirits to accompany them 
A little in the park,— vou can go in your garden-chair,— you will have 
new companions to talk with by the way ; and it is always warm and 
sunny at the sbpe of the hiU, towards the bottom of the park." 

Sir Miles assented cheerfully: the guests came, strolled over the 
house, admired the pictures, and the armour, and the halL and the 
staircase, paid due respect to the substantial old-fashioned luncheon, 
and then, refreshed, and in great good-humour, acquiesced in Sir 
Miles's proposition to saunter through the park. 

The poor baronet was more lively thfm usual. The younger people 
clustered gaily round his chair (which was wheeled by his valet), 
smiling at his jests, and charmed with his courteous high-breeding. A 
little in the rear walked Gabriel, paying special attention to the prettiest 
and merriest girl of the company, who was a great favourite with Sir 
Miles, perhaps for those reasons. 

" What a delightful old gentleman ! " said the young lady. *' How 
I envy Miss Clavering such an uncle ! " 

" Ah ! but you are a little out of favour to-day, I can tell you,*' said 
Gabriel, laughingly ; "vou were close by Sir Miles when he went 
through the picture-gallery, and you never asked him the history of 
the old knight in the buff doublet and blue sash." 
" Dear me— what of that P " 

"Why. that was brave Colonel Guy St. John, the cavalier, the 
pride ana boast of Sir Miles : you know his weakness. He looked so 
displeased, when you said. What a droU-looking figure ! ' I was on 
thorns for you ! *' 

" What a pity ! I would not offend dear Sir Miles for the 
.world." 

. " Well, it's easy to make it up with him. Go, and tell him that he 
must take you to see Guy's Oaik, in the dell ; that you have heard so 
much about it ; and when you get him on his hobby, it is hard if you 
can't make your peace." 

"Oh ! I'll certainly do it. Master Vamey ; " and the young lady 
lost no time in obeying the hint. Gabriel had set other tongues on 
the same cry, so that there was a general exclamation, when the girl 
named the subject—" Oh, Guy's Oak, by all means ! " 

Much pleased with the enthusiasm this memorial of his pet ancestor 
produced. Sir Miles led the way to the dell, and, pausing as he reached 
the verge, said, — 

" I fear I cannot do you the honours ; it is too steep for my chair to 
descend safely." 

Gabriel whispered the fair comjpanion whose side he still kept to. 

"Now, my dear Sir Miles," cned the girl, " 1 positively won't stir 
without you ; I am sure we could get down the chair without a jolt. 
liOok there, how nicely the ground slopes ! Jane, Lucy, my dears, 
let us take charge of Sur Miles. Now, then." 
, Jhe gallant old gentleman would have marched to the breach m such 
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guidance ; he kissed the fair hands that lay so temptingly on his chait, 
and then rising with sumo difficulty, said, — 

" No. my dears, you have made me so young again« that I think I 
can walk down the steep with the best of you. 

So, leaning partly on his yalet^ and by the help of the hands 
extended to him, step after step. Sir Miles, with well-disguiaed ^ort, 
reached the huge roots of the oak. 

^ The hollow then was much smaller,'' said he, "so he was not so 
easily detected as a man would be now : the damned crop-^ars— I beg 
pardon, my dears— the rascally rebels, poked their swords through the 
fissure, and two went, one through nis jerkin, one through his arm ; 
but he took care not to swear at the liberty, and they went away, not 
suspecting him." 

While thus speakinfir. the young people were already playfully 
struggling which should first enter the oak. Two got precedence, 
and went in and out, one after the other. Gabriel toeatned hiud— 
" The blind owlets !" thought he, ''and I put the letter where a mole 
would have seen it!" 

" You know the spell when you enter an oak tree where the fairies 
haye been," he whispered to the fair object of his notjoe. " You 
must turn round three times, look carefully on the ground, and you 
will see the face you bye best. If I was but a little older, how I 
should pray ! 

" Nonsense !" said the girl, blushing, as she now slid through the 
crowd, and went timidly m ; presentfy she uttered a little exchuna- 
tion. 

The gallant Sir Miles stooped down to see what was the matter, 
and offering his hand as she came out, was startled to see her holding 
a letter. 

" Only think what I haye found ! " said the girl. " What a strange 
place for a post-office! Bless me! At is directed to Mr. Mam- 
waring!" 

"Mr. Mainwaring ! " cried three or four voices : but the baronet's 
was mute. His eye recognised Lucretia's hand ; nis tongue clove to 
the roof of his mouth ; the blood surged, like a sea, in his temples ; 
his face became purple. Suddenly Ghabriel, peeping over the girl's 
shoulder, snatchea awaj the letter. 

" It is my letter— it is mme ! What a shame in Mainwaring not to 
have come for it as he promised ! " 

Sir Miles looked round and breathed more freely. 

''Yours, Master Yamey!" said the young lady, astonished. 
" What can make your letters to Mr. Mainwaring such a secret P " 

" Oh ! you'll laugh at me ; but ^but 1 wrote a poem on Guy's 

Oak, and Mr. Mainwaring promised to get it into the County Paper 
for me ; and as he was to pass close by the park pales, through the 

wood yonder, on his way to D last Saturday,, we agreed that I 

should leave it here ; but he has forgotten his promise, I see." 

Sir Miles grasped the bov's arm with a convulsive pressure of grati- 
tude. There was a general cry for Gabriel to read ms poem on the 
spot; but the boy looked sheepish, and hung down his head, and 
seemed rather more disposed to cry than to recito. Sir Miles, with 
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an effort at siimilation that all his long practice of the world nerer 
could have nerved him to. nnexcited by a motive less strong than the 
hononr of his blood and house, came to the relief of the young wit 
that had inst come to his own. 

" Nay, he said« almost calmly, ''I know our yonng poet is too shv 
to obli^ you. I will take charge of your verses, Mast^ Gabriel ; 
and, with a grave air of command, he took the letter from the boy, 
and placed it in his pocket. 

The return to the house was less gay than the visit to the oak. 
The baronet himself made a feverish effort to appear blithe and 
d&(mnaire as before : but it was not successful. Fortunately, the 
carriages were all at the door as they reached the house, and luncheon 
being over, nothing delayed the pcfftutur oompliments of the ja^ts. 
As toe last caziia^ drove away. Sir Mues beckoned to Gabnel, and 
bade him follow him into his room. 

When there, he dismissed his valet, and said—- 

" Yon know, then, who wrote this letter. Biave yoa been in the 
secret of the oorrespcmdmce P ^^eak the truth, my dear boy, it shall 
cost jou nothing." 

"Oh, Sir Miles 1" cried QsksM, earnestly, "I biow nothing what- 
ever bevond this— that I saw the hand of my dear kind Miss Lucretia ; 
that I felt, I hardly knew why, that both tgu and she would not have 
those people discover it, which they would if the letter had been rar- 
cukted from one to tiie other, for some one would have known the 
hand as well as myself, and therefore I spoke, without thinking, the 
first thing that came into my head.'^ 

" You— Tou have obliged me and my niece, sir," said tiie baronet, 
trenraloQ8&; and then with a forced and sickly smile, he added— 
" some fo(msh vagary of Lucretia's, I suppose : 1 must scold her for 
it. Say nothing about it, however, to any one." 

"Ohno,^' 

" Good-by, my dear Gabrid I" 

" And that boy saved the h(»our of my niece's name— my mother's 
granddiild ! Oh, God ! this is biU»r !— m my old aj^e too !" 

He bowed his head over his hands, and tears finroed themselves 
through his fingers. He was long before he had ooiu*age to read the 
letter, though Ee litib foreboded aU the shock that it would nve him. 
It was the nrst letter, not destined to himself, q& which he oad ever 
broken the seal Even Hiat reodllection made the honourable cdd man 
pause ; but his duty was pj|ain and evid^ as head of the house, and 
guardian to his niece. Thrice he wiped his sped»cles; still they 
were dim, still the tears would come. He rose trembhi^ly, walked 
to the window, and saw the stately deer grouped in the disranoe, saw 
the church spire, that rose above the burial-vault of his ancestors, and 
ids heart suiak deeper and deeper, as he muttered — "Vain pride! 
|)ride !" Then he crept to the dow, and locked it, and at last, seat- 
ing himsdf firmly, as a wounded man to some ternbie operation, he 
vbbA the letter. 

Heaven support thee, old man ! thou hast to pass throng^ tiie bit- 
terest trial wnich honour and affection can undergo ;— household 
treason! When the wife lifts high the bbshless firant, and brasens 
' p 2 
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out her guilt ; wlien the child, with loud voice, throws off all control^ 
and makes boast of disobedience, man revolts at the audacity ; lus 
spirit arms against his wrong ; its face, at least, is bare ; the blow, if 
sacrilegious, is direct. But, when nula words and soft kisses conceal 
the worst foe I'ate can arm— when amidst the confidence of the heart 
starts up the form of Perfidy— when out from the reptile swells the 
fiend in its terror— when the breast on which man leaned for comfort, 
has taken counsel to deceive him— when he learns, that day after day, 
the Hfe entwined with his own has been a He and a stage-mime, he 
feels not the softness of grief, nor the absorption of rage; it is 
mightier than griel^ and more withering than rage ; it is a horror that 
appals. The heart does not bleed : the tears do not flow, as in woes 
to which humanity is commonly subiected; it is as if something that 
violates the course of nature had taken place : something monstrous 
and out of all thought and forewarning ; for the domestic traitor is a 
being: apart from the orbit of criminals : the felon has no fear of his 
innocent children ; with a price on his head, he lays it in safety on 
the bosom of his wife. In his home, the ablest man, the most subtle 
and suspecting, can be as much a dupe as the simplest. Were it not 
so as the role, and the exceptions most rare, this world were the riot 
ofahell! 

And therefore it is that to the household perfidy, in all lands, in all 
ages, God's curse seems to deave, and to God's curse man abandons 
it : he does not honour it by hate, still less will he lighten and share 
the ffuilt by descending to revenge. He turns aside with a sickness 
and loathing, and leaves Nature to purify from the earth the ghastly 
phenomenon she abhors. 

Old man, that she wilfully deceived thee-^that she abused thy 
belief — and denied to thy question— and profaned maidenhood to 
stealth,—- all this might have galled thee,— but to these wroiups old 
men are subjected they give mirth to our farces; maid ana lover 
are privileged impostors. But to have counted the sands in thine 
hour-glass, to have sate by thy^ side, marvelling when the wonooB 
should have thee — and looked smiling on thy face for the signs of the 
death-writ, — die quick, old man, the executioner hungers for the fee ! 

There were no tears in those eyes when they came to the dose — 
the letter feU noiselessly to the floor; and the head sank on the 
breast^ and the hands drooped upon the poor oriprled limbs, whose 
crawl m the sunshine hard youth had grudged. He felt humbled, 
stunned— crushed ; the pride was dean gone from him; the cruel 
words struck home— worse than a dpher aid he then but cumber the 
earth ? At that moment, old Ponto, the settei^ shook himself, looked 
up, and laid his head in ms master's lap; and 2)ash, jealous, rose also, 
and sprang, not actively, for Dash was old, too, upon his knees, and 
licked the numbed drooping hands. Now, people praise the fidelity 
of dogs till the theme is worn out, but nobody knows what a dog is, 
unless he has been deceived by men; then, that honest face; then, 
that sincere caress ; then, that coaxine whine that never lied 1 WelL 
what then P A dog is long-Hvea if he live to ten years— small 
career this to truth and friendsmp ! Now, when Sir ^es fdt that 
he was not deserted, and his look ^et those four fond eyes, fixed witii 



tliat strange wistfalness \rhicli, in our honrs of trouble, tlie eyes of a 
dog sympathisingly assume — an odd thought for a sensible man 
passed into him^howing, more than pages of sombre elegy, how 
deep was the sudden misanthropy that blackened the world around. 
** When I am dead/' ran that thought, "is there one human being 
whom I can trust to take charge of tne old man's dogs F " 
So— let the scene close ! 



CHAPTER VL 

THE WILL. 

The next day, or rather the next evening. Sir Miles St. John was 
seated before Ins unshared chicken : seated alone, and vafirnely sur- 
nrised at himself, in a large comfortable room in his old Hotel, 
Hanover-sauare ; — yes, he had escaped. Hast thou, O Reader, 
tasted the luxury of escape from a home where the charm is broken — 
where Distrust looks askant from the Lares ! In Tain had Dalibard 
remonstrated, coniured up dangers, and asked at least to accompany 
him. Excepting fds dogs and his old valet, who was too like a dog 
in his fond ndehty to rank amongst bipeds, Sir Miles did not wish to 
have about him a single face, familiar at Laughton,— Dalibard espe- 
cially. Lucretia's letter had hinted at plans and designs in Dalibard. 
It miffht be uigust, it might be ungratefol, but he grew sick at the 
thought that he was the centre-stone of sizatagems and plots. The 
smooth face of the Provencal took a wily expression in his eyes ; nay, 
he thought his very footmen watched nis steps as if to count how 
long belore they followed his bier! So^ breaking from all roughly 
with a shake of his head, and a lacomc assertion of business in 
London, he got into his carriase— his own old bachelor's lumbering 
trayelling carriage— and bade the post-boys drive fast, fast. Then, 
when he felt alone— quite alone— and the gates of the lodge swung 
behind him, he rubbed his hands with a schoolboy's glee, and chuckled 
loud, 83 if he enjoyed not only the sense but the fun of his safety— as 
if he had done something prodigiously cunnisff and clever. 

So when he saw himself snug in his old wejl;remembered hotel, in 
the same loom as of yore— when returned, brisk and gay, from the 
breezes of Weymouth, or the brouillards of Paris, he thought he shook 
hands again with ms youth. Age and lameness, apoplexy and 
treason^ all were forgotteii for the moment. And when, as the excite- 
ment died; those grim spectres came back again to his thoughts, they 
found their victim braced and prepared, staiming erect on that hearth, 
for whose hospitality he paid nis guinea a-day— his front, proud and 
defying. He felt yet that he had fortune and power, that a move- 
ment of his hand could raise and strike down, that^ at the verge 
of the tomb, he vras armed, to punish or reward, with the balance 
and the sword. Tripped in the smug waiter, and announced "Mr. 
Parchmount." 
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" Set a chair, and show bim in.*' 
The lawyer entered. 

" My dear Sir Miles, this is indeed a sniprise. What has brougbl 
you to town ? " 

" The common whim of the old, sir. I would alter my will." 

Three days did lawyer and client devote to the task, for Sir Miletf 
was minute, and Mr. Parchmount was precise ; and little difficulties 
arose, and changes in the first outline were made ; and Sir Miles, 
from the very depth of his disgust, desired not to act only from 
passion. In that last deed of his life, the old man was sublime. He 
sought to rise out of the mortal, fix his eyes on the Great Judge, 
weigh circumstances and excuses, and keen justice even and serene. 

Meanwhile, unconscious of the train laid afar, Lucretia reposed on 
the mine — reposed, indeed, is not the word, for she was agitated and 
restless that^ Mainwaring had not obeyed ner summons. She wrote 
to him again from Southampton the third day of her arrival; 
but before his answer came, she received this short epistle from 
London : — 

Mr. Parchmount presents bis compliments to Miss CSarering, and, 
by desire of Sir Miles St. John, requests her not to return to Lauffh- 
ton. Miss Clavering will hear further in a few days, when Sir Mixes 
has concluded the business that has brought him to London." 

This letter, if it excited much curiosity, did not produce alarm. , It 
was natural that Sir Miles should be busy in winding up his affairs : 
lus ioumev to London for that purpose was no ill omen to her pros* 
pects, ana her thoughts flew back to the one subject that tvrannized 
over them. Mainwaring's rq)ly, which came two days arterwardsL 
disouieted her much more. He had not fonnd the letter she had lefi 
for him in the tree. He was full of apprehensions ; he condemned 
the imprudence of callmff on her at Mr. Pielden's ; he be^d her to 
renounce the idea of suoi a risk. He would return again to Guy's 
Oak and search more narrowly—had she changed the spot where the 
former letters were placed? Yet now, not even the non-receipt of 
her letter, which she ascribed to the care with which she had concealed 
it amidst the dry leaves and moss^ disturbed her so much as the evi- 
dent constraint with which Mamwarinff wrote — the cautious and 
lukewarm remonstrance which answered her passionate appeal. It 
may be, that her very doubts, at times, of Mainwaring's affection had 
increased the ardour of her own attachment ; for in some natures, the 
excitement of fear deepens love more thaoi the calmness of trust. 
Now with the doubt for the first time flashed the resentment, and 
her answer to Mainwaring was vehement and imperious. But the 
next day came a messenger express from London, with a letter from 
Mr. Parchmount, that arrested for the moment even the fierce current 
of love. 

When the task had been completed— the will simed, sealed, and 
delivered— the old man had felt a load lifted from nis heart. Three 
or four of Lis old friends, bona vivans like himself, had seen his arrival 
duly proclaimed in the newspapers, and had hastened to welcome him. 
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Wamedbyfheffenialsifffat of faces assodiited witL the finnk jon of 
his Toai^ Sir Miles, if Le did not foigei the pradeat coimsels of 
DaHbard, concerred a pioad bitterness of joy in despising them. 
Why take sach care of the worn-out carcase ? His will was nuuie. 
What was left to life so peculiarly attractiye ? He invited his friends 
to a feast worthy of old: seasoned reyelkrs were thev, with a free 
eout for a Yent to all induLEence. So they came; and ther drank, and 
Qiey laughed, and they talked back their yonnf dm: they saw not 
the nerrons iiritatkm, the strain on the spirits, the heated membrana 
of the braoL which made Sir Miles the most ycmsl of all. It was a 
night of ni^ts— the old fellows were lifted back into their diariots or 
B^ans. Sn: Miles alone seemed as steady and sober as if he had 
supped with Diogenes. His servant, whose respectful admonitions 
haiobeen awed into silence, lent him his arm to oed, but Sir Miles 
scarcely touched it. The next morning, when the servant (who sli^ 
in the same room) awoke, to his surprise, the glare of a candla 
streamed on his eyes': he rubbed them : could he see right F— Sir 
Miles was seated at the table—he must have got nn, analighted a 
candle to write— noiselessly, indeed. The servant looked and looked, 
and the stillness of Sir Mues awed him : he was seated on an arm- 
chair, leaninff back. As awe succeeded to suspicion, he sprang xm, 
approached nis master, took his hand : it was cold, and fell hasmj 
from his dasp-^Sir Miles must have been dead for hours. 

The pen lay on the ground, where it had dropped from the hand; 
the letter on the table was scarcely commenced; the words ran 
thus— 

" LucsETiA,— You will return no more to my boose. You are 
free as if I were dead ; but I shall be just. JFouid that I had 
been so to your pnother— to your sister ! !But I am oU Doir aa you 
say, and *^ 

To one who could have seen into that poor, pioad heart, at the 
moment the hand paused for ever, what remamed unwritten would 
have been clear. There was, firsts the sharp struggle to conqiiar 
loathing repugnance, and address at all the false and degraided 
one; then came the sharp stin^ of ingratitude— then the idea of the 
He grudged, and the grave desired— then the stout victory over scorn 
—the resolution to be just— then the reproach of the conscience, that 
for so &r less an offence, the sister had oeen thrown aside— the com* 
fort, perhaps, found in her gentle and neglected child, obstinately 
repelled— then the conviction of all earthly vanity and nothin^piess — 
the look on into life, with the chilling sentiment that affection was 
gone— that he could never trust again— that he was too old to open 
His arms to new ties ; and then, before felt singly, all these thoughts 
united, and snapped the chord ! ^ ^ v 

In announcing his mournful intelligence, with more feeling than 
might have been expected from a lawyer (but even his lawyer bved 
Sir Miles), Mr. Parchmount observed, that " as the deceased lay at an 
hotel, and as Miss Clavering's presence would not be needed m the 
performance of the last rites, she would probably forbear the journey 
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to town. Nevertheless, as it was Sir Miles's wish that the will should 
be opened as soon as possible after his death, and it would, doubtless, 
contfun instructions as to his fiinera], it would be well that Miss Cla- 
vering and her sister should inunediately depute some one to attend 
the readme of the testament on their behalf. Perhaps Mr. Fielden 
would kindly undertake that melancholy office." 

To do justice to Lucretia, it must be said, that her first emotions, 
on the receu>t of this letter, were those of a poisnant and remorseful 
grief, for which she was unprepared. But how different it is to count 
on what shall follow death, and to know that death has come 1 Susan's 
sobbing sympathy availea not, nor Mr. Eielden's pious and te»rful 
exhortations : her own sinful thoughts and hopes came back to her, 
haunting , and stem as furies. She insisted at first upon going to 



door, for ul jdelded to her vehemence; but then het heart nusgave 
her : she did not dare to face the dead ! Conscience waved her back 
from the solemn offices of nature; she hid her face with her hands, 
shrunk a^fam into her room ; and Mr. Fielden, assuming unbidden the 
responsibility, went alone. 

Only Yemon (summoned from Brighton), the good clergyman, and 
the lawyer, to whom, as sole executor, the will was addressed, and in 
whose custody it had been leffc, were present when the seal of the 
testament was broken. The wiU was long, as is common when the 
dust that it disposes of covers some fourteen or fifteen thousand acres. 
But out of the mass of technicalities and repetitions these points of 
interest rose salient—To Charles Yemon, of Yemon Grange, Esq.. 
and his heirs by him lawfully begotten, were left aU the lands ana 
woods and manors that covered that space in the Hampshire map, 
known by the name of the *'Laughton prepay," on condition that 
he and his heirs assumed the name and arms of St. John ; and on the 
failure of Mr. Yemen's issue, the estate passed, , first (with the same 
conditions) to the issue of Susan Mivers; next to that of Lucretia 
Chtveiing. There the entail ceased— andthe contingency fell to the rival 
ingenuity of lawyers in hunting out, amongst tiie remote and forgotten 
descendants of some ancient St. John, the heir-at-law. To Lucretia 
Chivermg, without a word of endearment, was bequeathed £10,000: 
the usual portion which the house of St. John had allotted to its 
daughters : to Susan Mivers the same sum, but with the addition of 
these words, withheld from her aister—'" and mp blemng!" To 
Olivier Dahbard an annuity of £200 a year ; to Honor<6 Gabriel 
Yamey, £3,000; to the Eev. Matthew Eielden, £4,000; and the 
same sum to J ohn Walter Ardworth. To his favourite servant, Henry 
Jones, an ample provision, and the chai]^ of his dogs Dash and Fonto, 
with an allowance therefor, to be paid weekly, and cease at their 
deaths. Poor old man ! he made it the interest of their guardian not 
to grudge their lees of life. To his other attendants, suitable and 
munificent bequests, proportioned to the length of their services. 
For his body, he desired it to be buried in the vault of his ancestors 
without pomp, hut without a pretence to a humility which he had not 
manifested in life ; and he reriuested that a small miniature in his 
writing-desk should be placed in his cofiin. That List injunction was 
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Aiore than a seniimeBi : it bespoke the moral conviction of the happi- 
ness the original might have conferred on his life ; — of that happiness 
his pride had deprived him ; nor did he repent, for he had deemed 
pride a duty ; bnt the mnte likeness, bnried in his gr&VG—that told 
the might of the sacrifice he had made ! Death removes all distinc* 
tions, and in the cofSn the Lord of Langhton might choose his 
partner. 

When the will had been read, Mr. Parchmonnt produced two 
letters, one addressed in the hand of the deceased to Mr. Yemon, the 
other m the lawyer's own hand to Miss Clavering. The last endosed 
the fragment fonnd on Sir Miles's table, and her own letter to Main- 
waring, re-directed to her in Sir Miles's boldest and stateliest auto- 
graph. He had, no doubt, meant to return it in the letter left 
uncompleted. 

The letter to Vernon contained a copy of Lucretia's fatal epistle, 
and the following lines to Yemon himseu : 

"Mt deab Chakles,-— With much deliberation, and with natural 
reluctance to reveal to you my niece's shame, I feel it my duty to 
transmit to you the accompanymg enclosure, copied from the original 
with mj own hand, which the task suUied. I do so first, because 
otherwise you mi^ht, as I should have done in your place, feel bound 
in honour to persist in the offer of jrour hand— feel bound the more, 
because Miss Clavering is not my heiress ; secondly, because had her 
attachment been stronger than her interest, and she had refused your 
offer, vou might still have deemed her hardly and capriciously dealt 
with by me, and not only sought to augment her portion, but have 

frofaned the house of my ancestors by receiving ner there, as an 
onoured and welcome relative and ^est. Now. Charles Yemon, 
I believe, to the u^ost of my poor judgment, I nave done what is 
right and just. I have taken into consideration, that this young 
person has been brought up as a daughter of my house, and what 
the daughters of my nouse have received, I bequeath ner; I put 
aside, as far as I can, all resentment of mere family pride; I show 
that i do so. when I repair my harshness to my poor sister, and leave 
both her children the same provision. And if you exceed what I have 
done for Lucretia, unless, on more dispassionate consideration than I 
can ^ve, you conscientiously think me wrong, you insult my memory 
and impugn my justice. Be it in this as your conscience dictates ; but 
I entreat, I adjure. I command at least, that you never knowingly 
admit by a hearth, hitherto sacred to unblemished tmth and honour, 
a person who has desecrated it with treason. As gentleman to 
gentleman. I impose on you this solemn injunction. I could have 
wished to leave that young woman's children barred from the entail ; 
but our old tree has so few branches ! You are unwedded ; Susan, 
too. I must take my chance that Miss Claverins's children, if ever 
they inherit, do not imitate the mother. I conclude she will wed that 
Mainwaring; her children will have a low-bom father. Well, her 
race, at least, is pure. Clavering and St. J ohn are names to guarantee 
faith and honour; yet you see what she is !— Charles Yemon, it her issue 
inherit the soul of gentlemen, it must come, after all, not from the 
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well-bom moihcnr ! I hare lived to say this ; I, who— but perhaps if 

we had looked more dosely into the pedigree of those Glaverrngs ! 

''Marry yonrs^—manr soon« Cnarl^ Vernon, my dear Snsmau 
—keep the dd house in the old line, and true to its old fame. Be 
kind and good to my poor— don't strain on the tenants. By the way, 
Farmer Strongbow owes three years' rent— I lorgiTe him— pensioa 
him off— he can do no ^ood to the land, but he was bom on it, and 
mnst not fall on the pansL But to be kind and good to the poor, 
not to strain on the tenants, you nrast learn not to waste, my dear 
Charles. A needy man can never be g^enerons without being unjust. 
How give, if you are in debt P You will think of this— now— «<w — 
while your good heart is soft— while your feelings are moved. 
Charley Yemon, I think you will shed a tear when you see my arm- 
chair still and empty. And I would have left you the care of my 
dogs, but you are thoughtless, and will go much to Londcm, and they 
are used to the coontiy now. Old Jones will have a cottage in this 
village ; he has promised to live there : drop in now and then, and see 
poor Ponto and Dash. It is late, ana old friends come to dme here. 
ho, if anything happens to me, and we don't meet again, good bye» 
and God bless you.— Your affectionate kirownan. 

**^MxLBs Si, John." 



CHAPTER VIL 

THB SKGAaBMENT. 

It is somewhat less than three months after the death of Sir Miles 
St. John— November reigns in London. And reigps" seems scarcely 
a metaphysical expression as applied to the sullen, absolute sway 
which that drearv month (first m the dynasty of Winter) Bpieada 
over the passive, dejected city. Elsewhere in England, November is 
no such gloomy, grim fellow as he is described. Over the brown glebes 
and changed woods in the country, his still face looks contemplative 
and mild : and he has soft smiles, too, at times— lighting up his taxed 
vassals the noves,— gleaming where the leaves still chng to the 
boughs^ — and reflected in dimples from the waves which sti^l glide free 
from his chains. But as a conqueror, who makes his home in the 
capital, weighs down with hard policy the mutinous citizens, l^i^ ere 
his iron influence is felt in the province, so the first tyrant of TVmter 
has only rigour and frowns for London. The very aspect of the way- 
farers has the look of men newly enslaved; cloaked and muffled, they 
steal to and fro through the dismal fogs. Even the children creep 
timidlv through the streets ; the carriages go cautious and hearse- 
like along ; davlight is dim and obscure : the town is not filled, nor 
the brisk mirtn of Christmas commenced ; the unsocial i^dows flit 
amidst the mist, like men on the eve of a fatal conspiracy. Each other 
month in London has its charms for the experiencea. Even from 
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Atlgiist to Oetober, when The Seascm lies darmftBt, ftnd Eashioa 
forbids her sons to be seen, within hearing of Bow, the trne lorer of 
London finds pleasure still at hand, if he seareh for her dnly ihe 
eariy walks throngh the parks and green Kensington Gardens, which 
now chan^ their charac£» of resort, and seem rnral and countrylike^ 
but yet with more life than the country ; for on the benches beneath 
the trees, and along the sward, and np the malls, are living beings 
enough to interest the eye, and dirert the thoughts, if yon are a guesser 
into character, and amateur of the human uoe : fresh nursery-maid 
and playfol cmldren, and the old shabby-genteel buttoned-np officer, 
musmg on half-pay, as he sits alone in some alcove of Kemui, or leans 
pensive over the rail of the vacant Bing: and early tradesman, or 
clerk from the suburban lodspng, trudging brisk to ms business,— for 
business never ceases in Lonoon ; then at noon, what delight to escape 
to the banks at Putney or BichmoncL— the row up the river,— the 
fishing-punt,— the ease at your ion till dark 1— or, if this tempt not, 
still, Autumn shines dear and calm over the roofs, where the smoke 
has a holiday : and how dean gleam the vistas through the tranquil- 
lised thoroughfares ; and as you saunter along, you have all Lonaon 
to yourself, Andrew Selkirk, but with the mart of the world for your 
desert ! And when October comes on, it has one characteristic of 
spring,— life busily returns to the city; you see the shops bustling up, 
trade flowing back ; as birds scent the April, so the children d com- 
merce plume their wings, and prepare for the first slack returns of the 
season. But November !— strange the taste, stout the lungs^ grief- 
defying tbe heart of the visitor who finds charms and joy in a Lcmdon 
November. 

In a small lodging-house in Bulstrode-street, Manchester-square, 
grouped a famiLv m mourning, who had had the temerity to come to 
town in November, for the purpose, no doubt, of raising their spirits. 
In the dull small drawing-room of the dull small house, we introduce 
to you, first, a middle-aged gentleman, whose dress showed, what dress 
now fails to show— his profession ; nobody could mistake the cut of 
the dotk and the shape of the hat, for he had just come in horn a 
walk, ana not from discourtesy, but abstraction, the broad brim stiU 
shadowed his pleasant placid face. Parson spoke out in him, from 
beaver to buckle. By the coal fire, where, through volumes of smoke, 
fussed and flickered a pretension to flame, sat a middle-aged lady, 
whom, without being a copjuror, vou would pronounce at once to be 
wife to the parson ; and sundry children sat on stools all about her,, 
with one book between them, and a low whispered mummr from their 
two or three nursed-up Hps, announcing that that book was super- 
fluous. By the last of tmree dim-looki^ windows, made dimmer by 
brown moreen draperies, edged i^nteeS^ with black cotton velvet, 
stood a ^1 of very soft and pensive expressicoi of features— pretty, 
unquestionably— excessively pretty; but there was something so deli- 
cate and elegnit about her, — the bend of her head, the shape of her 
slight figure, the little fair hands crossed one on each other, as the 
face mournfully and listlessly turned to the window— that " pretty** 
would have seemed a word of praise, too often proffered to mUliner 
and serving-maid; neverthdess, it was perhaps the right one; hand- 
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some would have implied something statelier^ and more eommandin^ 
— ^beautifn], greater rernkrity of feature, or richness of colouring. 
The person^ who Bince nis entrance had oeen walking up and down 
the small room with Mi hfiods behind him, glancing now and then at 
the yotui? hidy, but not ipcakm^, at length paused from that mono- 
tonoTja f'XiTclsr hj Wk- rlsair of his wife, and touched her shoulder. 
Whf ,^r!»[H)[ d frnni Iht w-jrk, wliicfs, more engrossing than elegant, was 
nol hin^' If ^jH ihun what technically called "the taking in" of a oer- 
taiii bhic jacket^ whiohww «)m^ |o pass from Matthew, the eldest 
horn, to David, the Beodoi^ &6kea up at her husband affection- 
ntcty ; het husband, however, ^poke not, he only made a sign, partly 
wii h his eyebrow, partly witli a jerk of his thumb overTiis right 
shoulder, in the diactivJii of flu /oung lady we have described, and 
then rnn iph^icil t!u^ imniomiute v, ] ih a melancholy shake of the head. 
Tlie wife t umed round, and looked hard, the scissors horizontally 
raised in one hand, while the other reposed on the cujff of the jacket. 
At this moment a low knock was heard at the street-door. The 
worthy pair saw the girl shrink back, with a kind of tremulous move- 
ment I presently there came the sound of a footstep below— the creak 
of a hinge on the ground-floor— and again all was silent. 

" That is Mr. Mainwaring's knock,** said one of the children. 

The girl left the room abruptly, and, light as was her step, they 
heard her steal up the stairs. 

"My dears," said the parson, "it wants an hour yet to dark, you 
mav go and walk in the square." 

" Tis so dull in that ugly square, and they won't let us into the 
green. I am sure we'd rather stay here," said one of the children, 
as spdkesman for the rest, and they all nestled closer round the 
hearth. 

" But, my dears," said the parson, simply, " I want to talk alone 
with your mother. However, if you like best to go and keep quiet in 
your own room, you may do so." 

" Or we can go into Susan's ?" 

"No," said the parson ; " vou must not disturb Susan." 

" She never used to care about being disturbed. I wonder what's 
come to herP" 

The parson made no rejoinder to this half-petulant question. The 
children consulted together a moment^ and resolved that the square, 
though so dull, was less dull than their own little attic. That being 
decided, it was the mother's turn to address them. And though 
Mr. Fielden was as anxious and fond as most fathers, he grew a little 
impatient before comforters, kerchiefs, and mu£Pattees were arranged, 
and minute exordiums as to the danger of crossing the street, ana 
the risk of patting strange dogs, &c. &o., were half-way concluded ; 
— with a shrug and a smile, he at length fairly pushed out the chil* 
dren, shut the door, and drew the chair close to nis wife's. 
" My dear," he began at once, " I am extremely uneasy about that 



" What ! Miss Clavering P Indeed, she eats almost nothing at all, 
and sits so moping alone ; but she sees Mr. Mainwaring every day. 
What can tt'tf do P She is so proud, I'm afraid of her." 
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" My dear, I waa not thinking of Mids Clayerinff, thoo^li I did not 
interrupt you, for it is very true that she is much to be pitied." 

" And I am sure it was for her sake alone that you agreed to 
Susan's request, and got Blackman to do duty for you at the vicarage, 
while we all came up nere, in hopes London town would divert her. 
We left all at sixes and sevens ; and I should not at all wonder if 
John made away with the apples.*' 

" But, I say," resumed the parson, without heeding that mournful 
foreboding^*' I say, I was then only thinking of Susan. You sco 
howpalo and sad she is grown." 

" Why, she is so very soft-hearted, and she must feel for her 
sister.? 

*' But her sister, though she thinks much, and keeps aloof from 

us, is not sad herself ; only reserved. On the contrary, I believe she 

bas now got over even poor Sir Miles's death." 
" And the loss of the ereat property I" 
"Me, Mary ! " said Mi. Kelden, almost austerely, 
Mary looked down, rebuked, for she was not one of the high- 

spiiited wives who despise their husbands for goodness. 
" Ibeg pardon, my dear," she said, meekly ; "it was very wrong 

in me; out I cannot— do what I will~I cannot like that Miss 

Clavermg." 

" The more need to judge her with charity. And, if what I fear 
is the case, I'm sure we can't feel too much compassion for the poor, 
blinded young lady." 

" Bless my heart, Mr. Fielden, what is it you mean P" 

The parson looked round, to be sure the door was quite closed, and 
replied, in a whisper—" I mean, that I fear William Mainwaring 
loves not Lucretia, but Susan." 

" The scissors fell from the hand of Mrs. Eielden ; and though one 
point stuck in the ground, and the other point threatened war upon 
flounces and toes, strange to say, she did not even stoop to remove 
the chevaux^'frUe, 

" Why, then, he's a most false-hearted young man !" 

"To blame, certainly," said Fielden; "I don't say to the con- 
trary, though I like the young man, and am sure that he's more timid 
than false. I may now tell you— for I want your advice, Mary — 
what I kept secret before. When Mainwaring visited us, many 
monthfi ago, at Southampton, he confessed to me that he felt warmly 
for Susan, and asked if I thought Sir Miles would consent. I knew 
too well how proud the poor old sentleman was, to give him any such 
hopes. So he left very honourably. You remember, after he went, 
that Susan's spirits were low— you remarked it." 

" Yes, indeed, I remember. But when the first shock of Sir Miles's 
death was over« she got back her sweet colour, and looked cheerful 
enough." 

" Because, perhaps, then she felt that she had a fortune to bestow 
on Mr. Mainwaring, and thought aU obstacle was over." 
" Why, how clever you are ! How did you get at her thoughts P " 
"My own folly— my own rash folly," almost groaned Mr. Fielden, 
" For, not guessing that Mr. Mainwaring could have got engaged 
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neanwliile to Lncretia, and suspecting how it was with^Susan's poor 
little heart, I let out. m a jest— Heaven foreive me !— what William 
had said ; and the dear cnild blushed, ana kissed me, and— why a 
day or two after, when it was fixed that we should come up to Lon- 
dcm, Lucretia informed me, with her freedng politeness, that she 
was to many Mainwaiing herself, as soon as her first mourning was 
over." ♦ 
" Poor, dear— dear Susan ! " 

" Susan behaved like an a^el; and when I broached it to her, I 
thought she was calm ; and I am sure she prayed with her whole 
heart that both might be happy." 

"Tm sure she did. What is to be done? I understand it all 
now. Dear me, dear me !— a sad piece of work, indeed." And Mrs. 
Eielden abstractedly picked up the scissors. 

" It was not till our coming to town, and "Mx. Mainwaring's visits 
to Lucretia, that her strength gave way." 

" A hard, sight to bear : I never could have borne it, my love. If 
I had seen you paying court to another, I should have— I dpn't 
know what i should have done I But what an artful wretch this 
young Mainwaring must be." 

" Not very artful ; for you see that he looks even sadder than 
Susan. He got entangled somehow, to be sure. ^ Perhaps he had 

given up Susan in despair; and Miss Clavering, if haughty,' is no 
oubt a very superior young lady ; and, I dare say, it is only now 
in seeing them Doth together, and comparing the two, that he feels 
what a treasure he has lost. Well, what do you advise, Mary ? 
Mainwaring, no doubt, is bound in honour to Miss Clavenng • but 
she will be sure to discover, sooner or later, the state of his feelings, 
and then I tremble for both. Fm sure she will never be happy, 
while he will be wretched ; and Susan— I dare not think upon Susan 
-—she has a cough that goes to my heart." 

" So she has ; that cough— you don't know the money I spend on 
black-currant jelly ! What's my advice P why, Fd speak to Miss 
Clavering at once, if I dared. I'm sure love will never break her 
heart : and shels so proud, she'd throw him off without a sigh, if she 
knew how thbgs stood." 

' I believe you are right." said Mr. Pielden ; " for truth is the best 
policy, aft» all. Still, it s scarce my business to meddle ; and if it 
were not for Susan— well, weU, I must ihmk of it, and pray Heaven 
to direct me." 

This conference suffices to explain to the reader the stage to which 
the history of Lucietia had arrived. Willingly we pass over what it 
were scarcely possible to describe— her first shock at the faU from 
the expectations of her life; — fortune, rank, and what she valued 
more than either, power— crushed at a blow. IiVom the dark and 
sullen despair into which she was first plunged, she was roused into 
hope— into something like joy— by Mainwarmg's letters. Never had 
they been so warm and so tender ; for the young man felt not only 
poigmant remorse that he had been the cause of her downfall (thougn 
she Droke it to him with more delicacy than might have been expected 
torn the state of her feelings and the hardness of her character), but 
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he felt also imperioushr the obli£;atioms vhidi her loss rendered more 
binding than ever. He persuaoed, he urged, he forced himself into 
affection ; and, nrobablv, without a mnrmnr of his heart,, he would 
have gone with her to the altar, and, once wedded, custom and duty 
woulo. have strengthened the chain imposed on himself, had it not 
been for Lueretia's fatal eagerness to see him, to come up to London, 
where she induced him to meet her— for with her came Susan ; and 
in Busan's averted £aoe, and trembliujgp hand, and mute avoidance of 
his eye, he read all which the poor dissembler fancied she concealed. 
But the die wafi cast, the union announced, the time fixed, and dav 
by day he came to the house, to leave it in anguish and despair. A 
feeling they shared in common caosed these two unhappy persons to 
shun each other. Mainwarinff rarely came into the usual sitting- 
room of the family ; and when he did sa chiefly in the evening, Susan 
usually took refuge in her own room. If they met it was by accident^ 
on the stairs, or at the sudden opening of a door ; then not only no 
word, but scarcely even a look, was exchanged ; neither had the 
courage to face the other. Perhans, of tl^ two, this reserve weighed 
most on Susan ; nezhaps she most yearned to break the silence, for 
she thought she divined the cause of Mainwaring's gloomy and mute 
constraint, in the upbraidinffs of his conscience, which might doubt- 
less recall—if no positive pledge to Susan— at least, those words and 
tones which betray the one heart, and seek to allure the other; and 
the profound melaadioly stamped on his whole person, apparent even 
to her hurried fflanee. touched her with a compassion free from all 
the bitterness of selfish reproach. She fancied she could die happy if 
she could remove that cloud from his brow, that shadow from ois 
conscience. Die— for she thought not of me. She loved gently, 
quietly; not with the vehement passion that belongs to stronger 
natures ; but it was the love of which the voung and the pure have 
died. The face of the Genius was calm ana soft ; and only by lower- 
ing of the hand do you see that the torch bums out, and that the 
image too serene for earthly love, is the genius of loving Death. 

Absorbed in the egotism oi her passion— increased, as is ever the 
case with women^ even the worst, by the sacrifices it had cost her— 
and if that passion paused, by the ^rgy of her ambition, which 
alreadv besan to scheme and re-construct new scaffolds to repair the 
mined walls of the ]^ast. Lucretia as yet had not detected what was 
so apparent to the simple sense of Mr. Fielden. That Mainwarinjg 
was grave, and thoughtful, and abstracted, she ascribed only to his 
erief at the thought of h^ loss, and his anxieties for her altered 
future ; and in her efforts to console him,, her attempts to convince 
him that greatness in England did not consist only in lands and 
manors— that in the higher walks of life which conduct to the Temple 
of Renown, the leaders of the procession are the aristocracy of know- 
ledge and of intellect— she so oetrayed, not generous emulation! and 
high-souled aspiring, but the dark, unserupulous. tortuous ambition 
of cunning, stratagem, and intrigue, that instead of feeling ^teful 
and encouraged, he shuddered and revolted. How, accompamed and 
led by a spirit which he felt to be stronger and more commanding 
than ms own— how preserve the whiteness of his soul, the uprightness 
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of his honour ? AJi-eady he felt himself debased. Eat in the still trial 
of domestic intercourse, with the daily, hourly dripping on the stone, 
in the many struggles between truth and falsenood, guile and candour, 
which men — and, above all, ambitious men— must wage, what darker 
angel would whisper him in his monitor? Still he was bound — 
bound with an iron band— he writhed, but dreamed not of escape. 

The day after that of !Fielden's coiuerence with his wife, an unex- 
pected visitor came to the house. Olivier Dalibard called. He had 
not seen Lucretia since she had left Laughton, nor had any corre- 
spondence passed between them. He came at dusk, just after Main- 
waring's dailv visit was over, and Lucretia was stiU in the parloiir 
which she had appropriated to herself. Her brow contracted as his 
name was announcecC and the maid-servant lighted the candle on the 
table, stirred the fire, and gave a tug at the curtains. Her eye, 
glancing from his, round the mean room, with its dingy, horsehair 
nimiture, involuntarily impHed the contrast between the past state, 
and the present, which lus sight could scarely help to impress on her. 
But she welcomed hun with her usual stately composure, and without 
reference to what had been. Dalibard was secretly anxious to dis- 
cover if she suspected himself of any a^ncv in the detection of the 
eventful letter, and. assured by her manner that no such thought was 
yet harboured, he thought it Tbest to imitate her own reserve. He 
assumed, however, a manner that, far more respectful than he ever 
before observed to his pupiL was nevertheless sufficiently kind and 
familiar to restore them graaually to their old footing ; and that he 
succeeded was apparent, when, mer a pause, Lucretia said abruptlv 
— "How did Sir Miles St. Jolm discover my correspondence with 
Mr. Mainwarinff ? " 

" Is it possible that vou are ignorant P Ah, how— how should you 
know it?'' And Dalioard so simply explained the occurrence, in 
which, indeed, it was impossible to trace the hand that had moved 
springs which seemed so entirely set at work by an accident, that 
despite the extreme suspiciousness of her nature, Lucretia did not 
see a pretence for accusmg him. Indeed, when he related the little 
subterfuge of Gabriel his attempt to save her by taking the letter on 
himself, she felt thanxful to the boy, and deemed Gabriel's conduct 
quite in keeping with his attachment to herself. And this accounted 
satisfactorily for the only circumstance that had ever troubled her 
with a doubt— viz., the legacy left to Gabriel. She knew enough of 
Sir Miles to be aware that he would be gratefal to any one who had 
saved the name of his niece, even while most embittered against her, 
from the shame attached to clandestine correspondence. 

" It is strange, neverthdess," said i^e, thoughtfully, after a pause, 
" that the girl should have detected the letter, concealed, as it was, 
by the leaves that covered it." 

" But," answered Dalibard, readily, "you see two or three persona 
had entered before, and their feet must have displaced the leaves." 

" Possibly; the evil is now past recall." 

"And Mr. MainwaringP do you still adhere to one who has cost 
you so much, poor child P " 
" In ^ee months more I shall be his wife," 
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Dalibsrd sighed deeplv, but offered no remonstrance. 

"Well," he said, taking her hand with mingled reverence and 
affection— "well, I oppose your inclinations no more, for now th»e is 
nothing to risk ; yon are mistress of your own fortune ; and since 
Mainwanng has talents, that fortune will suffice for a career. Are 
you at length convinced that I have conquered mv follj P that I was 
disinterested when I incurred your disnleasure r If so, ean you 
restore to me your friendship F You will have some struggle with 
the world, and^ with my long experience of men and life, even I, the 
poor exile, may assist you." 

And so thought Lucretia ; for with some dread of Dahbard's craft 
she yet credited his attachment to herself, and she felt profound 
admiration for an intelligence more consummate and accomplished 
than any ever yet submitted to her comprehension. !From that time. 
Balibard became an habitual visitor at the house ; he never interfered 
with Lucretia's interviews with Mainwaring; he took the union for 
granted, and conversed with her cheerfully on the prospects before 
her ; he ingratiated himself with the Pieldens, played with the dul- 
dren. made himself at home, and in the evening when Mainwarinff, 
as often as he could find the excuse, absented hunself from the fam^ 
circle, he contrived to draw Lucretia into more social intercourse 
with her homely companions than she had before condescended to 
admit. Good Mr. Fielden rqoiced : here was the very person, the 
old friend of Sir Miles, the preceptor of Lucretia herseff, evidently 
most attached to her, having influence over her-^the very person to 
whom to confide his embarrassment. On6 day, therefore, when 
DaUbard had touched his heart by noticing the paleness of Susan, 
he took him aside, and told him all. ** And now " concluded the 
pastor, hoping he had found one to relieve him of his dreaded and 
ungracious task, "don't you think that I— or, rather, yotl — 
as so old a fnend, should speak frankly to Miss Glaveri^ 
.herself." 

" No, indeed," said the Provencal, quickfy; "if we spoke to her 
she would disbelieve us. She would no doubt appeal to Mainwaring, 
and Mainwaring would have no choice but to contradict us. Once 
put on his ffuard, he would control his very sadness. Lucretia^ 
offended, miijht leave your house, and certainly she would regard her 
sister as having influenced your confession— a position unworthj Miss 
Mivers. But do not fear ; if the evil be so. it carries with it its ine- 
vitable remedy. Let Lucretia discover it herself; but, pardon me, 
she must have seen, at your first reception of Mainwanng, that he 
had before been acquainted with you P" 

" She was not in the room when we first received Mainwaring, and 
T have always been distant to him, as you may suppose, for I felt dis- 
appomted and displeased. Of course, however, she is aware that we 
knew hun before she did. What of that ?" 

" Why. do you think then he told her at Laughton of this acquaint- 
ance P— that he spoke of Susan P— I suspect not." 

" I cannot say, I am sure," said Mr. rielden. 

"Ask her that question accidentally, and for the rest be discreet, 
my dear sir. I thank you for your confidence. I will watch well 
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over my poor young pupil. She must not, indeed, fiadrified to a 
man whose affections are engaged elsewhere.'* 

Dalibard trod on air as he left the house • his very countenance had 
changed ; he seemed ten years younger. It was evening ; and sud- 
denly, as he came into Oxlord-street, ne encountered a knot of young I 
men— noisy and laughing loud— obstructing the pavement, breaking i 
jests on the more sober nassen^ers, and attracting the especial ana 
admiring attention of sundry ladies in plumed hats and scarlet pelisses ; 
for the streets then enjoyed a gay liberty which has. vanished from 
London with the lautems of the watchmen. Nosiest, and most con- 
spicuous of these descendants of the Mohawks, the sleek and orderly 
scholar beheld the childish figure of his son. Nor did Gabriel shnnK 
from his father's eye, stem and scornful as it was, but rather braved 
the glance with an impudent leer. 

Bight, however, in the midst of the group, strode the Provencal, 
and laying his hand very gently on the boy's shoulder, he said — " My i 
son, come with me." i 

Gabriel looked irresolute, and glanced at his companions. De- i 
lighted at the prospect of a scene, they now gathered rounds with 
countenances and gestures that seemed httle disposed to acknowledge ' 
the parental authoritv. i 

" Gentlemen," said Da]ib»*d, turning a shade more pale, for thouga i 
morally most resolute, physically he was not brave — " gentlemen, I , 
must beg you to excuse me— this child is my son ! " 

" But Art is his mother," replied a tall, raw-boned young man, with 
long tawnv hair streamine down from a hat very mucn battered. "At 
the juvenile age, the child is consigned to the mother ! Have I said 
it P' and he turned round theatrically to his comrades. 

** Bravo ! " cried the rest, clapping their hands. 

"Down with all tyrants and fathers — hip, hip, hurrsdi!" and 
the hideous diapason nearly split the drum of the ears iato which it 
resounded. 

" Gabriel-" whispered the father, "you had better follow me, had 
S/ounotF Reflect r' So saying, he bowed low to the unpropitious 
assembly, and, as if yielding the victory, stepped aside, and crossed 
over towards Bond-s6reet. 

Before the din of derision and triumph died away, Dalibard looked 
back, and saw Gabriel behind him. 

" Approach, sir," he said, and as the boy stood still, he added, "I 
promise peace, if you will accept it." 

"Peace, then I" answered Gabriel, and he joined his father's 
side. 

" So " said Dalibard, "when I consented to your studying Art, as , 
Tou call it, under your mother's most respectable brother, I ought to 
nave contemplated what would be the natural and becoming compa- 
nions of the rising Raffaele I have given to the world." 

"I own, sir," replied Gabriel, demurely, "that they are riotous 
fellows, but some of^them are clever, and — ;-" , 

" And excessively drunk," interrupted Dalibard, examining the gait 
of his son. "Do you learn that accomplishment also, by way of 
uteadying your hand for the easel P"_^^ 
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"Nd, sir; I like wine well enougli, but I would not be drunk for 
the world. I see people when they are drunk are mere fools— let out 
their secrets^ and show themselves up." 

* Well said," repHed the father, almost admiringly ; " but a truce 
with this bantering, Gabriel. Can you imagine that 1 will permit you 
any longer to remain with that vagabond Vamey, and yon crew of 
Vauriem? You will come home with me: and if you must be a 
'painter, I will look out for a more trustworthy master." 

* I shall stay where I am " answered Gabriel, firmly, and com- 
pressing his lips with a force that leffc them bloodless. 

" What, boy P do I hear right P Dare you disobey me ? Dare you 
defv?" 

* Not in your house, so I will not enter it again." 
Dalibard laughed, mockingly. 

" Teite! but this is modest ! You are not of age. vet, Mr. Vamey ; 
— y)u are not free from a father's tyrannical control.^' 

* The law does not own you as my father^ I am told, sir ; you have 
said my name rightly—it is Vamey, not Dahbard. We have no rights 
over each other; so at least says Tom Passmore, aad his fathers a 
lawyer!" 



bard's hand griped his son's arm fiercelv. Despite his pain, 
which was acute, the child uttered no cry : but he growled beneath 
his teeth, Beware I beware!— or my mother's son may avenge her 
death!" 

Dalibard removed his hand, and staggered as if struck. Gliding 
from his side, Gabriel seized the occasion to escape ; he paused, how- 
ever, midway in the dull lamp-lit kennel, when he saw himself out of 
reach, and then approaching cautiously, said—" I know I am a boy, 
but you have maiie me man enough to take care of myself. Mr. 
Varney, my unde, will maintain me— when of age, old Sir Miles has 
provided for me. Leave me in peace— treat me as free; and I will 
visit you, help you when you want me — obey you still, — ^yes, follow 
your instructions ; for I know you are" — ^he paused — " you are wise ; 
but if you seek again to make me your slave, you will only find 
me your foe. Good mght; and remember that a bastard has no 
father!" 

With these words he moved on, and hurrying down the street, 
turned the comer, and vanished. 

Dalibard remamed motionless for some minutes— at length, he 
muttered, "Ay, let him go, he is dangerous !— What son ever revolted 
even from the worst father, and throve in life P— Pood for the gibbet ! 
What matters?" 

When next Dalibard visited Lucretia, his manner was changed— 
the cheerfulness he had before assumed gave place to a kind of melan- 
choly compassion; he no longer entered into her plans for the future, 
but woultt look at her moumfally, start up, and walk away. She 
would have attributed the change to some return of his ancient 
passion, but 'she heard him once murmur with unspeakable pity. 

Poor child— poor child ! " A va^e apprehension seized her— first, 
indeed, caught from some remarks dropped by Mr. Pielden, which 
were less discreet than Dalibard had recommended. A day or two 
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afterwards, slie asked Mainwaring, carelessly, ^ 

spoken to ner at Langhton of his acqnamtance with Iielden." 
" You asked me that before/' he said, somewhat sullenlr. 
"Did IP I forget! But how was it? Tell me again/' 
**I scaircely know," he replied, confusedly; "we were always 

talking of each other, or poor Sir Miles— our own hopes and 

fears." 

This was true, and a lorei^s natural excuse. In the present of lore 
all the past is foi^otten. 

" Still," said Lucretia, with her sidelong glance— " still, as you 
must have seen much of my own sister " 

Mainwaring, while she sp9ke, was at work on a button on his gaiter 
—(gaiters were then worn tight at the ancle)— the effort brought the 
blood to his forehead. 

" But," he said, still stooping at his occupation, "you were so little 
intimate with your sister,—! feared to offend. Family differences are 
so difScuIt to approach." 

Lucretia was satisfied at the moment. For so vast was her stake 
in Mainwaring's heart, so did her whole heart and soul grapple to the 
rock left serene amidst the deluge, that she habitually and. resolutely 
thrust from her mind all the doubts that at times invaded it. 

" I know." she would often say to herself— "I know he does not 
love as I do— but man never can, never ought to love as woman ! 
Were I a man, I should scorn myself if I could be so absorbed in one 
emotion as I am proud to be now— I, poor woman !— I know," again 
she would think, — "1 know how suspicious and distrustful I am— I 
must not distrust Mm—1 shall only irritate— I may lose him : I dare 
not distrust— it would be too dreadful." 

Thus, as a system vigorously embraced by a determined mind, she 
had schooled and forced, herseli into reliance on her lover. His words 
now, we say, satisfied her at the moment ; but afterwards, in absence, 
thev were recalled, in spite of herself— in the midst of fears, shapeless 
and undefined. Involuntarily she began to examine the countenance, 
the movements, of her sister— to court Susan's society more than she 
had done— for her previous indifference had now deepened into bitter- 
ness. Susan, the neglected and despised, had become her equal — 
nay, more than her equal— Susan's children would have precedence to 
her own in the heritage of Laughton ! Hitherto she had never deigned 
to talk to her in the sweet familiarity of sisters so placed— never 
deigned to confide to her those feelings for her future husband, wliich 
burned lone and ardent in the close vault of her guarded heart. Now, 
however, she began to name him, wind her arm into Susan's, talk of 
love and home, and the days to come ; and as she spoke she read the 
workings of her sister's face. That part of the secret grew dear 
almost at the first glance. Susan loved— loved William Mainwaring ; 
but was it not a love hopeless and unretumed P Might not this be the 
cause that had made Mainwaring so reserved P He might have seen, 
or conjectured, a conquest he had not sought j and hence, with manly 
delicacy, he had avoided namingf Susan to liucretia ; and now, nerhaps, 
sought the excuses which at times had chafed and wounded her for 
not joining the household circle. If one of those who glance over 
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these psges dumoe to be a person more tiian lutuiUy able and acute— 
a i^enson who haa loved and been deceived— he or she, no matter 



tbe contrary, recak all the little drcomstauces that jiuBkify trust and 
make head against snspioion^ it will not render the citadel at the 
mere sonnd oT the ^rampet; it arms all its forces, and bars its gates 
on the foe. Hence it is, that the perscHui most easy to dupe in matters 
of affection are nsually those most* astute in the larger affairs of life. 
Moliere, reading evcay riddle in the vast comj[dexities of human 

profligate 



<toaoter, and cljpgingjt in self-imposed credu]it}^ to his pi 
wife, is a tvpe of a striking truth. Still, a foreboding, a wanung 
instmct witnneld Lucretia m>m plumbing farther into the deeps ot 
her own fears. So hoirible was the thought that she had been 
deceived, that rather than face it, she would have preferred to deceive 
herself. 13us poor bad heart shrunk &om inquiry— it trembled at the 
idea of cond^onation. She hailed with a sentiment of release, that 
partook of rapture* Susan's abrupt announcement one morning, that 
she had accepted an invitation mm some relations of her father, to 
sp^ some nme with them at their villa near Hampstead; she was 
to go the end of the week. Lucretia hailed it, thou^ she saw the 
eause. Susan shrank from the name of Mainwaring on Lucretia's 
lips-^shrank from the familiar intercourse so ruthlessly forced on 
her 1 With a bright ^e^ that day, Lucretia met her lover : yet she 
wcNild not tell hSn of Suaan's intended departures-she had not the 



Paubard was foiled. Thj^ contradiction in Lucretia's tempp— so 
suanicious— so determined— puzzled even his penetraticm. He saw 
thai hcHdei tactics were required. He waylaid Mainwaring on the 
young man's way to his lodgings, and. after talkmg to him on indiffe- 
rent matters, as2ed him carelesslyi whether he < 



not think Susan 

fax gone in a decline. Affecting not to notice the ccmvulsive start 
with which the miestion was received, he went on — 

"There is evmently something on her mind— I observe that her 
eyes are often red as with weepmgr— poor girl !— perhaps some silly 
)ove affieur. However, we shall not see her again before vour mar- 
riage ; she is going away in a dav or two ; the change ot air may 
possibbr yet restore her : I own, though, I fear the worst. At this 
we of the year, and in your cliioate, such complaints as I take hers 
to be are xai)id. Good day. We may meet this evening." 

Terror-stricken at these barbarous words, Mainwanng no sooner^ 
reached his lodgings than he wrote and despatched a note to Fields 
entreating him to call. 

The Vicar obeyed the summons, and found Mainwanng in a state 
of mind bordering on distraction ; nor when Susan was named did 
lielden's words take the shape of comfort : for he himself was seri- 
ouily alarmed for her health ; the sound of ner low oou^h rang in his 
ears, and he rather heightened than removed the picture which 
haunted Mainwariji«— Susan, stricken, dying; broken-hearted ! 
Tortured both in neart and conscience, M^waring felt as if he had 
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but one wish left in the world— to see Susan once more ! What to 
say, lie scarce knew ; but for her to depart— depart, perhaps to her 
grave, believing him coldly indifferent—for her not to Jmow, at least, 
his struggles, and pronounce his pardon, was a thought beyond endur- 
ance. After such an interview both would have new fortitude— each 
would unite in encouraging the other in the only step left to honour. 
And this desire he urged upon !Fielden with all the eloquence of pas- 
sionate grief, as he entreated him to permit and procure one last con- 
ference with Susan. But this, the phdn sense and straightforward 
conscience of the good man lon^ refused. If Mainwaiinff had been 
left in theposition to explain his heart to Lucretia^ it would not have 
been for Iielden to object ; but to have a dandestine interview with 
one sister while betrothed to the other, bore in itself a character too 
equivocal to meet with the simple Yicar's approval 

"What can you apprehend r" exdaimed the young man, almost 
fiercely--for, harassed and tortured, his mild nature was dHven to 
bay. "Can you suppose that I shall encourage my own misery by 
the guilty pleadings of unavailing love ? All that I ask is the luxury 
—yes, the luxury, long unknown to me, of candour— to place fairly 
and manfully before Susan the position in which fate has involved me. 
Can you suppose that we shall not both take comfort uid strength 
from each other P Our duty is plain and obvious ; but it grows less 
painful, encouraged by the lii>s of a companion in suffering. I tell 
vou faurly, that see Susan I will and must. I will watch round her 
home wherever it be— hour after hour— come what may, I will find 
my occasion. Is it not better that the interview should be under 
your roof, within the same walls which shelter her sister P There, the 
place itself impdies restraint on despair. Oh, sir, this is no time for 
formal scruples— be merciful, I beseech you- not to me, but to Susan. 
I judge of her by myself. I know that I shall go to the altar more 
resigned to the fature, if for once I can give vent to what weighs 
upon my heart. She will then see as I da that the path before me 
is inevitable : she will compose herself to face the &tie that compels 
us. We shall swear tacitly to each other, not to love, but to conguer 
love. Bdieve me. sir, I am not selfish m this prayer : an instinct 
the intuition which human grief has into the secrets of human giie^ 
assures me that that which I ask, is the best consolation vou can 
afford to Susan. You own she is iU— suffering. Are not your fears for 
her very life— O Heaven, for her very life— gravely awakened P And 
yet vou see, we have been silent to each other ! Can speech be more 
fatal in its residts than silence P Oh, for her sake, hear me ! " 

The good man's tears fell fast— his scruples were shaken: there 
was truth in what Mainwaring urged. He (fid not yield ; but he pro- 
mised to reflect, and inform Mainwaring, by a line, in the evenmg. 
I^dinff this was all he could, effect, the young man at last suffered 
him to leave the house, and Eielden hastened to take counsel of Dali- 
bard; that wily persuader soon reasoned away !Mjr. Eidden's last 
.faint objection— it now only remained to procure Susan's assent to the 
interview, and to arrange that it should be undisturbed. Mr. Melden 
should take out the children the next morning. Dalibard volunteered 
to contrive the absence of Lucretia at the liour appointed. Mrs. 
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Tielden, alone, should remain within, and might, if it were judged 
proper, be present at the interview, which was fixed for the forenoon 
xn the usn&l drawing-room. Nothing but Susan's consent was now 
necessary, and Mr. Helden ascended to her room* He knocked 
twice— no sweet voice bade him enter ; he opened the door gentjjr — 
Susan was in prayer. At the opposite comer of the room, by the side 
of her bed, she knelt, her face buried in her hands, and he heard, low 
and indistinct, the murmur broken by the sob. But gradually, and, 
as he stood unperceiyed. sob and murmur ceased— prayer had its 
customary and blessed enect with the pure and eamert. And when 
Susan rose, though the tears yet rolled down her chedcs, the face was 
serene as an angel's. 

The pastor approached, and took her hand;— « blush then broke 
over her countenance— she trembled, and her eyes fell on the nound. 
"My child,*' he said solemnly, "Gfod will hear you!" And, after 
those words, there was a long silence. He then drew her passively 
towards a seat, and sat down bv her, embarrassed how to begin. At 
length, he said, looking somewhat aside, "Mr. Mainwaring has made 
me a request — a prayer which relates to you, and which I refer to 
you. He asks you to grant him an intemew, before you leave us— 
to-moETOw, if you will I refused at first— I am in doubt still ; for, 
my dear, I have always found that, when the feelings move us, our 
dutv becomes less clear to the human heart— corrupt, we know— but 
stiir it is often a safer guide than our reason : I never knew reason 
Tmernn& except in mathematics; we have no Euclid (and the good 
man snmed mournfully) in the problems of real life ; I will not urge 
you one way or the other— I put the case before you. Would it, as 
the youn^ man says, give you comfort and strength to see him once 
i»ain while, while— in short, before your sister is— I mean before— 
that is, would it soothe you now, to nave an unreserved communica- 
tion with him P He implores it. What shall I answer P" 

"This trial, too!" muttered Susan, ahnostinaudibly—" this trial 
which I once veamed for "—and the hand clasped in Fielden's was as 
oold as ice ; then, turning her eyes to her guaraian somewhat wildly, 
she cried. " But to what end P what object P why should he wish to 
seemeP^' 

"To take greater courage to do his duty— to feel less unhappy 
at— at— " 



" But human nature is weak, my child; if my heart be so now, 
what will be yours P " 

" Fear me not," answered Susan, with a sad, wandering smile; and 
slic repeated vacantly, " I will see him ! " 

The good man looked at her, threw his arms round her wasted 
form, and liftmg up his eyes, his lips stirred with such half-syllabled 
words as fathers breathe on high. 




" he is right, it will 
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CHAPTER VIII, 

THE DISCOVBET. 

DiXiBAED had undertaken to get Lucretia from the house ; in fact, 
her approaching marriage rendered i^m-^san a mdinMiinn^tion with 
Mr. Parchmount, as executor to her iiuck 's will, j i lai ivo Ui 1 ]je trans- 
fer of her portion { and she had asked DaHbard to accompanjr her 
thither ; for her pnde shrank from receiving iha kwyer ia tib^ shabby 
parlour of the shabby lodging-house i she therefore, tha£ ev^ening. 
fixed the next day, before noon, for the visit. A carriage was hired 
for the occasion, and, when it drove of, Mr. lieldentook his children 
a walk to Primrose Hill, and called, as waa ra^^d, on ^laulv^ firing by 
the way. 

The carriage had scarcely rattlod fifty yards through the street 
when Dalibard fixed his e^es, with deep and solemn commiseration, 
on Lucretia. Hitherto, with masterly art, he had kept aloof from 
direct explanations with his pupil ; he knew that she would distrust 
no one like himself. The plot was now ripened, and it was time for 
tiie main agent to conduct the catastrophe. The look was so expres- 
sive that Lucretia felt a chili at her heart, and could not help ex- 
ohuming, " What has happened P you have some terrible tidings to 
oommumcate P " 

" I have indeed to say that which may, perhaps, cause you to hate 
me for ever ; as we hate those who vepdt our afflictions. I must 
endure tins ; I have struggled long between my indignation and my 
compassion. Bouse up your strong mind, and near me. Mainwaring 
loves your sister ! " 

Lucretia uttered a cry that seemed scarcely to come irom a human 
voice— 

" No— no I " she gasped out, " do not tell me. I will hear no more 
—I will not believe you I " 

With an inexpressible pity and softness in his tone, tlus man, whose 
career had given him such profound experience in the frailties of the 
human heart, continued :— " I do not ask you to believe me, Lucre- 
tia ; I would not now speak, if you had not the opportunity to convince 
yourself; even those with whom you live are false to vou; at this 
moment they have arranged all, for Mamwaring to steal, in your 
absence, to your sister : in a few moments more he will be with her; 
if you vourseht would learn what passes between them, you have the 
power. 

" I have — I have not— not— the courage; drive on — faster — 
faster." 

Dalibard again was foiled. In this «trange cowardice there was 
something so terrible, yet so touching, that it became sublime— it was 
the gasp of a drowning soul at the last plank. 
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You are right, perbape/' he said, affcer a pause : and wisely 
forbearing all tauat and resistance, he left the heart to its own 
wor]d])g8. 

Sodoealy, LucFetia oaoght at the dieck-strmff— Stop," she ex- 
daimed^^ stop I I will not, I cannot endure this suspense to last 
through a life ! I will learn the worst. Bid him drive back/' 

We must descend and walk; you forget we must enter unsns- 
pected;" and DaUbard, as the carriage stopped, opened the door, and 



Lucretia reooLled, then piessing one hand to her heart, she descended 
without touching the arm held out to her. 

Dalibard bade the ooachma^ wait, and liiey walked back to the 
honse. 

" Yes, he may see her." exclaimed Lucretia, her face brightening. 
Ah, there you have not deceived me; I see your sti^ts^Bfem— I de 
spise it : I know she loves him : she has songht this interview. He 
is so mild and gentle, so fearful to sive pain ; he has consented, from 
pity— that is all. Is he not pledged to me ? He, so candid, so inge- 
nuous ! There must be truth somewhere in the world. If he is false, 
where find truth F Dark man^ must I look for it in you f—pou / " 

It is not my truth I require you to test ; I nretend not to truth 
universal ; I can be true to one, as you may yet aiscover ; but I own 
your belief is not impossible ; my interest m you may have made me 
rash and unjust— wnat you may overhear, far from destroying, may 
confirm far ever your happiness. Would that it may be so ! " 

It must be so," returned Lucretia, with a fearrnl doom on her 
brow and in her accent; ''I wiU interpret every word to my own 
salvation." 

Dalibard's countenance chaaiged, despite his usual control over it 
He had set all his chances upon this cast, and it was more hazardous 
than he had deemed. He had counted too much upon the jealousy of 
common natures. Affcer all, how little to the ear of one resolved to 
deceive herself might pass between these young perscms, meeting not 
to avow attachment, but to take coura^ mm each other ! what 
restraint might they impose on their feelings > Still the game must 
be played out. 

As they now neared the house, Dalibard boked carefully round, 
lest they should encounter Mainwaring on Ids way to it. He had 
counted on arriving before the voung man could get there. 

*' But," said Lucretia, breating silence, with an ironical smile — 

but (for your tender anxiety for me has, no doubt, provided all 
means and contrivance, all necessary aids to baseness and eaves- 
dropping, that can assure my happiness) how am I to be present at 
this mterview ? " 

" I have provided, as you say," answered Dalibard, in the tone of a 
man deeply nurt, " those means which L who have found the world 
one foe and one traitor, deemed the best, to distinguish falsehood from 
truth. I have arranged that we shall enter the nouse unsuspected. 
Mainwaring and your sister will be in the drawing-room— the room 
next to it will be vacant, as Mr. Fielden is from home ; there is but a 
glass-door between the two chambers." 
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** Enongh, cnongli ! " and Lucretia tcmied ronnd, and placed her 
hand lightly on the ProTenpal*s arm. " The next nonr ^iill decide 
whether the means you suggest, to learn truth and defend safety, wiU 
be familiar or loathsome to me for life— will decide whether trust is 
a madness— whether you, my youth's teacher, are the wisest of men, 
or only the most dangerous." 

"Believe me, or not, when I say, I would rather the decision 
should condemn me ; for I, too. have need of confidence in men." 

Nothing farther was said ; the dull street was quiet and desolate as 
usual. Dalibard had taken with him the key of the house-door. The 
door opened noiselessly — ^they were in the house. Mainwaring^s cloak 
was in the hall ; he haa arrived a few moments before them. Dalibard 

Eointed silently to that evidence in favour of his tale. Lucretia 
owed her head, but with a look that implied defiance : and (still 
without a word) she ascended the stairs, and entered the room 
appointed for concealment. But as she entered, at the farther comer 
of the chamber she saw Mrs. Fielden seated-^seated, remote and out 
of hearing. The good-natured, woman had vielded to Mainwanng's 
prayer, and Susan's silent look that enforced it^ to let their interview 
be unwitnessed. She did not perceive Lucretia till the last walked 
glidingly, but firmly, up to her, placed a burning hand on her lips, 
and whispered — "Hush, betray me not; my happiness for life — 
Susan's— nis— are at stake ! I must hear what passes ; it is fate 
that is deciding. Hush— I command !— for I have the right ! " 

Mrs. Fielden was awed and startled ; and before she could recover 
even breath, Lucretia had quitted her side, and taken her post at the 
fatal door. ^ She lifted the comer of the curtain from the glass panel, 
and looked in. 

Mainwaring was seated at a little distance firom Susan, whose 
face was turned from her. Mainwanng's countenance was in full 
view. But it was Susan's voice that met her ear; and though sweet 
and low, it was distinct, and even firm. It was evident nom the 
words that the conference had just begun. 

"Indeed, Mr, Mainwaring, you have nothing to explain— nothinff 
of which to accuse yourself. It was not, for this, beheve me" — ^ana 
here Susan turned her face, and its aspect of heavenly innocence met 
the dry lurid eye of the unseen vntness— "not for this, believe me, 
that I consented to see you. If I did so, it was only because I thought 
— ^because I feared from your manner, when we met at times, still 
more from your evident avoidance to meet me at all, that you were 
unhappy (for I know you kind and honest) ; unhappy at the thought 
that you had wounded me, and my heart could not Dear that,.nor, per- 
haps, my pride either. That you should have forgotten me " 

^*rorgottenyou!" 

"That you should have been captivated" (continued Susan, in a 
more humed tone) " by one so superior to me in all things as Lucre- 
tia, is very natural. I thought, then— thought only— that nothing 
could cloua your happiness but some reproach of a conscience too 
sensitive. For this I have met you— met you without a thought 
which Lucretia would have a right to blame, could she read my hesfft ; 
met you (and the voice for the first time faltered), that I njight say^ 
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' Be at peace : it is your sister tliat addresses you. Eequite Lncretia's 
love— it is deep and strong; give her as she ^ives to yon— a whole 
heart ; and in yonr happiness, X yonr sister— sister to both— J shall 
be blest.' '' With a sinile inexpressibly tonching and in^nnons, she 
held out her hand as she ceased. Mainwaring sprang lorward, and, 
despite her struggle, pressed it to his lips— his hc^rt. 

Oh." he exclaimed, in broken accents, which gradually became 
more clear and loud, " what— what have I lost !— lost for ever ! No, 
no, I will be worthy of you ! I do not— I dare not say that I love 
you still! I feel what I owe to Lucretia. How I became first 
ensnared, infatuated; how, with your image graven so deeply 
here " 

" Mainwaring— Mr. Mainwaring— I must not hear you. Is this 
your promise P" 

" les, you must hear me yet. How I became engaged to your 
sister^so different, indeed, from you— I start in amaze and bewilder- 
ment when I seek to conjecture. But so it was. For me she has 
forfeited fortune, rank— all which that proud, stem heart so prized 
and coveted. Heaven is my witness, how I have struggled to repaj 
her affection with mj own ; i^ I cannot succeed, at least, aU that faith 
and gratitude can give are hers. Yes; when I leave you, comfo^jted 
by your forgiveness, your prayers, I shaU have strength to tear yon 
from my heSirt— it is my duty— my fate. With a firm step I will go 
to these abhorred nuptials. Oh. shudder not; turn not away ! For- 
give the word; but I must speafc— my heart will out— yes, abhorred 
nuptials ! Between my grave and the altar, would— would that I had 
acMioice!" • 

From this burst, which invam from time to time Susan had sought 
to check, Mainwaring was startled by an apparition which froze his 
veins, as a ghost from the grave. The door was thrown open, and 
Lucretia stood in the aperture— stood, gazing on him, face to face : 
and her own was so colourless, so rigid, so locked in its livid and 
awful solemnity of aspect, that it was, mdeed, as one risen from the 
dead. 

Dismayed by the abrupt cry, and the chang[ed face of her lover. 
Susan turned and beheld her sister. With the impulse of the pierced 
and loving heart, which divined aU the agony inflicted, she sprang to 
Lucretia's side— she fdl to the ground, and dasned her knees. 

" Do not heed — do not believe him : it is but the frenzy of a 
moment. He spoke but to deceive me — me, who loved him once! 
Mine alone— mine is the crime. He knows ail your worth; pity- 
pity — ^pity on yourself, on him, on me ! " 

liucretia's eyes fell with the glare of a fiend upon the imploring face 
lifted to her own. Her hps moved, but no soimd was audible. At 
length she drew herself from her sisterfs clasp, and walked steadily 
up to Mainwaring. She surveyed him with a calm and cruel gaze, as 
if she enjoyed his shame ana terror. Before, however, she spoke, 
Mrs. Fielden, who had watched, as one spell-bound, Lucretia's move- 
ments, and without hearing what had passed, had the fcdl foreboding 
of what would ensue, but had not stirred im Lucretia herself termi- 
nated the suspense, and broke the diarm of her awe,— before she 



98 LUCSETU. 

spoke, Mrs. ridden rnshed in, and giving vent to her afiptation in load 
soba. as sbe threw her arms round Susan, who was stul bieeling on 
tie floor, brought something of grotesque to the more tragic and tear- 
ful character of the scene. 

" My unde was right ; there is neither couxagje nor honour in l^e 
low-bom ! He, the schemer,' too, is right. All hollow— all false ! " 
Thus said Lucretia^ with a strange sort of musing accent, at first 
scornful, at last only quietly abstracted. Bise, sir, she then added, 
widi her most imperious tone ; " do you not hear your Susan weep P 
do you fear in my presence to console her F Ck>ward to her, as for- 
sworn to me. Go, sir, you are free 1" 

"Hear me." faltered Mainwaring, attempting to seize her hand; 
" I do not ask you to forgive ; but-—'' 

*' Forgive, sir 1 " interrupted Lucretia, rearing her head, and with 
a look of freezing and unspeakable maiesty| " there is only one person 
here who needs a pardon ; but her fault is mexpiable : it is the woman 
who stooped beneath her ! " 

With these words, hurled from her with a scorn whidi crashed 
while it galled, she mechanically drew round her form her black 
mantle; her eye glanced on the de^ mouxning of the garment, and 
her memory recalled all that that love had cost her; but she added 
no other reproach. Slowly she turned away : passuig Susan, who 
lay senseless in Mrs. !E^den's arms, she paused, ana kissed her 
fordiead. 

''When she recovers, madam," she said to Mrs. Eielden, who was 
moved and astonished by this softness, "say that Lucretia Clavering 
uttered a vow, when she kissed the orow of William Mainwaring'B 
feiture wife I " 

Olivier BaUbard was still seated in the parlour below when Lucretia 
entered. Her face yet retained its almost unearthly rigidity and 
cabn ; but a sort of darkness had c(Mne over its ashen ptulor— that 
shade so indescribable, which is seen in the human face, after lon^ 
illness, a day or two before death. Dalibard was appalled, for he had 
too often seen that hue in the dyin^ not to recognise it now. Hiii 
emotion was sufficiently genuine to give more than usual earnestness 
to his voice and gesture, as he poured out every word that spoko 
sympathy and soothing. For a long time Lucretia did not seem to 
hear him : at last, her face softenea--the ice broke. 

" Motherless— friendless— lone— abne for ever— undone— undone! " 
she murmured. Her head sunk upon the shoulder of her fearfrd 
counsellor, unconscious of its resting-place, and she burst into tears — 
tears which, perhaps, saved her reason or ner life. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A SOUlr mTHOpT HOM. 

"Wkks" Mr. Fielden returned home, Lncrctia had cfaitted the house. 
She left a line for him in her usual bold, clear handwriting, referring 
him to his wife for explanation of the reasons that forbade a farther 
residence beneath his roof. She had removed to an hotel, until she 
had leisure to arrange her plans tot the future. In a few months she 
should be of ace; and, in the meanwhile, who now Jmns claimed 
authority over her ? For the rest, she added, " I repeat what I told 
Mr. Mahrwaring, all engagement between us is at an end ; he will not 
insult me either by letter or by visit. It is natural that I should at 
present ^nrink from seeing Susan Mivers. Hereafter, if permitted, I 
will visit Mts.Mainwannff." 

Thoueb all had chanced as Mr. ReMen had desired (if, as he once 
half meditated, he had spoken to Lucretia herself ),— though a mar- 
riage thai; could hare brought hanpiness to none, and would nave made 
the misery of two, was at an end, he yet felt a bitter pang, almost of 
remorse, when he learned what had occurred. And Lucretia^ before 
secretly disliked (if anv one he could dislike), became dear to him 
at once, by sorrow and compassion. Forgetting every other person, 
he humedfto the hotel Lucretia had chosen; out her coldness de- 
ceived and her pride repelled him. She listened drily to all he said, 
and merely repbed. "I feel only gratitude at my escape, let this 
subject now close for ever.'* 

Mr. Fielden left; her presence with less anxious and commiserating 
feelings--perhaps aU had chanced for the best. And, on returning 
home, nis whole mind became absorbed in alarm for Susan. She was deh- 
rioTis, and in great danger; it was many weeks before she recovered. 
Meanwhile. Icacretia had removed into private apartments, of which 
she withheld the address. During this time, therefore, they lost sight 
of her* 

If, amidst the punishments with which the sombre imagination oi 

Soets has diversified the Beahn of the tortured Shadows, it had 
epicfced some soul condemned to look evermore down into an abyss 
— all chaise to its gaze forbidden, — chasm upon chasm yawnmg 
deeper anddeeper. dju-ker and darker, endless and infinite ; so that, 
eternally gazing, the soul became, as it were, a part of the abyss, such 
an image would symbol forth the state ofLucretia's mind. 

It was not the mere desolation of one whom love has abandoned and 
betrayed. In the abyss were mingled inextricably together the gloom 
of the past and of the future— there, the broken fortunes, the crushed 
ambition, the ruin of the worldlv expectations long inseparable from 
her schemes ; and amidst them, tne angry shade of the more than father, 
•whose heart lAe had wrung, and whose old age she had speeded tc 
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the grave. These acrffices to love, while love was left to her, miglit 
have haunted her at i rmuK ints, but ft smile, o word, a glance banished 
1^ regret and the rt^morsp, Now. love teing raaed out of life, the 
nmis of ali else loomed cltsnial Hmidsst the darkness ; and a voice rose 
up. whisperin^j " Lo, {ml, wliat 1 ]mi ha^t lost bccaiise thou didst 
belipvc and love f " Ami tfii^ t.luii]i>lit irmspi^d tn^^^ther the two 
uofldn o( lirittq— t]ii> "\vh;it. Isns hem, 1 ln'^ v. Tint be. All hope 
seenit/d ^ilriokcii from the fuhireas a inMi aivikes liom the calculations 
of his incoiiu^ \hc retwns from a property irrevocably lost. At her 
RgCj but iV'w f>i lirr ser have parted with religrion, but even such 
mech^uiioai faith us the lessons of hf:r ehUdliood, and the constrained 
conformities with Christii3.ii eet i^inonies, had instilled^ had long since 
melted aw iiy i n t li e h aril £^ cl i r.i ksT i c sc^c])t of her fatal tutor — a 
scepticism whif:li had won. wit [i Utile t tpirf, a reason delighting in 
the toaso of doubt, and ejisily narrowed mUi the crEinped and non 
hpoof disbelief, by an intdleot that iooirnfid to submit where it failed 
KTtkmiprcherid. Nor hud faith given place to tliose large moral truths 
from which philosophv hn-i sought to restore the proud statue of 
PiAgaa Virtue jib a substitute for the nitek aynibijl of the Christian 
cross. By temperament iituioeial— nor readily moved to the genial 
and henevolent—thiit absokto egotism in whkli Olivier Dalibard cen- 
tred his dreary ethics, seemed fianetioniid to Luoretia bv her studies 
into the motives of man and the history of the world. She had read 
the cbrouicles of states and the memoira of atatesmcn, and seen how 
craft eurries on the movements of an age. Tlum Visoontis, Cas- 
trueeiosj and ilfidici— thoac Hicbt^litius, and Maitarius and De Eetzs 
— those Loyola? J and MahoTiir lH, and Crom wells — those Monks and 
Godolphins— those MLii lbr.ri]iJudi.s nnd Widpoles— those founders of 
history^ and dynasties, and s( ls- Uiose leiidere and dupers of men, 
greater or lesser, corrupters or corrupt— all standing out prominent 
and renowned from the guiltless and laurelless obscure— seemed to 
win, by the homage of posterity, the rewards that attend the deceivers 
of then: time. By a superb arrogance of generalisation, she trans- 
ferred into private life, and the rule of commonplace actions, the 
policy that, to the abasement of honour, has so often triumphed in the 
guidance of states. Therefore, betimes, the whole frame of society 
was changed to her eye, from the cahn aspect it wear3 to those who 
live united with their kmd— she viewed all seemings with suspicion; 
and before she had entered the world, prepared to live in it as a con- 
spirator in a citv convulsed, spying and espied, schemed against 
and scheming — nere the crown for the crafty^ there the axe for 
the outwitted. 

But her love, for love is tnist, had led her half way forth from this 
maze of the intellect. That fair youth of inexperience and candour, 
which seemed to bloom out in the face of her betrothed— his very 
shrinking from the schemes so natural to her, that to her they seemed 
even innocent— his apparent reliance on mere masculine abihty, with 
the plain aids of perseverance and honesty— all had an attraction that 
plucked her back from herself. If she clung to him, firmly, blindbr. 
credulously, it was not as the lover alone. In the lover, she beheld 

~ angel Had he only died to her— still the angel smile would 



LUCR£TIA. 



95 



hare survired and warned. But the man had not died— the angel 
itself had deceived;— the wings coxdd uphold her no more— they had 
touched the mire, and were sullied with the soil; with the stain, was 
forfeited the strength. AH was deceit and hoUowness and treachery. 
Lone again in the universe, rose the eternal /. So down into the 
abyss she looked, depth upon depth, and the darkness had no relief, 
and the deep had no end. 

Olivier Dalibard alone, of all she knew, was admitted to her seclu- 
sion. He played his part as might be expected from the singular 
patience and penetration which belonged to the ^nius of his charac- 
ter. He forbore the most distant allusion to his attachment or his 
hopes. He evinced sympathy rather, by imitating her silence, than 
attempts to console. When he spoke, he sought to mterest her mind, 
more than to heal directly the deep wounds of her heart. There is 
always, to the a£Qicted, a certain charm in the depth and bitterness of 
eloquent misanthropy. And Dalibard, who professed not to be a man- 
hater, but a world-scomer, had ^wers of limguage and of reasoning 
commensurate with his astute mte^ect and nis profound research. 
His society became not only a relief, it grew ahnost a want, to that 
stem sorrower. But, whether alarmed or not by the influence she 
felt him gradu^dly acquiring, or whether, through some haughty desire 
to rise once more alort from the state of her rival and her lover, she 
made one sudden effort to grasp at the rank from which she had been 
hurled. The only living person, whose connection could reopen to 
her the great world, with its splendours and its scope to ambition, 
was Charles Yemen. She scarcelv admitted to her own mind the 
idea that she would now accept, if offered, the suit she had before 
despised— she did not even contemplate the renewal of that suit — 
though there was something in*the gallant and disinterested character 
of Yemon which should have made her believe he would regard their 
altered fortunes rather as a claim on his honour than a release to his 
engagements. But hitherto no communication had passed between 
them, and this was strange if he retained the same intentions which he 
had announced at Laughton. Putting aside, we say, however. aU such 
considerations, Yemon had sought her friendship, called her cousin," 
enforced the distant relationship between them. Not as lover, but as 
kinsman, the only kinsman of her own rank she possessed— ms posi- 
tion ia the world, his connections, his brilliant range of acquaint^ce, 
made his counsel for her future plans, his aid in the re-esiablishment 
of her consequence (if not as wealthy, still as well-bom), and her 



sounding the depth of the friendship he had offered, even if his love 
had pa^ed away with the fortune on which doubtless it had been 
based. 

She took a bold step — she wrote to Yemon— not even to allude to 
what had passed between them : her pride forbade such unwomanly 
vulgarity. The baseness that was in her took at least a more delicate 
exterior. She wrote to him simply and distantly, to state that there 
were some books and trifles of hers left at Laughton, whichshe prized 
beyond their trivial value ; and to request, as sne beheved him to be 
absent from the hall, permission tp caU at her old homoi in her way 
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to a visit in a neighbooring oonirhr, and point ont to whomsoever Ke 
might appoint to meet her, the effiects she deemed herself privileged 
to claim. The letter was one merely of hnsiness, but it was a suffi- 
cient test of the friendly feelings of ner former snitor. 

She sent this letter to Yemon's house in London, and the next day 
came the answer. 

Vernon^ we mnst own, entirely sympathised with Sir Miles, in the 
solemn injunctions the old man naa bequeathed. Immediately after 
the death of one to whom we owe gratitude and love, all his desires 
take a sanctity irresistilde and ineffable. We adopt his afFection, his 
dislikes, his obligations and his wrongs. And after he had readf the 
copy of Lucretia's letter, enclosed to him by Sir Miles, the conquest 
the poor baronet had made over resentment and vindictive emotion, 
the evident effort at passionless justice with which he had provided 
becommffly for his niece, while he cancelled her claims as his heiress, 
had filled Vemon with a reverence for his wishes and decisions, that 
silenced all those inclinations to over-generosity winch an unexpected 
inheritance is apt to create towards the less fortunate expectants; 
nevertheless, Lucretia's direct application, her formal appeal to his 
common courtesy as host and kinsman, perplexed greatly a man ever 
accustomed to a certain chivalry towards the sex : the usual frank- 
ness of his disposition suggesteo^ however, plain dealing as the best 
escape from his dilemma^ and therefore he answered thus : — 

" Madam,— Under other circumstances it would have given me no 
common pleasure to place the house, that you so lon^ inhabited, 
again at your disposal. And I feel so painfully the position which 
my refusal of your request inflicts upon me, that rather than resort to 
excuses and pretexts, which, while conveying an impression erf my 
sincerity, would seem almost like an insult to yourself, I venture 
frankly to inform you, that it was the dying wish of my lamented 
kinsman, in consequence of a letter which came under ms eye, that 
the welcome you had hitherto received at Laughton should be with- 
drawn. Pardon me. Madam, if I express myself thus bluntly— it is 
somewhat necessary to the vmdication of my character in your eyes, 
both as regards the hononr of your request and my tacit resignation 
of hopes, fervently, but too presumptuously, entertained. In this 
most painful candour. Heaven forbid that I should add wantonly to 
your self-reproaches for the fault of youth and inexperience^ which I 
should be the last person to judge rigidly, and which, had Sir Miles's 
life been si)ared, you would doubtless have amply repaired. The 
feelings which actuated Sir Miles in his latter days miffht have 
changed; but the injunction those feehngs prompted I am bound to 
respect. 

• For the mere matter of business, on which you have done me the 
honour to address me, I have only to say, that any orders you may give 
to the steward, or transmit through any person you may send to the 
hall, vrith regard to the effects you so naturaUy desire to claim, shaH 
be impliMtly obeyed. 

" Ajid believe me. Madam (though I do not presume to add thos« 
expressions, which might rather heighten the oflfence I fear this letter 
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vnH give jovi), tliat the assurance of your liappiness in the choice you 
have made, and which now no ohstacle can oppose, will considerably 
Ughten the pain with which I shall long recall my ungracious reply to 
your communication. 

" I have the honour to be, &c. &c. 

" C. VEfiNON St. John.'* 

** Brook Street, Dec. l8-*» 

The receipt of such a letter could hardly add to the profounder 
grief which preyed in the innermost core of Lucretia's heart, but in 
repelling the effort she had made to distract that grief by ambition, it 
blackened the sullen despondency with which she regarded the 
future. As the insect in the hollow snare of the ant-hon, she felt 
that there was no footing up the sides of the cave into which she had 
fallen— the sand gave way to the step. But despondency in her, 
brought no meekness— -the doud did not descend in ram*,— resting 
over the horizon, its darkness was tinged with the fires which it fed. 
The heart, already so embittered, was stung and mortified into into- 
lerable shame and wrath. Erom the home that should have been 
hers, in which, as acknowledged heiress, she had smiled down on the 
ruined Vernon, she was banished by him who had supplanted her, as 
one worthless and polluted. Though, from motives of obvious deli- 
cacy; Yemon had not said expressly that he had seen the letter to 
Mainwaring, the unfamiliar and lormal tone which he assumed, 
indiretbr declared it^ and betrayed the impression it had made, in 
spite of his reserve. A Uving man then was in possession of a secret 
which justified his disdain, and that man was master of Laughton 1 
The suiiprest rage which embraced the lost lover, extended darkly 
over this witness to that baffled and nuserahie love. But what 
availed rage against either? Abandoned and despoiled, she was 
powerless to avei^. It was at this time, when her prospects seemed 
most dark, her nnde was^most crushed, and her despair of the future 
at its height, that she turned to Dalibard as the only friend left to 
her under the sun. Even the vices she perceived in him became 
merits, for they forbade him to despise her. And now, this man rose 
suddenly into another and higher aspect of character : of late, though 
equally deferential to her, there had been something more lony in his 
mien, more assured on his brow ; gleauLs of a secret satisfaction, even 
of a joy, that he appeared anxious to suppress, as ill in harmony with 
her causes for dejection, broke out in his looks and words. At length, 
one day, after some preparatory hesitation, he informed her that he 
was free to return to France— that even without the peace between 
£ng[land and France, which (known under the name of the Peace of 
Amiens) had been just concluded, he should have crossed the Channel. 
The advocacy and interest of friends, whom he had left at Paris, had 
abready brought him under the special notice of the wonderful man 
-who then governed Prance, and who sought to unite in its service 
every description and variety of intellect. He should return to 
Prance, and then— why, then, the ladder was on the walls of Fortune 
and the foot planted on the step ! As he spoke, confidently and sa^ 
gmaelj, with th^ verve and assurance of an able man who sees d 
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the path to Ms g^oal, as lie sketched with rapid precision the nature 
of his prospects and his hopes, all that subtle wisdom which had before 
often seemed bat vague and general, took practical shape and interest, 
tuos applied to the actual circumstances of men ; the spirit of in- 
trigue, which seemed mean when employed on mean things, swelled 
into statesmanship and masterly genius to the listener, when she saw 
it Linked with the lar^e objects of masculine ambition. Insensibly, 
therefore, her attention became earnest — ^her mind aroused. The 
vision of a field, afar from the scenes of her humiliation and despair— 
a field for energy, stratagem, and contest— invited her restless mtelli- 
gence. As Dahbard had profoundly oalculated, there was no new 
channel for her affections-^the source was dried up, imd the parched 
sands heaped over it ; but while the heart lay aormant, tEb mind 
rose, sleepless, chafed, and perturbed. Through the mind, he indi- 
rectly addressed and subtly wooed her. 

" Such," he said, as he rose to take leave, "such is the eareer, to 
which I could d^art with joy if I did not depart alone !" 

"Alone 1" that word, more than once that day, Luoretia repeated 
to herself-— "alone {"--aiui what caireer was Ha to her— she, too, 
alone ! 

• [n certain stages of great ffriet our natures yeara for excitemeiit. 
This has made some men gamblers ; it has made evem women drank'* 
ards—it had effect over the serene calm, and would-be divinity of 1^ 
Poet-sage. When his son dies, Goethe does not moom— henlunges 
into the absorption of a study, uncoliivated before. But, in the great 
contest of life, in the whirlpool of actual affairs, the stricken heart 
finds all— the gambling, the mebriatioii, and the study. 

We pause nere. We have pursued bug enough that patient 
analysis, with all the food for reflection that it possibly affords^ to 
which we were insensibly led on by an interest, durk a&d fascinating, 
that grew more and more upon us, as we proceeded in our researdi 
irito uie early history of a person fated to pervert no ordinary powers 
into no eommonplaee guilt. 

The charm is concluded— the circle closed round— the self-guided 
seeker after knowledge has gained the fiend lor the familiar. 



CHAPTEE X. 

THE KECONClLUTIOir BETWEJ5H PATHBE AND SDK. 

We pass over an interval of some months. 

A pamter stood at work at the easel ; his human model before him. 
He was employed on a nvmph— the Kymph, Galatea. The subject 
had been taken before by Salvator, whose genius found all its 
elements in the wild rocks, gnarled fantastic trees, and gushing 
waterfalls of the landscape— m the huge ugliness of Polyphemus tho 
lover— in the grace and suavity and unconscious abandonment of tho 
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nympli, sleeking her tresses dripping from the bath. The painter, on 
a larger canvas (for Salvator's picture, at least the one we nave seen, 
is among the small sketches of the great artistic creator of the ro- 
mantic and grotesque), had transferred the subject of the master ; 
but he had left subordinate the landscape and the giant, to concentrate 
all his art on the person of the Nymph. Middle-ased was the painter, 
in truth ; but he looked old. His hair, though long, was grey and 
thin : his face was bloated by intemperance ; and his hand trembled 
much, though from habit no trace of the tremor was visible in his 
work. 

A boy, near at hand, was also employed on the same subject, with a 
roug^h chalk and a bold freedom of touch. He was sketching hii 
design of a Galatea and Polyphemus on the wall ; for the wall was 
only whitewashed, and covered abready with the multiform vagaries 
whether of master or pupils ; caricatures and demigods, hands and 
feet, torsos and monsters, and Venuses—the rude creations, all muti- 
lated^ jarring, and mingled, gave a cynical, mocking, devil-may-care 
kind of aspect to the sanctum of art. It was like the dissection-room 
of the anatomist. The bo/s sketch was more in harmcmy with tha 
walls of the studio than the canvas of the master. Bjs nymph, 
accurately drawn ^m the undressed proportions of the model down 
to the W£ust, terminated in the scales of a fish. The forked branches 
of the trees stretched weird and imn-like as the hands of skeleions. 
Polyphemus, peering over the rocks, had the leer of a demon ; and in 
his gross features there was a certain distorted, hideous Hkeness of the 
grave and symmetrical lineaments of Olivier Dalibard. 

All around was slovenly, squalid, and poverty-stricken; ricketyi 
worn-out rush-bottom chanrs; unsold, unmiished pictures, peU-mell 
in the corna:, covered with dust ; broken casts of plaster ; a lay-fiffure 
battered in its basket-work arms, with its doll-like face, all smudged 
and besmeared; a pot of porter and a no^in of gin on a stained am 
table, accompaniea by two or three broken, smoke-blackened pipes, 
some tattered song-books, and old numbers of the Covent Garden 
Magazine, betrayed the tastes of the artist, and accounted for the 
shaking hand and the bloated form. A jovial, disorderly, vagrant doc 
of a pamter was Tom Vamey ! — a bachelor, of course — humorous and 
droll — a boon companion, and a terrible borrower : clever enoTigh in 
his calling ; with pains and some method, he had easily gabea sub- 
sistence and established a name: but he had one*tnck that soon 
ruined him in the business part of his profession. He took a fourth 
of his price in advance ; and having once clutched the money, the poor 
customer might go hang for his picture ! The only things Tom Vamey 
ever fairly completed were those for which no order had been given ; 
for in them, somehow or other^ his fancv became interested, and on 
them he lavished the gusto which he reaJly possessed. But the sub- 
jects were rarely saleable. Nymphs and deities undraperied have few 
worshippers in England amongst the buyers of " farmture pictures." 
And, to say truth, nymph and deity had usually a very equivocal look : 
and if they came from thegods, you would swear it was the gods of 
the galleries of Drury. When Tom Vamey sold a picture, he lived 
upon clover till the money was gone. But t^e poorer and less steady 



100 LTTC1UBTU4 

alimmi of the rising school, especially those at war with the Acfldemy 
from which Yarney was excluded, pitied, despised, yet liked and 
courted him withal. In addition to his good qualities of blithe song- 
singer, droll story-teller, and stanch Bacchanalian, Tom YameT was 
liberaUy good-natured in communicating instruction really yaluahle to 
those who knew how to ainedl themselyes of a knowledge he had made 
almost worthless to himself. He was a shrewd, though good-natured 
critic, had many little secrets of colouring and composition, which 
an invitation to supper, or the loan of ten shillings, was sufficient to 
bribe from him. Itogged, out of elbows, unshaven, and slipshod, he 
still had his set, amongst the gay and the youngs— a precious master, 
a profitable set, for his nephew. Master Honor^ Gabriel ! ^ But the 
poor rapscallion had a heart larger than many honest painstaking 
men. As soon as Gabriel had found him out, and entreated refuge 
from his fear of his father, the painter clasped him tight in his great 
slovenly arms, sold a Yenus haff-price, to buy him a bed and a wash- 
stand, and swore a tremendous oath, "that the son of his poor guil- 
lotined sister should share the last shilling in his pocket--the last 
drop in his can." 

Gabriel, fresh from the cheer of Laughton, and spoiled by the 
prodigal ipfts of Lucretia, had little gratitude for shillings and porter. 
Nevertheless, he condescended to take what he could get, while he 
sighed, from the depths of a heart in which cupidity and vanity had 
become the predonunant rulers, for a destiny more worthvhis genius, 
and more in keeping with the sphere from which he had descended. 

The boy finished nis sketch, with an impudent wink at the model, 
flung hiniself back on his chair, folded his ann& cast a discontented 
glance at the whitened seams of the sleeves, and soon seemed lost in 
his own reflections. The painter worked on in silence. The model, 
whom Gabrid's wink had aroused, half-flattered, half -indignant for a 
moment lapsed into a doze. Outside the window, you heard- the 
sonff of a canary—^ dingy, smoke-coloured canary— that seemed 
sheading its idumes, for they were as ramd as the garments of its 
master : still it conmved to sing^triU-tnU-trill-trill-trill, as blithely 
as if free in its native woods, or pampered by fair hands in a 
gilded cage. The bird was the only woe artist there : it san^. as the 
poet sin^. to obey its nature and vent its heart. TriU-trill-tmlela-la* 
la-triU-tiill, went the song— louder, gayer than usual— for there was 
a gleam of April sunshine struggling over the roof-tops. The sons at 
length roused up Gabriel : he turned his chair round, hud his heaa on 
one side, listened, and looked curiously at the bird. 

At length, an idea seemed to cross him : he rose, opened the window, 
drew in the cage, placed it on the chair, then took up one of his uncle's 
pipes, walked to the fire-place, and thrust the sbamL of the pipe into 
the bars. When it was red-hot, he took it out by the bowl, naving 
first protected his hand from the heat by wrapping round it lus hano- 
k«rchief ; this done, he returned to the cage. His movements bad 
wakened un the dozing model. She eyed them at first with dull 
curiosity, then with lively suspicion; and nresently starting up with 
an exclamation, such as no novelist but Yielding oare put into the 
mouth of a f emate— much le89 a nymph o{ such i^enown as Galate»-^ 
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sliG tspnsas across the room, well-nigli npsettmg easel and painter, and 
fastened nrm hold on Gabnel's shonlders. 

"The yarment!" she cried, vehemently; "the good-for-nothingr 
varment ! If it had been a jay, or a nasty raven, well and good !— but 
a poor little canary ! " 

" Hoity-toity ! what are you about, nephew P What's the matter ! " 
said Tom Yamey. coming up to the strife. And, indeed, it was time, 
for Gabriel's teeth were set m his cat-like jaws, and the glowing point 
of the pipe-shank was within an inch of the cheek of the model 

"Whafs the matter?" replied Gabriel, suddenly; "why, I was 
onlv going to try a little expenment." 

An experiment P not on my canary, poor dear little thing !— the 
honrs and nours that creature has strained its throat to say — 'sing 
and be merry,' when I had not a rap in my pocket I It would have 
made a stone feel to hear it." 

" But I think I can make it sing mudi better than evei^-only 
just let me try ! They say that if you put out the eyes of a canary, 

it " Gabriel was not allowed to conclude his sentence ; for here 

rose that clamour of horror and indignation, from both punter and 
model, whidi usually creets the announcement of every philosophical 
disoover^--at least, wnen about to be practically applied ; and m the 
midst of the hubbub, the poor little canary, who had been fluttering 
about the cage to escape tne hand of the b^evolent operatcn*. set up 
no longer the cheerful triLL— trillelarla-trill. but a scared ana heart- 
breaking chirp— a shrilL terrified twit-twit-rvritter-twit. 

"Damn the bird!— hold your tongues!" cried Gabriel Vamey, 
reluctantlv giving way ; but still eyeing the bird with the sdentinc 
zenet with which the illustrious Miqendie might contemplate a dog 
which some brute of a master refused to disembowel for the good o| 
the colics of mankind. 

The model seized on the ca^, shut the door of the wires, and 
carried it off. Tom Yamey dramed the rest of his porter, and wiped 
his forehead with the sleeve of his coat. 

And to use mv pipe for such cruelty ! Boy, boy, I could not have 
believed it ! But you were not in earnest— oh, no, impossible ! 
Sokey, my love— ^ikuatea, the divine — calm thy breast ; Cupid did but 
jest: 

' Cupid is the God of Laughter, 
Quip, and Jest, and Joke, sir.* *' 

" If you don't whip the little wretch within an inch of his life, he 
have a gallows end on't," replied Galatea. 
" Go, Cupid, go and kiss GaUte«k, and make your peace : 

' Oh, leave a kiss within the cup. 
And 1*11 not ask for wine 1 ' 

And 'tis M use asking for wine, or for gin either—not a drop in the 

this while, Gabriel, disdaining the recommendations held forth 
to him, was employed in brushing his jacket with a very mangy- 
locking brush; ana when he had completed that operation he 
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ap^roach&d liis uncle, and coolly thrust bis hands into that gentleman's 

waastcoat-pockets. 

" Uncle, what have you done with those seven shillings P I am 
going out to spend the day." 

" If you give them to him, Tom, I'll scratch your eyes out," cried 
the model; " and then we'll see how yot^ll sing. Whip hiin, I say 
— whip him!" 

But, strange to say, this liberty of the boy's quite re-opened the 
heart of his uncle—it was a pleasure to him, who put his hands so 
habitually into other people's pookets, to be mvested with the novel 
grandeur of the man sponged upon. ''That's right, Cupid, son of 
Cytherea; all's common property amongst Mends. Seven shillings, 
I nave 'em not! 'They now are five who once were seven;* but 
such as they are, we^ll share 

' Let old Timoiheas yield the prize. 
Or both divide the crown.* '* 

"Crowns bear no division, my uncle;^" said Gabriel, drily— and he 
pocketed the five shillings. Then, havmg first secured his escape, by 
gaining the threshold. He suddenly seized one of the rickety chairs 
by its le^, and regardless of the saUantries dne to the sex, sent it 
right apiainst the model, who was shaking her fist at him. A scream, 
and a lalL and a sharp twit from tiie cage, which was hurled nearly 
into the fire-place, told that the missive had taken efiect. Gabriel 
did not wait for the probable re-action; he was. in the streets in an 
instant. 

"This won't do," he muttered to himself; "there is no getting 
on here. Toolish drunken vagabond ! no good to be finmi him. 
My father is terrible, but he will make his way m the world. 
Umph I if I were but his match-— and why not P I am brave, and he 
is not. There's fun, too, in dtmger." 

Thus musing, he took his way to Dalibard's lodgings. His 
father was at home. Now, though they were but lodaings, and the 
street not in fashion, Olivier Dalibard's apartments nad an air of 
refinement, and even elegance, that contrasted both the wretched 
squalor of the abode Gabnel had just left, and the meanness of Dali- 
bard's former quarters in London. The change seemed to imply 
that the Provenpal had already made some way in the world. Ana, 
truth to say, at all times, even in the lowest ebb of his fortunes, 
there was that indescribable neatness and formality of precision about 
aU the exterior seemings of the ci-devani friend of the prim Sobes- 

§ierre which belong to those in whom order axd method are strongly 
eveloped— qualities which give even to neediness a cerfcEdn digmty. 
As the room and its ownei* met the eye of Gabriel, on whose senses 
all externals had considerable influence, the ungrateful young ruffian 
recalled the kind, tattered, slovenly uncle, whose purse he had just 
emptied, without one feeling milder than disgust. Olivier Dalibard, 
sdways careful, if simple, in his dress, with his brow of grave intel- 
lectual power, and lus mien imposing, not only from its calm, but 
from tMt nameless refinement which rarely fiiils to give t» tte 
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frtodeat the air a gentlemaafr— Olivier Balibard ha might dread 
^he miffht even detest : but he ifto not ashamed of him. 

" I said I would visit; you, sir, if you would permit me," said 
Gabriel, in a tone of respect, not unmingled with some defiance, as if 
in doubt of his reception. 

The father's slow full eve, bo different £rom the sidelong furtive 
dance of Lncretia^ rested on the son, as if to penetrate nis very 
heart. 

''You look pale and hag^d, child: you are.fiut losing your 
health and beauty. Good giffcs these, not to be wasted before tbey 
can be duly employed. But you have taken your choioe. Be an 
artist— copy Tom v arney, and prosper." 

Gabriel remained silent, with his eves on the floor. 

" You come in time for my farewell," resumed Balibard. " It is 
a eomfort, at least, that I leave your youth so honourably protected. 
I am about to return to mjr couatry-*iny caroer is once more before 
ae!" 

" Your country— to PaarisP" ^ 
There are fino pictnres in the Louvre— ft good place to mspire 
«n artist 1" 
" You go alone, father ! " 

*'You forget, voung gentlemaiL you disown me as father! Go 
alone ! I thom^^ht I told! you in the times of our eonfidence, that I 
sfaoold marry Luoretia Clavering. I rarely fail in mv plans. She 
has lost Laoghton, it is true, but ten thousand ponnos will make a 
fiiir eommeBeement to lortnne, even at Paxis. Well, what do you 
want with me, wortiiy godson of Honor^ Gabriel Mirabeau P " 



" Sir, if vou will let me, I will go with you." 
Baixbani leaded hsB brow 1 - 



with nis hanil, and reflected on the filial 

On the one hand, it. micht be convenient, and would cer* 

iaimv be economical to rid himself evermore of the mutinous son 
had aibeady thrown off his aothority; on the other hand, there 
was much in Gabriel, mutinous and even menacuig as he had lately 
become, that promised an unscrupulous tool or a sharp-witted accom* 
pHoe, with interests that every year the ready youth would more and 
more diseover were bound up in his plotting father's. This last bon- 
aderation, joined, if not to affection, slnJl to habit— to the link 
between blood and blood, which even the hardest find it difficult to 
sever, prevailed. He extended his pale hand to Gabriel, aud said, 
genthr— 

" I will take you» if we rightly understand each other. Once 
in my power, I might constrain you to my will, it is true, 
at I rather confer with you as man to man than as num to boy." 
" It ia the best way," said Gabriel, firmly. 
" I will use no hsffshness—infiict no punishment, unless, indeed, 
amply merited by stubborn disobedience or wilfol deceit. But if I 
meet with these, better rot on a dunghill than come with me ! I ask 
implicit confidence in all my suggestions, prompt submission to all 
my requests. Grant me but these, and I promise to consult your 
fortune as my own— to gratify your tastes as far as my means will 
aHow— to grudge not your pleasures ; and, when the age for ambition 



m 



comes, to aid your rise if T rise myself; nay, if well contented with 
you, to remove tlie blot from vour birth, by acknowledging and 
adopting you formally as my son. 
''Agreed ! and I thank you,*' said Gabriel. ** And Lucretia is 



" See her — ^not yet ; but next week." 
Do not fear that I should let out about the letter.^ I should 
betray myself if 1 did," said the boy, bluntly betraying his guess at 
his father's deky. 
The evil scholar smiled. 

" You will do well to keep it secret for your own sake ; for mine. I 
should not fear. Gabriel, go back now to your master— you do right, 
like the rats, to run from the falling house. Next week, I will send 
for you, Grabriel!" 

Not, however, back to the studio went the boy. He sauntered 
leisurely through the gayest streets, eyed the shopB, and the equipuj^^cs, 
the fair women, and the well-dressed men— eyea with envv, ajitf loiij^^ 
ings, and visions of pomps, and vanity 'ii tn come; Umi, wmu the tLiy 
began to close, he sought out a you up; painUr, iLc^ \^jkli :s(: :^el^I 
mfSdest of the crew to whom his uncle hud presented theu- future 
comrade and rival, and went with tlib* yositb, at half-price, to the 
theatre, not to gaze on the actors or study the play, out to stroll 
in the saloon. A supper in the jFV«?.vA co^iipletca the void in his 
pockets, and concluded his day's rank experience of life. By the grey 
dawn he stole back to hisbed^ and as lie laid himself down, he thought 
with avid pleasure of Paris, its gay curdena, and briHiant shops, mid 
crowded sxreets; he thought, too, of hia fathcr^s calm conlidcuce of 
success, of the triumph that already had attended his wiles— a confi- 
dence and a triumph which, exciting his reverence and routing lii^ 
emulation, had decided his resolution. He thought^ too, of Lucretia, 
with something of affection, recalled her praises and bribes^ her 
frequent mediation with his father, and fdt thsit t hey slioiJd have 
need of each other. Oh, no, he never wodd (.{11 her <>f ilie snarr^ 
laid at Guy's Oak— never, not even il' inccnsud with his latlier 1 Aa 
instinct told him that that offence could never be forgiven, and that, 
henceforth, Lucretia's was a destiny bound up in his own. He 
thought, too, of Dalibard's warning and threat. But, with fear itself, 
came a stiange excitement of pleasure— to grapple, if necessary, he 
a mere child, with such a man !— his heart swelled at| the thought. 
So, at last he feU asleep, and dreamed that he saw his mother's trunk- 
less face dripping gore, and frowning on him— dreamed that he heardher 
say : " Goest thou to the scene of my execution only to fawn upon my 
murderer? " Then a ni^ht-mare of horrors, of scaffolds, ana execu- 
tioners, and grinning moDs. and agonised faces, came on him— dark, 
confused ana indistmct. And he woke, with his hair standing on end, 
and heard below, in the rising sun, the merry song of the poor canary 
— trill-lill-mi, triU-trill-liU-hll-lal Did he feel glad that his cruei 
hand had been stayed. 
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EPILOGUE TO PAET THE PULST. 



It is a year since the November day on which Lucretia Clavering 
ouitted the roof of Mr. Fielden. Ana first we nitist r(M*all the eye of 
ine reader to the old-fashioned terrace at; Lrini^lituji ; the jutting 
porch, the quaint balustrades, the broiul, darkj c"] i:itip:c ]<\s» ceants oh 
the lawn be^rond. The day is cahn, ch'iir, and iisild, tbr Novcmlif-r in 
the country is often a gentle month. On that terrace walked Charles 
Yemon, now known by his new name of l^ku }■ i# Mm oiwAM 
of name that has so changed the pcrstiaF' m itm mwk 
Herald's Office have filled up the hollowB of iSmmBriKsJ^ 
by elastic vigour the listless languor of tho tMidr Ifoi 1£m li 
another and a better cause for that lieallhfol chaiigc. Mr, Yemon 
St. John is not alone — a fair compaHioiL kuns on Iii^^ arm. See, slit; 
pausea to press eloaer to his side, gaze oti iiLs face, and whiisper, " We 
aid well to Lave hope ftnd faith !" 

The hu 5 build's t'aith had not been so unshaken as his Mary's, and a 
slight blush paf^scd over his cheek as he thought of his concession to 
Sir Milea's ivisties, and his overtures to Lucretia Clavering. Still 
that fadt bad been fairly acknowledged to his wife, and she felt, the 
iLQinent she liad spoken, that she had committed an indiscretion: 
jievertheleas^ with m arch touch of womanly malice, she added 



WsB Glavmng, you persist in saying, was not really hand- 



llj \mcJ^ replied the husband, gravel/, "you would oblige me 
by not recalQng the very painful recollections connected with that 
name. Let it never be mentioned in this house." 

Lady Mary bowed her graceful head in submission— she understood 
Charles's feelings. Tor though he had not shown her Sir Miles's 
letter and its enclosure, he had communicated enough to account for 
the unexpected heritage, and to lessen his wife's compassion for the 
disappointed heiress. Nevertheless, she comprehended that her hus- 
band lelt an uneasy twinge at the idea that he was compelled to act 
hardly to the one whose hopes he had supplanted. Lucretia's banish- 
ment from Lauffhton was a just humiliation, but it humbled a gene- 
rous heart to inflict the sentence. Thus, on aU accounts, the remem- 
brance of Lucretia was painful and unwelcome to the successor of 
Sir Miles. There was a silence— Lady Mary pressed her husband's 
hand. 

" It is strange," said he, ^ving vent to his thouj^hts at that tender 
sdgnof sympathy in his feelmg — " strange that, after all, she did not 
marry Mainwanng, but fixed ner choice on that supple Erenchman. 
But she has settled abroad now, perhaps for life — a great relief to 
my mind. Yes, let us never recur to her." 

" fortunately," said Lady Mary, with some hesitation, "she does 
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not seem to bAve created much interest here. The poor seldom name 
her to me, ana onr neighbours only with surprise at her marriage. In 
another year she will be for«)tten ! *' 

Mr. St. John sighed. Perhaps he felt how much more easily he had 
been forgotten, were he the banished one, Lucretia the possessor ! His 
light nature, however, soon escaped from all thoughts and sources of 
annoyance, and he listened with complacent attention to Lady Mary's 
ffenUe plana for the poor, and the cmldren's schooL and the cottages 
that ought to be repaired, and the labourers niat ought to hm 
employed. 7or, though it mav seem singular, Yeraon St. John, 
iasemnbly influsnoed by his wif rs meek superionty, and ooiieeted by 
her pure companionship, had begun t« feel the charm of innooeat 
occupations more, peniaps, than if he had been aecnstomed to the 
larger and loftier ezcnements life, and missed that stir of intdlect 
which is the element of those who hanre waned in the demoenk^ of 
letters^ or contended for the leadership of states. He had b^^ 
already to think that the country was no such exile after alL Nata* 
raUy tenerolent. he had taoffht himself to share the oocnpations kbi 
Mary had abreaay found in ihfi busy "luxury of doing good," and to 
conceive that brotherhood of chaiify whi^ usually nnitea the hsd of 
the villa^ with its poor. 

"I think, what with huniang once a week— (I will not yenture 
more till my pain in the side is quite gone),— and with the help of 
some old friends at Christmas, we can get through the winUst very 
well, Mary." 



" But we'll have ^ur srave Itither. and jour dear, preciaeu excellent 
mother^ to keep us m order. And it I sit more than half an hour 
after dmner, the old butler ahaQ pull me out bythe esn. Mary, what 
do you say to thinning the grove yonder P We shall get a oetter 
view of the landsoape beyond. No, hang it 1 dear old Sir Miles loved 
his trees better than the i>rospect— 1 won't lop a bough. But that 

avenue we are planting will be certainly a noble improvement " 

*• Piffcy years hence, Charles ! ** 

"It IS our duty to think of posterity." answered the ei-devani 
spendthrift, with a gravity that was actualiy pompous. "But hark 1 
is that two o'clock r Three, by Jove I How time flies ! and my new 
bullocks that I was to see at two I Come down to the farm, that'a 
Biy own Maiy. Ah, your fine ladies are not such bad housewives 
after all!" 

" And your fine gentlemen 

'I Capital farmers ! I had no idea till last week that a ^rize ox waa 
so interesting an animaL One lives to learn. Put me in mind, by 
the bve, to write to Coke about hie sheep." 

" This way, dear Charles ; we can go round by the village, and see 
poor Fonto and Dash." 

The tears rushed to Mr. St. John's eyes. " If poor Sir Miles could 
have known you !" he said, with a si^ ; and though the gardenen 
were at work on the lawn,^ he bowed his head, and kissed the Mw^^g 
che^ of lus wife as heartily as if he had been really a £uiner. 

lYom the terrace at Laughton, turn to the humbler abode of our 




I dread them more the hunting ! 



LTICBXTIA. 107 

old fceiid 'Qifi Yicar-^the same day. the same hour. Here also the 
Boene is withoat doors— ve are in toe garden of the vicarage ; the 
children are phmng at hide-and-seek amongst the espaliers, which 
screen the wmmng gravel-walks from the esQulents more dear to 
Geres than to Mora. The 'Vicar is seated in his little p^arlonr, from 
which a glazed door admits into the ^^en. The door is now open, 
and the good man has paused from his work (he had just discoverea 
a new emendation in the first chorus of the Medea\ to look out at the 
•rosT faces that gleam to and fro across the scene. His wife, with a 
bttttet in her hand, is standing withofut the door, but a little aside, 
not to obstruct the view. 

"It does one^s heart good to see them!" said the Vicar; "little 
deaml*' 

"Yes, they ought to be dear at this time of the year," observed 
Mrs. Fielden, who was absorbed in the contents of the basket. 
"And so fresh!" 

"Fresh, indeed;— how different from London! Li London they 
were not fit to be seen ; as old aa— I am sure I can't guess how old 
thev were. But jpsm see here they are new laid everv mominff ! " 

''^My dear !" said Mr. Fielden, opening his eyes— -"new laid every 
morning ! " 

" Two dozen and four." 

" Two dozen and four !— What on eart^ are yoa talking about, Mra« 
KeWenP" 
" Why, the. eggs, to be sure, mv love ! " 

"Oh r' said the Vicar, "two dozen and four !— you alarmed me a 
little ; 'tis of no consequence~onl^ my foolish mistaike. Always pru- 
dent and saving, my dear Sarah ; just as if poor Sir Miles had not 
left us that munifieent fortune, I may call it." 

" It will not go very far when we have our young ones to settle. 
And-— David is very extravagant already : he has torn such a hole in 
bis jacket!" 

At this moment, up the gravel-walk, two young persons came in 
sight. The children darted across them, whooping and laughing, and 
vanished in the further recess of the garden. 

" All is for the best— blind mortals that we are ! — all is for the 
best !" said the Vicar, musingly, as his eyesrteted nponthe approach- 
ing pair. 

"CertaiBly, my love; you are always ri^ht, and it is wicked to 
prumble. Stilly if you saw what a hole it was— past patching, I 
fear!" 

"Look round!" said Mr. Fielden, benevolently. "How we 
grieved for them both ; how wroth we were with William— how sad 
for Su9an ! And now see them— they will be the better man and wife 
for their trial!" 

" Has Susan then consented P I was almost afraid she never would 
consent. How often have I been ahnost angry with her, poor lamb ! 
when I have heard her accuse herself of causing her sisters unhappi- 
ness, and declare with sobs that she felt it a crime to think of William 
Jiainwaring as a husband." 

^' X trust I have reasoned her out of a morbid sensibility, which 
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while it could not have rendered Lucretia the liappier, must hanre 
ensured the wretchedness of herself and William. But if Lucretia 
had not married, and so for ever closed the door on William's rep^- 
ance (that is, supposing he did repent). I belieye poor Susan wonkL 
rather have died of a broken heart, than have given her hand to 
Mainwaring/' 

It was an odd marriage of that proud young lady's, after all," 
said Mrs. Fielden ; "so much older than her— a foreigner, too !" 

" But he is a verv pleasant man, and they had known each other sa 
long. I did not, nowever, quite like a sort of cunning he showed, 
when I came to reflect on it, m bringing Lucretia back to the house ; 
it looks as if he had laid a trap for her from the first." 

"Ten thousand pounds !— a great catch for a foreigner !" observed 
Mrs. Fidden, with the shrewd instinct of her sex; and then she 
added, in the spirit of a prudent sympathy equally characteristio : 
" But I think you say Mr. JParchmount persuaded her to allow half to 
be settled on herself. That will be a hold on him." 

"A bad hold, if that be .all, Sarah. There is a better— he is a 
learned man, and a scholar. Scholars are naturally domestic, and 
make good husbands." 

"But you know he must be a papist ! " said Mrs. Fielden. 

" Umpn ! " muttered the Vicar, irresolutely. 

While the wcnrthy couple were thus conversing, Susan and hei 
lover, not having finished their conference, had turned back through 
the winding walk. 

" Indeed?* said William, drawing her arm closer to his side, " these 
scruples— these fears — ^are cruel to me as well as to jrourself. If you 
were no longer existing, I could be nothing to your sister. Nay, even 
were she not married, you must know enough of her pride to be 
assured that I can retain no place in her affections. What has 
chanced was not our crime, rerhaps Heaven designed to save 
not onl:^ us. but herself, from the certain misery of nuptials so 
inauspicious ! " 

" If she would but answer one of my letters ! " sighed Susan ; " or 
if I could but know that she were happy and contented ! " 

"Your letters must have miscarried— you are not sure even of her 
address. Helv upon it, she is happy. Do you think that she would a 
second time 'nave stooped beneath her ' "— Mainwaring's hp writhed 
as he repeated that phrase, — "if her feelings had not been involved P 
I would not wrong your sister,— I shall ever feel gratitude for the 
past, and remorse for my own shameful weakness ; still. I must 
think that the nature of her attachment to me was more ardent than 
lasting." 

" Ah, William ! how can you know her heart P " 

"By comparing it with yours. Oh, there, indeed, I may anchor my 
faith ! Susan, we were tormed for each other ! Our natures are 
alike— save that y9urs. despite its surpassing sweetness^ has greater 
strength in its simple candour. You will be my guide to good. 
Without you I should have no aim in lif^— no courage to front the 
contests of this world. Ah, this hand trembles still ! " 

" William^ William^ I cannot repress a foreboding— a superstition I 
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At night, I am liamited with that pale face, as I saw It Iast-~pale with 
suppressed despair. Oh, if ever jLucretia could have neea of us— 
Beea of our services, our affections,— -if we could but repair the grief 
we have caused her ! " 

Susaa's head sank on her lover's shoulder. She had said " need 
of Its " — " need of our services." In those simijle monosyllables the 
union was pledged— -the idmtity of their lots in. the dark urn was 
implied. 

Jmm this scene turn again,— the slide shifts in the lantern— we are 
at Paris. In the ante-chamber at the Tuileries. a crowd of expectant 
courtiers and adventurers gaze upon a figure who passes with modest 
and downcast eyes through the throng ; he has just left the closet of 
the Eirst Consul. 

" Far Dieu ! " said B — " power, like misery, makes us acquainted 
with strange bedfellows. I should uke to hear what the Pirst Consul 
can have to say to Olivier Bahbard.'' 

Eouch6, who at that perijod was scheming for the return to his old 
dignities as minister of police, smiled slightly, and answered, " In a 
time when the air is filCed with daggers, one who was familiar with 
Eobespierre has his uses. Olivier Dalibard is a remarkable man. He 
is one of those children of the Bevolution whom that great mother is 
bound to save." 

" By betraying Ms brethren ? " said B , drily. 

I do not allow the inference. The simple fact is, that Dalibard 
has spent many years in Englaud,-^he has married an Englishwoman 
of bi]rt;h and connexions, — ^he knows well the English language and 
English people,— and juist now, when the Eirst Consul is so anxious 
to apprcfonair the popular feelmgs of that strange nation, with whose 
government he is compelled to go to war^e may naturally have much 
to say to so acute an observer as Olivier Dalibard." 

•* Um! " said B ; "with such patronage, Eobespierre's friend 

should hold his head somewhat higher ! " 

Meanwhile, Olivier Dahbard, crossing the gardens of the palace, 
took his way to the Eaubourg St. Germam. There was no change in 
the aspect of this man ; the same meditative tranquillity characterised 
his downward eyes and bended brow; the same precise simplicity of 
dress which had pleased the prim taste of Eobespierre, gave decorum 
to his slender stooping form. No expression more cheerful, no foot- 
step more elastic, oespoke the exile's return to his native land, or 
the sanguine expectations of Intellect restored to a career. Yet^ to 
all appearance, the prospects of Dalibard were bright and promising. 
The^rst C<msul was at that stage of his greatness, when ne sought 
to employ in his service all such talent as the Bevolution had made 
manifest--provided only, that it was not stained with notorious blood- 
shed, or too strongly associated with the Jacobin dubs. His quick 
eye seemed to have discovered already the abilities of Dalibard, and 
to have appreciated the sagacity and knowledge of men which had 
enabled tms subtle person to ootain the friendship of Bobespierre, 
withont sharing in his crimes. He had been frequently closeted with 
Buonaparte ; he was in the declared favour of Eouch^, who, thoiwrh 
at that period at the head of the police^ was too necessary amidst 
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the dangers of the time, deepened as they were by the rumonw of 
some terrible and profound conspiracy, to be laid aside, as the First 
Consul had at one moment designed. One man alone, of those high 
in the State, appeared to distrust Olivier Dalibard— the oelebrated 
Cambac^res. Hut with his aid the Provencal could dispense. What 
was the secret of Dalibard's power? was it, in truth, owingsolely to 
his native talent, and his acquired experience, especially of xhglandP 
—was it by honourable means that he had won the ear of the First 
Consul ? We may be sure of the contrary : for it is a striking attri- 
bute of men once thoroughly tainted .by the indulgence of viciojua 
schemes and stratagems, that they become wholly olinded to those 
plain paths of ambition which common sense makes manifest to c^di- 
nary ability. If we regard narrowly the lives of great criminals, w# 
are often very much startled by the extraordinary acuteness,— the 
profouniT calculation,— the patient meditative energy which they have 
employed upon the conception and execution of a crime. We feel 
inclined to think that such intellectual power would have commanded 
great distinction, worthily used and guided ; but we never find that 
these great crinunals seem to have been sensible of the opportunities 
to real eminence which they have thrown away. Often we observe 
that there have been before them vistas into worldly greatness wMch^ 
by no uncommon prudence and exertion, would have conducted honest 
men half as clever to fame and power : but, with a strange obHquity 
of vision, they appear to have boked nrom these broad clear avenues 
into some dark, tangled defile, in which, by the subtlest ingentdty, 
and throuj^ the most besettm^ perils, they might attam at last to the 
success of a fraud, or the emoyment of a vice. In crime once in- 
dulged, there is a wonderful lascination— and the fascination is, not 
rarely, ^eat in proportion to the intellect of the criminal. There is 
alwavs nope ofrefprm for a dull, uneducated, stolid man, led by 
accident or temptation into fi^uilt; but where a man of great ability, 
and highly educated, besots nimself in the intoxication of dark taii 
terrible excitements, takes impure delight in tortuous and slimy ways, 
the good angel abandons him for ever. 

Olivier Dalibard walked musingly on— gained a house in one of the 
most desolate quarters of the aoandoned faubourg, mounted the 
spacious stairs, and rang at the door of an attic next the roof. 
After some moments, the door was slowly and cautiously opened, 
and two small fierce eyes, peering through a mass of black tan- 
gled curls, gleamed through the aperture. The gaze seemed satich 
factory. 

" Enter, friend," said the inmate, with a sort of complacent grant i 
and, as Dalibard obeyed, the man reclosed, and barred the door. 

The room was bare to beggary.— the ceiling, low and sloping, was 
blackened with smoke. A wretched bed, two chairs, a table, a strong 
chest, a small cracked looking-glass, completed the inventory. The 
dress of the occupier was not in keeping with the chamber ;— true 
that it was not such as was worn by the wealthier classes, but it be- 
tokened no sign of poverty. A blue coat, with high collar, and half 
of military fashion, was buttoned tight over a chest of vast girth; 
the nether garments were of leather^ scrupulously dean, and solid, 
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heavy ricling-boots oame halfwray up the thi^h. A more aturdjr, stalwart, 
strong-built knave, never excited the admiration which physical power 
always has a right to command : and Dahbard gazed on nim with envy. 
The pale scholar absohitely si^ed as he thought— what an auxiliary 
to his own scheming mind would have been so toujp^h a frame ! 

But even less in lorm than face did the man of thews and sinews 
contrast the man of wile and craft. Opposite that high forehead, with 
its massive development of organs, scowled the low front of one to 
whom tiiought was uTrfamiliar— -protuberant, indeed, over the shaggy 
brows, where phrenologists place the seats of practical perc^oiir^ 
stronffly marked in some of the brutes, as in the dog— but almost 
literally void of those higher organs, by which we reason, and imitfine, 
and construct. But in rich atonement for such deficiency, all the 
animal reigned triumphant in the immense mass and widtn of the 
skull behind. And as ike hair, long before, onrled in dose rings to 
the nape of the bull-like neokj you saw before irou one of those icseful 
instruments to ambitidn and mod, wMch roecm at no danger, com- 
prehend no erime. are not without certain good qualities, under vir- 
tuous guidance,— lor iter have the fidelity, the obedieiioe, the stubborn 
courage of the animal ; hut which, under evil oontrol, turn those very 
quatities to unaparing evU— buU-dogs to rend the foe, as bull-dogs to 
defend the master, 

for some moments the two men ffEEed sikniily at ea^ othw. At 
length Dalibard said, with an air cfcalm tuperionty— 

*^My friend, it is time that I should be presented to the dbiefr of 
yourpurtyl" 

^' uhieis, par ious les diables/'* nrowled the other; we Chomm 
are all ckera, when it comes to blows. You have teen my cre- 
dentials: you know that I am a man to be trusted; what more do 
you need P " 

" Por myself nothing ; but my friends are more scrupulous. I hate 
sounded, as I promised, the heads of the old Jacobin party— and thej 
are favourable. This upstart soldier, who has suddenly seized in his 
iron grasp all the fruits of the Revolutioi^ is as hateful to them as to 
you. But, auevoulez^oatu, mm eher-'ineu are men ! It is one Idling 
to destroy Buonaparte; it is another thing to restore the Bourbons. 
How ean the Jacobin chiefs dep^ on your aasuranoe, or my own, 
that t^e Bourbons will forget the old offences, and reward the new 
service ? You imprise me, so do your credentialis, that a prince of the 
blood is engaged in this enterprise, that he will appear at the proper 
season. Put me in direct communication with this representative of 
the Bourbons, and I promise in return, if his assurances are satisfiio- 
tory, that you shall have an meute to be felt from Paris to Maiseillea. 
If VQU cannot do this, I am usdess ; and I withdraw 

" Withdraw I Garde a vom^Monaeur k Savant ! No man with- 
draws alive from a conspiracy like ours." 

We have said before that Olivier DaSibard was sot physically 
brave; and the lode of the Cktmrn, as those words were said, would 
have frozen the blood of muiy a bolder man. But the habatuai 
hypocrisy of Dalibard enabled him to disguise his fear, and he repyec^ 



112 LUCUETIA. 

Monsieur le Ckouan^-At is not by threats that you will j^ain ad* 
herents to a desperate cause, whicli, on the contraij, requires mild 
words and flattering inducements. If you commit a violence — a 
murder — mon cher-ians is not Bretagne ; we have a police ; you 
will be discovered." 
''Ha, ha! what then P— do you think I fear the guillotine P " 
" For yourself— no ; but for your leaders— yes ! If you are disco- 
vered, and arrested for crime, do jau. fancy that the police will not 
recogiiise the right arm of the terrible George CadoudalP— that they 
will not guess that Cadoudal is at Paris P— that Gadoudal will not 
accompany you to the ffuillotine ?" « 

The Chouat^s face ielL Olivier watched him and pursued his 
advantaee. 

" I asKcd you to introduce to me this shadow of a prince, under 
which you would march to a counter-revolution. But I will be more 
easily contented. Present me to George*Cadoudal, the hero of Mor- 
bihan ; he is a man in whom I can trust, and with whom I can deaL 
What!— you hesitate P— How do you suppose enterprises of this 
nature can be carried on P If, from fear and distrust of each other, 
the man you would employ cannot meet the chief who directs him, 
there be deky— coiifusion----pamc,— and you will all perish by the 
executioner. Ana for me, Pierre Guillot, consider my position. I am 
in some favour with the First Consul— I have a station of respectabi- 
lity—a career lies before me. Can you think that I will hazard 
these, with my head to boot, like a rash child P Do you suppose that, 
in entering into this terrible contest, I would consent to treat only 
with subordinates P Do not deceive jourself. Afain, I say, tell 
your employers that they must confer with me directly, or je m'en lave 
Jes maitts." 

" I will repeat what you say," answered Guillot, sullenly. " Is this 
aJlP" 

" AU for the present," said Dalibard, slowly drawing on his gloves, 
and retreating towards the door. The Chouan watched him with a 
suspicious and sinister eye : and as the Provencal's hand was on the 
latch he laid his own rough grajsp on Dalibard's shoulder— 

" 1 know not how it is. Monsieur Dahbard, but I mistrust you." 

" Distrust is natural and prudent to all who conspire," replied 
the scholar, quietly. "I do not ask you to confide m me — your 
employers bade you seek me— I have mentioned my conditions— let 
them decide." 

" You carry it off weU. Monsieur Dalibard. And I am under a 
solemn oath, which poor George made me take, knowing me to be a 
hot-headed, honest fellow — mamaise tSte, if you will— that I will keep 
my hand off nistol and knife upon mere suspicion— that nothing less 
than his woro, or than dear ana positive proof of treachery, shall i)ut 
me out of jsood humour and into warm blood. But bear this with 
you. Monsieur Dalibard if I once discover that you use our secrets 
to betrajr them,— should George see you, and one hair of his heeA 
come to iigury through ifot^r himds, I will wring your neck as a house- 
wife wnngs a pullet's." 

" X don% doubt your strength or your ferocity, Pierre Guillot \ but 
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my neck wfll be safe ; you have enough to do to take care of your 
Gwn — au revoir" 

With a tone and look of cahn and fearless irony, the scholar thus 
Bpoke and left the room ; but when he was on the stairs, he paused^ 
and caught at the balustrade— the sickness as of terror at some 
danger past, or to be, came over him: and this contrast between the 
self-command« or simulation which belongs to moral courage, and the 
feebleness of natural and constitutional cowardice, would have been 
sublime if shown in a noble cause. In one so corrupt, it but betrayed 

g nature doubly frasnidable; for treachery and murder hatch their 
rood amidst the folds of a hypocrite's cowkrdice. 
While thus the interview between Balibard and the conspirator, — 
we must bestow a glance upon the Proyen^al's home. 

In an apartment m one oi the prmcipal streets between the Boule- 
vards and/ the Kue St. Honor^ a boy and a woman sat side by side, 
conversing in whispo^. The boy was Gabriel Vamey, the woman 
Lucr^ Dalibard. The apartment was furnished in the then mo- 
dem taste which affected classical forms ; and though not without 
a certain elegance, had something meafire and comfortless in its 
splendid tripods and thin-legged chairs. There was in the apartment 
that air whidi bespeaks the struggle for appearances— that strugs;!^ 
familiar with those of limited income, and vam aspirings ; who want the 
taste which smoothes all inequalities, and gives a smile to home— that 
taste which aifbction seems to prompt, if not to create— which shows 
itself in a thousand nameless, costless trifles^ eadi a grace. No sign 
was there of the household cares or industry of women. No flowers, 
no music, no embroidery-frame, no work-table. Lucretia had none of 
the sweet feminine habits which betray so lovelily the whereabout of 
women. AU was formal and precise, like rooms which we enter and 
leave— not those in which we settle and dwell. 

Lucretia herself is changed, her air is more assured, her complexion 
more pale, the evil character of her mouth more firm and pronounced. 

Gabriel, still a mere boy in years, has a premature look of man. 
The down shades his lips. His dress, though showy and theatrical, is 
no longer that of boyhood. His rounded cheek has grown thin, as 
with the care and thought which beset the anxious step of youth on 
entering into life. 

. Both, as before remarked, spoke in whispers f— both from time to 
time glanced fearfully at the door ; both fwt that they belonged to a 
hearth round which smile not the jocund graces of trust and love, and 
the heart's open ease. 

••"But," said Gabriel— "but if you would be safe, my father must 
have no secrets hid from you.'* 

" I do not know that he has. He speaks to me frankly of his hopes 
— of the share he has in the discovery of the plot against the First 
Consul— of his interviews with Pierre Guiilot. the Breton." 
. ^* Ah. because there your couraee supports nim, and your acuteness 
assists his own. Such secrets belong to his public Me — ^his political 
Mkcanes^-with those he will trust you. It is his private me— his 
^vate pteiectB yo«L mmst know." 

"But what does he conceal from meP Apart from politics, his 

I 
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whole mind seems bent on the very natural object of securing the 
intimacy with his rich cousin, Monsieur Bellanger, from whom he 
has a right to expect so large an inheritance." 

" Bellanger is rich, but he is not much older than my father." 

"He has bad health." 

"No," said Gabriel, with a downcast eye and a strange smile— "he 
has not bad health, but he may not be long-hved." 

"How do j^ou meanP" asked Lucretia, sinking her voice into a 
still lower whisper, while a shudder, she scarce Knew why, passed 
over her frame. 

" What does my father do," resumed Gabriel, " in that room at the 
top of the house ? Does he tell you that secret ?" 

He makes experiments in chemistry. You know that that was 
always his favourite study. You smile again ! Gabriel, do not smile so ; 
it appals me. Do you think there is some mystery in that chamber ?" 

*Tt matters not what we think, belle mere— it matters much what 
we know. If I were you, I would know what is in that chamber. I 
repeat, to be safe, you must have all his secrets or none. Hush, that 
isnis step !" 

The door-handle turned noiselessly, and Olivier entered. His look 
fell on his son's face, which betrayed only apparent surprise at his unex- 
pected return. He then glanced at Lucretia's, which was, as usual, 
cold and impenetrable. 

" Gabriev' said Dalibard, gently, " I have come in for you. I have 
promised to take you to spend the day at Monsieur BeUanger's: 
vou are a great favourite with Madame. Come, my boy. I shall 
be back soon, Lucretia. I shall but drop in to leave Gabriel at my 
cousin's." 

Gabriel rose cheerfully, as if only alive to the expectation of the 
bon-bons and compliments he received habitually from Madame 
Bellanger. 

"And you can take your drawing implements with you," continued 
Dalibard. " This good Monsieur Bellanger has given you permission 
to copy his Poussin." 

" His Poussin ! Ah, that is placed in his bedroom,* is it not ? " 

" Yes," answered DaUbard^ briefly. 

Gabriel lifted his sharp bright eyes to his father's face. Dalibard 
turned awav. 

" CJome I** he said, with some impatience ; and the boy took up his 
hat. 

In another minute Lucretia Was alone. 

Alone, in an English home, is a word implying no dreary solitude 
to an accomplished woman ; but alone in that foreign land— alone in 
those half-furnished, desolate apartments— few books, no musical 
instruments, no companions dunng the day to drop in : — that lone- 
liness was wearying. And that mind so morbidly active f In the old 
Scottish legend, the Spirit that serves the wizard must be kept con- 
stantly employed; suspend its work for a moment, and it rends the 

* It is scarcely necessary to observe that bed-chambers in Paris, when forming: 
part of the snite of reception-rooinB, are often decorated no less elaborately than 
the other apartments. 
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enchanter. It is so with minds that crave for excitement, and live 
without relief of heart and affection, on the hard task^ of the 
intellect. 

Lncretia mused over Gabriel's words and warning : "To be safe, 
jpu mnst know all his secrets or none." What was the secret which 
I)alibard had not communicated to her ? 

She rose, stole up the cold, cheerless stairs, and ascended to the 
attic which Dalibard had latelv hired. It was locked; and she 
observed that the lock was small — so small, that the key might be 
worn in a ring. She descended and entered her husband's nsnal 
cabinet, which adjoined the sitting-room. All the books wMch the 
house contained were there ; a few works on metaphysics — Spinosa in 
especial— the great Italian histories, some volumes of statistics, many 
on physical and mechanical philosophy, and one or two works of 
biography and memoirs No light literature, that grace and flower 
of human culture— that best pmlosophy of all, humanisine us with 
gentle art, making us wise through the humours, elevated through 
the passions, tender in the affections of jour kind ! She took out one 
of the volumes that seemed less arid than the rest, for she was weary 
of her own thoughts, and begEm to read. To her surprise, the first 
passage she opened was singularly interesting, though the title was 
nothing more seductive than the "Life of a rhysiaan of Padua, in 
the Sixteenth Century." It related to that singular ^och of terror 
in Italy, when some mysterious disease, varying m a thousand symp- 
toms, baffled all remedy, and long defied all conjecture— a disease 
attacking chiefly the heads of families, father and husband— rarely 
women. Li one city, seven hundred husbands perished, but not one 
wife ! The disease was poison. The hero of the memoir was one of 
the earlier discoverers of the true cause of this household epidemic. 
He had been a chief authority in a commission of inauiry. Stsurtling 
were the details given in the work: the anecdotes, tie histories, the 
astonishing craft brought daily to Dear on the victim, the wondrous 
perfidy of the subtle means, the variation of the certain murder— here 
swift as epilepsy— there slow and wasting as long decline .— the 
lecture was absorbing; and absorbed in the book Lucretia stiU was, 
when she heard Daubard's voice behind; he was looking over her 
shoulder. 

" A strange selection for so fair a student ? Enfant, play not with 
such weapons!" 
"But IS this all true?" 

" True, though scarce a fragment of the truth. The physician was 
a sonj chemist, and a worse philosopher. He blundered in his 
analysis of the means ; and, if I rememoer rightly, he whines like a 
priest at the motives; for see you not what was really the cause of 
this spreading pestilence. It was the Saturnalia of the Weak— a 
burst of mockmff license against the Strong : it was more— it was the 
innate force of the individual waging war against the many." 

" I do not understand you." 

" No ! In that age, husbands were, indeed, lords of the household : 
they married mere children for their lands • they neglected and 
betrayed them ; they wejrp inexorable if the wife committed the faults 
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set hefdfe her for example. Suddenly the Twife found Jierself armed 
against her tyrant. His life was in her hands. So the weak had no 
mercy on the strong ! But man, too, was then, even more than now, 
a lonely wrestler in a crowded arena. Brute force alone gave bim 
distinction in courts; wealth alone brought him justice in the halls, 
or gave him safety m his home. Suddenly, the frail puny man saw 
that he could reach the mortal part of his giant foe. The noiseless 
sling was in his hand — it smote Goliath mm afar. Suddenly, the 
poor man. ground to the dust, spat upon by contempt^ saw through 
the crowd of richer kinsmen, who shunned and bade him rot— saw 
those whose death made him heir to lordship, and gold, and palaces, 
and power, and esteem ! As a worm throu^ a wardrobe, that man 
ate tnrougn velvet and ermine, and gnawed out the hearts that beat 
in his way. No ! A ^eat intellect can oomi)rehend these crimin»Is, 
and account for the crune. It is a mighty thing to feel in one's flelf 
that one is an armv— more than an army! What thousands nod 
millions of men, with trumpet and banner, and under the sanctios of 
glory, strive to do-^-destrojf a foe, that, with little more thaa an 
effort of the will— with a drop, a grain, for all his arsenal— one oian 
jcan do !" 

There was a horrible enthusiasm about this reasoning devil a» he 
spoke thus: his crest rose, his breast expanded. That animation 
which a noble thought gives to generous hearts, kindled in the £ao>3 of 
the anoloeist for the darkest and basest of human crimes. Lncretia 
shudaered; but her gloomy imagination was spelled; there was an 
interest mingled with ner terror. 

" Hush! you a^pal me," she said, at last, timidly. "But, happily, 
this fearful art exists no more to tempt and destroy 

As a mere philosophical discovery, it mighi be amusing t& a 
chemist to learn exactly what were the compounds of those ancient 
poisons," said Dalibard, not directly answering the implied question. 

Portions of the art are indeed lost, unless, as I suspect, there is 
much credulous exaggeration in the accounts transmitted to us. To 
kin by a flower, a pair of gloves, a soap-ball— kill by means which 
elude all possibb suspicion— is it credible? What say you? An 
amusing research, indeed, if one had leisure ! But enough of ihis 

now J it grows late. We dine with Monsieur de . He wishes to 

let his hotel. 'Why, Liicretia, if we knew a little of this old art, par 
ZHeuf we could soon hire the hotel! Well, well, perhaps we may 
survive my cousin Jean Bellanger !" 

Three days afterwards, Lncretia stood by her husband's side in the 
secret chamber. From the hour when she left it, a change was per- 
ceptible in her vCountenance. which gradually removed from it the 
character of youth. Paler the cheek could scarce become, nor more 
cold the discontented, restless eye. But it was as if some great care 
had settled on her brow, and contracted yet more the stem outline of 
the lips. Gabriel noted the alteration ; but he did not attempt to win 
her confidence. He was occupied rather in considering, fist, if it 
were well for him to sound deeper into the mystery he suspected ; 
and, secondly, to what extent, and on what terms, it became his 
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interest to aid the designs in which, by Dalibard's hints and kixidly 
treatment, he foresaw that he was meant to particinate. 

A word now on the rich kinsman of the Dalibaras : Jean BeUaQ|:er 
had been one of those prudent republicans who had put the Ilevolution 
to profit. B7 birth a Marseillais»— he had settled in Paris, as an 
epicier. about the year 1785, and had distinguished himself by the 
adaptaoilHy and finesse which become those who fish in suoh troubled 
waters. £Le had sided with Mirabeau, next with. Yer^niaud, and the 
Girondins. Hiese he forsook in time for Danton» whose faeile cor-. 
ruptibiHlT miade him a seductiYC patron. He was a large purchaser 
in the sale of the emigrant nropeny : he obtained a contract for the 
supply of the army in the Netherlanas; he abandoned Banton as he 
had aoandoned the Girondins. but without taking any active paxt in 
the after-proceedings of the Jacobins. His next connexion was with 
Tallien and Barras, and he enriched himself yet more under the 
Directory than he had done in the earlier stages of the Bevolution. 
Under cover of an appearance of bonhomie and good humour, a. 
frank laugih and open countenance, Jean Bellanger had alwa^ 
retained general popularity and good- will; and waa one of those 
whom the policy of tne First Consul led him to conciliate. He had 
long since retired from the more vulgar departments of trade, but 
continued to flourish as an army contractor. He had a large notel 
and a splendid establishment. He was one of the great capitalists 
oi Paris. The relationship between Dalibard and BeUanger was 
not very close, it was that of cousios twice removed; and duringr 
Dalibard's previous residence at Paris, each embracing diffeirezit 
parties, ana each eager in his career, toe blood-tie between them 
nad not been much thought of, though they were good &iend&. 
and each resnected the other for the £scretion with whicb he hadl 
kent aloof fiom the more sanguinarv excesses of thfi time. As 
BeUanger was not many vears older tnan Dalibard, as the former 
had but just married in the year 1791, and had naturally before 
him the prospect of a family — ^as his fortunes at that time, though, 
rising, were nnconfirmed, and as some nearer relations stood oetween 
them, in the shape of two promising sturdy nephews, Dalibard had 
not then calculated on any inheritance from nis cousin. On hia 
return circumstances were widely altered— BeUanger had been inar- 
ried some years» and no issue had blessed nis^ nuptjak. His 
nephews, draughted into the conscription, had perished in Egypt. 
Dalibara apparently became his nearest relative. ^ 

To avance or to worldly ambition, there was undoubtedlv some- 
thii^ very dazzling in the prospect thus opened to the eyes of Olivia 
Daubard. The Contractors splendid mode of living, vying with that 
of the fermier-general of old, the colossal masses of capi^ by which 
he backed and supported speculations, that varied with an ingenuity 
rendered practical ^and prcnound by experience, infl£un6d into fever 
the morbid restlessness of fancy smd mtellect which characterised 
the evil scholar. Por that restlessness seemed to supply to hia 
natnre, vices not constitutional to it. Dalibard had not the avarice^ 
that belongs either to a miser or a spendthrift. In his youth, hl& 
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books and the simple desires of an abstract student sufficed to his 
wants, and a habil of method and order, a mechanical calculation 
which accompanied all his acts, from the least to the greatest — 
preserved him, even when most poor, from neediness and want. Nor 
was he by nature vain and ostentations — those infirmities accom- 

Sany a larger and more Inxmiant nature. His philosophy rather 
esnised, than inclined to, show. Yet since to plot and to scheme 
made his sole amusement, his absorbing excitement, — so a man 
wrapped in himself, and with no generous ends in view, has little to 
plot or to scheme for, but objects of worldly aggrandisement. In 
this, Dalibard resembled one whom the intoxication of gambling has 
mastered, who neither wants, nor greatly prizes, the stake, but who 
has grown wedded to the venture for it. It was a madness like 
that of a certain rich nobleman in our own country, who, with 
more money than he could spend, and with a skill in all ^mes 
where skill enters, that woula have secured him success of itself, 
—having learned the art of cheating, could not resist its indul- 
gence. No hazard, no warning, could restrain him— cheat he must 
—the propensity became iron-stron^ as a Greek destiny. 

That the possible chance of an inheritance so magnificent should 
dazzle Lucretia and Gabriel, was yet more natural ; for in thein, it 
appealed to more direct and eloquent, though not more powerfo], 
propensities. Gabriel had every vice which the greed of gain most 
irritates and excites. Intense covetousness lay at the core of his 
heart ; he had the sensual temperament which veams for every enjoy- 
ment, and takes pleasure in every pomp and snow of life. Lucretia^ 
with a hardness of mind that disdained luxury, and a certain grandeur 
(if such a word may be applied to one so perverted), that was incom- 
patible with the sordid inmrmities of the miser, had a determined and 
insatiable ambition, to which gold was a necessary instrument. 
Wedded to one she loved, like Mainwaring, the ambition, as we 
have said in a former chapter, could have lived in another, and 
become devoted to intellectual efforts, in the nobler desire for 
power based on fame and genius. But now she had the gloomy 
cravings of one fallen, and the uneasy desire to restore herself to 
a lost position— she fed as an aliment upon scorn to bitterness, 
of all beings and all things around her. bhe was gnawed by that 
false fever which riots in those who seek by outward seemings and 
distinctions to console themselves for the want of their own self- 
esteem ; or who, despising the world with which they are brought in 
contact, sigh for those worldly advantages, which alone justify to the 
world itself their contempt. 

To these diseased infirmities of vanity or pride, whether exhibited 
in Gabriel or Lucretia, Dalibard administered without apparent 
effort, not only by his conversation, but his habits of life. He 
mixed with those much wealthier than himself, lyit not better bom 
— ^those who, in the hot and fierce ferment of that new society, were 
rising fast into new aristocracy,— the fortunate soldiers, daring speoula- 
toro, plunderers of many an argosy that had been wrecked in the Great 
Storm. Every one about them was actuated by the keen desire " to 
tune "—the desire was contagious. They were not abso* 
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lutely poor in tlie jproper sense of the word poverty, with Dalibard's 
armmty and the mterest of Lucretia's fortune, but they were poor 
compared to those with whom they associated— poor enough for dis- 
content. Thus, the imap e of the mighty wealth from which, perhaps, 
but a single life divided them, became horribly haunting. To 
Gabriel's sensual vision, the ima^e presented itself in the shape of 
unlimited pleasure andjorodigal not ; to Lucretia, it wore the solemn 
majesty of power : to Dalibard himself, it was but the Eureka of a 
calculation — the palpable reward of wile, and scheme, and dexterous 
combinations. The devil had temptations suited to each. Mean- 
while, the Dalibards were more and more with the Bellangers. 
Olivier glided in to talk of the chances and changes of the state and 
the market. Lucretia sat for hours, listening mutely to the Con- 
tractor's boasts of past frauds, or submitting to the martyrdom of his 
victorious games at tric-trac. GabrieL a spoiled darling, copied the 
pictures on the walls, comj)limented Madame, flattered Monsieur, 
and fawned on both for trmkets and crowns. Like three birds of 
night and omen, these three evU natures settled on the rich man's ^ 
roof. 

Was the rich man himself blind to the motives which budded forth 
into such attentive affection ? His penetration was too acute— his ill 
opinion of mankind too strong, perhaps, for such amiable self-delu- 
sions. But he took all in good part ; availed himself of Dalibard's 
hints and suggestions as to the employment of his capital ; was polite 
to Lucretia, and readily condemned her to be beaten at tric-trac, while 
he accented with bonhomie Gabriel's spirited copies of his pictures. 
But at tunes, there was a gleam of satire and malice in his round 
grey eyes, and an inward chuckle at the caresses and flatteries he 
received, which perplexed DaHbard, and humbled Lucretia. Had 
his wealth been wholly at his own disposal^ these signs would have 
been inauspicious, but the new law was stnct, and the bulk of Bel- 
langer's property could not be alienated from his nearest kin. Was 
not Dalibard the nearest ? 

These hopes and speculations did not, as we have seen, absorb the 
restless and rank energies of Dalibard's crooked, but capacious and 
grasping intellect. Patiently and ingeniously he pursued his main 
political object— the detection of that audacious and complicated con- 
spiracy agamst the !First Consul, which ended in the tragic deaths of 
Pichegru, the Due d'Enghien, and the erring but illustrious hero 
of La Vendue, George Cadoudal. In the midst of these dark plots 
for personal aggrandisement and political fortune, we leave, for the 
moment, the sombre, sullen soul of Olivier DaUbard. 

m m m m » « 

Time has passed on, and Spring is over the world: the seeds, 
buried in the earth, burst to flower; but man's breast knoweth not 
the sweet division of the seasons. In winter or summer, autumn or 
spring alike, his thoughts sow the germs of his actions, and day after 
dayhis destiny ^thers in her harvests. • 

The joy-bells ring clear through the groves of Laughton—an heir is 
bom to the old name and fair laiids of St. John ! And, as usual, the 
present race welcomes merrily in, that which shall succeed and repla " 



liO LUCEETIA. 

it— that wiach. shall thrust the enjoyers down into the black ^res^ 
and wrest from them the pleasant coeds of the world. The loy-bdl 
of birth is a note of warning to the inell for the dead; it wakes tho 
worms beneath the mould: the new-boru, gwtj year thititgTcrwt 
and flourishes, speeds the Ptoent to their feast. Yet -who can predict 
that the infant snail become the heir?— who can tell 1hat Death aits 
AX)t side by side with the nurse at the cradle F Can thr^. motlier^s hand 
measure out the woof of the Parcce, or ih^ fntlir r's eye detect, 
ihroi^h the darkness of the morrow, the t^l i iiin i t the fal a! ^hy^ir^ f 

It IS market-day, at a town in the m5 Ikmd db^tricts of Ji^n^kud. 
There, Trade takes its healthiest and most animated fbm. Yoti eer- 
not the^ stunted form and hollow eye of 1 iic mechauic^— poor skire of 
the capitalist— poor agent and victun of I fie arch diseqnaJisci^CiTili- 
sation. There^ strides the burly form of t fic tiauuiv ; there^ waits the 
ruddy hind with his flock: there, pati('ii1, sit:. Ibr^ tt tiller v,iih his 
samples of com ; there, in tne booths, fi^j^^i^n tiw. liuiabb w tires ^ luck 
form the luxuries of cottage and farm. The thronging of men, and the 
clacking of whips, and the dull sound of wagon or dray, that parts the 
•crowd as it passes, and the lowing of herds and the bleating of sheep, 
all are sounos of movement and bustle, yet blend with the pastoral 
associations of the Primitive Commerce, when the Hnk between market 
and farm was visible and direct. 

Towards one large house in the centre of the brisk Hfe ebbing on, 
you might see stream after stream pour its wav. The larse doors 
swinging light on their hinges, the eilt letters that shine above the 
thresuolo, the wmdows, with their shutters outside cased in iron and 
studded with nails, announce that that house is the Bank of the town. 
Come in with that yeoman whose broad face tells its tale, sheepidi 
and down-eyed— he has come not to invest, but to borrow. What 
matters, war is breaking out anew, to bring the time of high prices, 
and paper money and credit. Honest yeoman, you will not be refused^ 
lie scratches his rough head, pulls a leg. as he calls it> when the clerk 
leans over the counter, and asks to see Muster Mawnering hisself.*" 
The clerk points to the little office-room of the new junior partner, 
who has brought ten thousand pounds and a clear head to the firm. 
And the yeoman's great boots cieak heavily in. I told yon 80„ honest 
yeoman; you come out with a snuLe on your brown face, and jonr 
Land, that mieht fell an oi^ buttons up your huge breeches-pocket, 
you wiU ride home with a hght heart— go and dine, and be merry. 

The yeoman tramps to the Ordinary; plates clatter, tongues wag; 
andthe Dorrower's full heart finds vent in a ^ood worn for that kind 
" Muster Mawnering." for a wonder, all jom in the pKdse. " He's 
an honour to the town ; he's a pride to the country— thof he's such a 
friend at a pinch, he's a rale mon of busmess ! He 11 make the baunk 
worth a million 1— and how well he spoke at the ^eat county meeting 
about the war, and the laund, and them blood-thursty Mounseers I H 
Iheu: members were loike him. Muster Pox would look small ! " 

The day declines ; the town empties — ^whiskies^ horses, and caxts^ 
are giving life to the roads and the lanes— ;and the market is deserted, 
und thebank is shut up» and WilHam Mainwaring walks back to his 
^ — ^ at the skirts of the town-^not villa nor cottage— that plain 
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EngUslL bouse with its clieerfal face of redbrick, and its solid square- 
ness of shap&--a 8?mboI of sabstanee in the f ortnnes of the owner ! 
Yet, as he passes, ne sees throngh the distant trees the hall of the 
member for the town. He pauses a moment, and sighs uuquietlj. 
That pause and that sigh betray^ the germ of ambition and discontent. 
ynij should not he, who can s^ak so well, be member for the town, 
instead of that stanmering qo uire ? But his reason has soon silenced 
the gaemkms murmur. He hastens his ste^T-he is at home t And 
there, in the neat fsniahsd drawing-room, whidi looks m the gardeii 
behind, hisses the.welconung tea^oni: and the mano is open, and 
there is a packet of new books on the table : and, best of all, there is 
the glad lace of the sweet English wife. Hie happy scene was 
characteristic of the time, iust when the simpler and more innocent 
luxuries of the higher class spread, not to spoU, but refine^e middle. 
The dress, air, mien, movements of the young couple ; the unassuming, 
suppresse(L sober elegance of the house; the flower-garden, the 
books, ana the music, evidences of eultivated taste, not signals of 
display, all bespoke the gentle fusion of ranks, before rudeand. unedu- 
cated wealth, made in looms and lucky hits, rushed in to separate for 
erer the gentleman from the parvenu, 

Bprinff smiles over Paris, over the spires of Notre Pame, and the 
crowdea alleys of the Tuileries, over thousands and thousands eager,, 
joyous, aspiring, reckless— the New Bace of France— bound to one 
man's destiny, children of glory and of carnage, whose blood, the wolf 
and the vulture scent, hungry^ from afar ! 

The conspiracy affamst the hfe of the First Consul has been detected 
and defeated, richegru is in prison, George Gadoudal awaits 1^ 
trial, the Due d'Enshien sleeps in ma, bloody grave ; the imperial 
crown is nreuared for the great soldier, and the great soldier's 
creatures bask in the noon-oay sun. Ouvier Daihbard is in high 
and lucrative empbyment : his rise is ascribed to hbs talents— his 
opinions. No service connected with the detection of the conspiracy 
is traced or traceable by the pubHc eye. If such exist, it is Imown 
but to those who have no desire to reveal it. The old apartments 
are retained: but they are no longer drearv, and coBoibmess, and 
deserted. sre gay with draperies, and or-mohi, and mirrors; 

and Madame PaHbard. has her mshts of recepticiis and Monsieur 
Dalibard has already his troops of cnents. In that jrigantic concentra- 
tion of egotism, which jonderJTapoleon, is called The State. Dalibard 
has found^ his place. ^ He has served to swell the power oi the unit» 
and the cipher gains importance by its position in the sum. 

Jean Bellanger is no more. He died, not suddenly, and yet of some 
quick disease — ^nervous exhaustion : his schemes, they said, had worn 
Him out. But the state of Baliba^thou^h prosperous, is not that of 
the heir to the dead millionnaire. What mistake is this P The bulk d 
that wealth must go to the nearest kin— so runs the law. But the 
will is read ; and, for the first time, CWivier Dalibard learns that the 
dead man a son— a son by a former marriage— the marriaffe unde- 
clared, unknown, amidst the riot of the Bevolution ; for the wife 
was the daughter of a proscrit The son had been reared at a dis- 
taiice« put to school at Xyons, and unavqwed to the second wife, who 
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had bronght an ample dower, and whom that discovery might have 
deterred from the altar. Unacknowledged through life— in death, at 
least, the son's rights are proclaimed : and Olivier Dalibard feels that 
Jean Bellanger has died m vain ! For days has the pale Provencal 
been closeted with lawyers ; but there is no hope in htigation. Tne 
proofs of the marriase, the birth, the identity, come out dear a^d. 
clearer ; and the beardless schoolboy at Lyons reaps all the profit of 
those nameless schemes and that mysterious death. Olivier Dalibard 
desires the friendship — ^the intimacy of the heir. But the heir is con- 
signed to the guardianship of a merchant at Lyon^ near of kin to his 
mother — ^and the guardiam responds but coldly to Olivier's letters. 
Suddenly the defeated aspirant seems reconciled to his loss. The 
widow !De%nger has her own separate fortune ; . and it is large, 
beyond expectation. In addition to the wealth she brought tne 
deceased, his affection had led him to invest vast sums in her name. 
The widow then is rich— rich as the heir himself. She is still fair. 
Poor woman, she needs consolation ! But, meanwhile, the nights of 
Olivier Dalibard are disturbed and broken. His eye, m the daytime, 
is haggard and anxious; he is seldom seen on foot in the streets. 
Fear is his companion by day, and sits at night on his pillow. The 
CAomn, Pierre uuillot, who looked to (jeorge Cadoudal as a ^od, knows 
that George Cadoudal has been betra^red, and suspects Olivier Dali- 
bard ; and the Chouan has an arm of iron and a heart steeled against 
all mercy. Oh. how the pale scholar thirsted for that CAouan's blood ! 
With what relentless pertinacity, with what ingenious research he 
had set all the hounds of the police npon the track of that single 
man ! How notably he had failed ! An avenger lived ; and Olivier 
Dalibard started at nis own shadow on the wall. But he did not the 
less continue to plot and to intrigue— nay, such occupation became 
more necessary, as an escape from himself. 

And- in the meanwhile, Olivier Dalibard sought to take courage 
from tne recollection that the Chouan had taken an oath (and he knew 
that oaths are held sat- n d with the Bretons) that he would keephishand 
from his knife, unlei ^ he had clear evidence of treachery; — ^such evi- 
dence existed, but only in Balibard's desk, or the archives of Fouche. 
Tush, he was safe ! A nd so. when from dreams of fear, he started at 
the depth of night, his bolder wife would whisper to him with firm 
uncaressing lip^— " < Jb ^ ier Dalibard, thou fearest the living, dost thou 
never fear the dead '-^ Thy dreams are haunted with a spectre. Why 
takes it not the acru-jiiij-r sliape of thy mouldering kinsman?" DsJi- 
bard would have aiiswt i clI, for he was a philosopner in his cowardice, 
"// n^y a que les najda, qui tie reviennenipas" 

It is the notable convenience of us narrators to represent, by what 
is called soliloauv, the thoughts— the interior of the personages we 
describe. And tms is ahnost the master-work of the ttde-teller — ^that 
is, if the soliloquy be really in words, what self-commune is in the dim 
and tangled recesses of the human heart ! But to this privilege we 
are rarely admitted in the case of Olivier Dalibard; for he rarely 
communed with himself ; a sort of mental calculation, it is true, eter- 

"v went on within him, like the wheels of a destiny ; but it had 
a mechanical operation— seldom disturbed by that comdous- 
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nefs of ihouaht, with its struggles of fear and doubt, conscience and 
crime, which gives its appallmg interest to the soliloquy of t<lgedy. 
Anudst the tremendous secrecy of that profound intellect, as at the 
bottom of a sea, only monstrous images of terror, things of prey, 
stirred in cold-blooded and devouring life; but mto these deeps 
Olivier himself did not dive. He did not face his own soul ; his outer 
life and his inner life seemed separate individualities, just as, in some 
complicated state, the social machine goes on through all its number- 
less cycles of vice and dread, whatever the acts of the government, 
which is the representative of the state, and stands for the state in 
the shallow jud^ent of history. 

Before this time Olivier Dalibard's manner to his son had greatly 
changed from the indifference it betrayed in England; it was kind 
and aSectionate, ahnost caressing ; while on the other hand, Gabriel, 
as if in possession of some secret which gave him power over his 
father, took a more careless and independent tone, often absented 
himself from the house for days together, joined the revels of young 
profligates older than himself, with whom he had formed acquaintance, 
mdulged in sj)endthrift expenses, and plunged prematurely into the 
stream of vicious pleasure that oozed through the mud of Paris. 

One morning, Dalibard, returning fix)m a visit to Madame Bel- 
langer, found Gabriel alone in the salon, contemplating his fair face and 
gay dress in one of the mirrors, and smoothing down the hair, which he 
wore long and sleek, as in the portraits of Raffaelle. Dalibard's lip 
curled at the boy's coxcombry, though such tastes he himself had 
fostered, according to his ruling principles, that to govern, you must 
find a foible, or instil it ; but the sneer changed into a smile. 

" Are you satisfied with yourself, joli gargon?^* he said, with satur- 
nine playfulness. 

" At least, sur, I hope that you wiU not be ashamed of me, when you 
formally legitimatise me as your son. The time has come, you know, 
to keep your promise." 

"And it shall be kept, do not fear. But first, I have an employ- 
ment for you— a mission— your first embassy, Gabriel." 
"I listen, sir." 

"I have to send to England a communication of the utmost impor- 
tance — ^public importance— to the secret agent of the Erench govern- 
ment. We are on the eve of a descent on England. We are in 
correspondence with some in London on whom we count for support. 
A man might be suspected, and searched— mind, searched. You, a 
boy, with English name and speech, will be my safest envoy. Buona- 
parte approves my selection. On your retrnn, he permits me to pre- 
sent yon to him. He loves the rising generation. In a few days, 
you. will be prepared to start." 

Despite the calm tone of the father, so had the son, from the instinct 
of fear and self-preservation, studied every accent, every glance of 
Olivier — so had he constituted himself a spy upon the heart whose 
perfidy was ever armed, that he detected at once m the proposal some 
scheme hostile to his interests. He made, however, no opposition to 
the plan suggested ; and seemingly satisfied with nis obedience, the 
father dismissed him. 
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As sooB as he was in the streets, Gabriel went straight to the house 
of Madame Bellanger. The hotel had been purchased in her name, 
and sne therefore retained it. Since her husband's death, he had 
avoided that house, before so familiar to him; and now he grew 
pale and breathed hard as he passed by the porter's lodge up the 
lofty stairs. 

He knew of his father's recent and constant visits at the house; 
and, without coi^jecturing precisely what were OHvier's designs, he 
connected them, m the natural and acquired shrewdness he possessed, 
with the wealthy widow. He resolved to watch, observe, and draw 
his own conclusions. As he entered Madame Bellaoger's room rather 
abruptly, he obseived her push aside amongst her papers something 
she had been gazing on— something which sparkled to his eyes. He 
sat himself down dose to her with the caressing manner he usuallj 
adopted towards women ; and in the midst of the babbling talk with 
which ladies generally honour boys, he suddenly, as if by accidmt„ 
displaced the papers, and saw his lamer's miniature set in brilliants. 
The start of the widow, her blush, and her exclamation, strengthened 
the li^ht that flashed upon his mind. " Q-ho, I see now," he said, 
laughmg, "why my father is always praising black hair ; and—nay, 
nay— gentlemen may admire ladies m Paris, surety P " 

Pooh, my dear child^ your father is an old fnend my poor hus- 
band's, and a near relation, too! But, Gabriel mon petit ame! you 
had better not say at home that you have seen this picture^— Madame 
Dalibard might be foolish enou^ to be angry.'* 

" To be sure not. I have kept a secret before now I "—and again 
the boy's cheek grew pale, and he looked hurriedly round. 

" And you are very fond of Madame Dalibara, too ; so you must 
not vex her.** 

" Who says I'm fond of Madame Dalibard P*—a stepmother 1 ** 
"Why, your father, of course— 17 eit si bon—ce pauvre Dalibard; 
and all men like cheerful face? ; but, then, poor lady — an English- 
woman so strange here,— very natural she should fret> and with bad 
health, too." 

"Bad health! ah, I remember l—she, also, does not seem likely to 
live long ! " 

" ^^»T?^^ father apprehends. Well, well ; how uncertain life 
is ! Who would haye thought dear Bellanger would have " 

Gabriel rose hastily, ana interrupted the widow's pathetic reflec- 
tions. " I only ran in to say JBon jour. J must leave you now." 

" Adieu, my dear boy— not a word on the miniature I By the bye, 
here's a shirt-pin for you — tu es joli c'omme m amour'* 

All was now clear to Gabriel; it was necessary to get rid of him, 
and for ever ! Dalibard might dread his attacbinent to Lucretia— he 
would dread still more his closer intimacy with the widow of Bellanger, 
should that widow wed again— and Dalibard, freed like her (by what 
means P), be her choice ! Into that abyss of wickedness, fathomless 
to the innocent, the young viUanous eye plunged, and surveyed the 

Sound ; a terror seized on him— a terror of hfe and death. Would 
alibard spare even his own son, if that son had the power to iz^ure P 
This mission— was it exile only P— only a fall back to the old squalor 
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of liis Tincle's stndio?— only *lie laying aside of a tiseless tool?— or 
'vras it a snare to the grav^ ? Demon as Datibard was, doubtless the 
boT wronged him. But guilt construes guilt for the worst. 

Gabriel had formerly enjoyed the thought to match himself, should 
danger come, with Dajibard ; the hour had come, and he felt ms impo- 
tence. Brare his father, and refose to leave Prance ! from that, even, 
his reckless hardihood shrank, as from inevitable destruction. But to 
lieparfc— be the poor victim and dupe ; after having been let loose 
amongst the riot of pleasure,— to return to labour and privation— 
from that option his vanity and his senses vindictively revSted. And 
Lucretia !— the only being who seemed to have a human kindness to 
him !— through all the vicious egotism of his nature, he had some 
grateful sentunents for her: and even the egotism assisted that un- 
wonted amiability, for he felt that, Lucretia gone, he had no hold on 
his father's house— that the home of her successor never would be his. 
While thus brooding, he lifted his eyes, and saw DaUbard pass in his 
carriage towards the Tuileries. The house, then, was clear— he could 
see Lucretia alone. He formed his resolution at once, and turned 
homewards. As he did so, he observed a man at the angle of the 
street, whose eres followed Balibard's carriage with an expression of 
unmistakable nate and revenge: but scarcely had he marked the 
oountenance, before the man, looldng hurriedly round, darted away^ 
and was lost amongst the crowd. 

Now that countenance was not quite unfamiliar to Gabriel. He 
had seen it before, as he saw it now— hastily, and, as it were, by 
fearful snatches. Once he had marked, on returning home at twilight^ 
a figure lurkiuff by the house— and something, in the quickness with 
which it turned from his gaze, joined to his Imowledge of Dalibard*s 
apprehensions, made him mentum the circumstance to his father when 
he entered. Dalibard bade him hasten with a note, written hurriedly, 
to an agent of the police, whom he kept lodged near at hand. The 
man was still on the threshold when the boy went out on this errand, 
and he caught a glimpse of his face ; but before the poIice-a«ent 
reached the spot, the ul-omened apparition had vanished. Gabriel 
now, as his eye rested fall upon that threatening brow and those burn- 
ing eyes, was convinced that he saw before him the terrible Pierre 
Gufllot, whose very name blenched his father's cheek. When the 
figure retreated, he resolved at once to pursue. He hurried through 
the crowd amidst which the man had disappeared, and looked eagerly 
into the faces of those he jostled; sometimes, at the distance, he 
caught siffht of a figure which appeared to resemble the one which he 
pursued, but the likeness faded on approach. The chase, however, 
vague and desultory as it was, led mm on till his wg was lost 
amongst labyrinths of narrow and unfamiliar streets. Heated and 
thirstv, he paused, at last, before a small caf^, entered to ask for a 
draugnt of lemonade, and behold, chance had favoured him I— the man 
He sought was seated there before a bottle of wine, and intenthr read- 
ing the newspaper. Gabriel sat himself down at the adjoining table. In 
a few moments the man was joined bv a new comer ; the two conversed, 
but in whispers so low, that Gabriel was unable to hear their conver- 
lation— ^;hough he caught more than once the name of "George.'* 
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Both the men were violently excited, and the expression of their 
countenances was menacing and sinister. The first-C9mer pointed 
often to the newspaper, and read passages from it to his companion. 
This suggested to Gabriel the demand for another journal. When 
the waiter brought it to him, his eye rested upon a long paragraph in 
which the name of George Cadoudal frequently occurred. In fact, 
all the journals of the day were filled with speculations on the con- 
spiracy and trial of that fiery martyr to an erring adaptati9n of a noble 
principle. Gabriel knew that his father had had a principal share in 
the detection of the defeated enterprise ; and his previous persuasions 
were confirmed. 

His sense of hearing grew sharper by continued effort, and at 
length he heard the first-comer say distinctly — "If I were out sure 
that I had brought this fate upon Geor^, by introducing to him that 

accursed Dahbard— if my oath did but justify me, I would the 

concluding sentence was lost. A few moments after, the two men 
rose, and n-om the familiar words that passed between them and the 
master of the cafi^ who approached, himself, to receive the reckoning, 
the shrewd boy perceivea that the place was no unaccustomed haunt. 
He crept nearer and nearer ; and as the landlord shook hands with 
his customer, he heard distinctly the former address him bv the name 
of " Guillot." When the men withdrew, Gabriel followea them at a 
distance (taking care first to impress on his memory the name of the 
cafe^ and the street in which it was placed), and, as he thought, un- 
observed : he was mistaken. Suddenly, in one street, more solitary 
than the rest, the man whom he was mainly bent on tracking, turned 
round— advanced to Gabriel, who was on the other side of the street, 
and laid his hand upon him so abruptly, that the boy was fairly taken 
by surprise. 

"Wno bade yon follow us?" said he. with so dark and fell an 
expression of countenance, that even Gaoriel's courage failed him : 
"no evasion— no lies — speak out, and at once;" and the grasp 
tightened on the boy's throat. 

Gabriers readiness of resource and presence of mind did not long 
forsake him. 

"Loose your hold, and I will tell ^ou— you stifle me." The man 
slightly remed his pasp, and Gabriel said, quickly—" My mother 
perished on the guillotine in the Reign of Terror; I am for the 
Bourbons. I thought I overheard words which showed sympathy for 
poor George, the brave Chouan, I followed you ; for I thought I was 
following friends." 

The man smiled as he fixed his steady eye upon the unflinching 
child : " My poor lad," he said gently, " I believe you— pardon me — 
but follow us no more— we are dangerous!" He waved his hand, 
and strode away, rejoinecUhis companion, and Gabriel reluctantly 
abandoned the pursuit, and went homeward. It was long before he 
reached his father's house, for he had strayed into a strange quarter 
of Paris, and had frequently to inquire the way. At length he reached 
home, and ascended the stairs to a small room, m which Lucretia usually 
sat, and which was divided by a narrow corridor from the sleeping- 
chamber of herself and Dalibard. His stepmother, leaning her cne3^ 
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upon her hand, was seated hj the window, so absorbed in some 
gloomy thoughts^ which cast over her rigid face a shade, intense and 
solemn as despair, that she did not perceive the approach of the boy 
till he threw iiis arm round her neck, and then she started as in 
alarm — 

"Yon! only she said, with a constrained smile; "see, my 
nerves are not so sfrong as they were !" 

" You are disturbed, belle mere— has he been vexing you ?" 

"He— Dalibard— no, indeed, we were only, this morning, dis- 
cussing matters of busmess." 

" Business 1— that means money ! " 

"Truly, said Lucretia, "money does make the staple of life's 
business. In spite of his new appointment, your father needs some 
sums in hand— favours are to be Dought— opportunities for specula- 
tion occur, and " 

"And my father," interrupted Gabriel, "wishes your consent to 
raise the rest of your portion/' 

Lucretia looked surprised, but answered quietly: "He had my 
consent long since, but the trustees to the mamage-settlement— mere 
men of busmess— my uncle's bankers, for I had lost all claim on my 
kindred— refuse, or at least, interpose such difOlculties as amount to 
refusal.'* 

" But that reply came some days since," said Gabriel, musingly. 

" How did you know— did your father tell you P" 

"Poor belle mere/" said Gabriel, abnost with pity, "can you live 
in this house, and not watch aQ that passes— every stranger, every 
message, every letter P — ^But what, then, does he wish with you ?" 

"He has suggested my returning to England, and seeing the 
trustees myself. His interest can obtain my passport." 

" And you have refused ? " 

" I have not consented." 

"Consent! — ^hush!— your maid— Marie is not waiting without," 
and Gabriel rose and looked forth; " no, confound these doors ! none 
close as they ought in this house. Is it not a clause in your 
settlement that the half of your fortune now invested goes to the 
survivor P" 

"It is," replied Lucretia, struck and thrilled at the question. 
"How, again, did you know this ?" 

"I saw my father reading the copy. If you die first, then, he has 
all. If he merely wanted the money, he would not send you away !" 

There was a terrible pause. Gabriel resumed : " I trust you, it 
may be, with my life ; but I will speak out. My father goes much to 
Belianger's widow — she is rich and weak. Come to England ! Yes, 
came— lot lie is about to dismiss me. He fears that I shall be in the 
way, to warn you, perhaps, or to — ^to — ^in short, both of us are in his 
way. He gives you an escape. Once in England, the war which is 
breaking out will prevent your return. He will twist the laws of 
divorce to his favour— he will marry agam ! What then P— he spares 
you what remains of your fortune — he spares your life. Remain here 
— cross his schemes— and no, no ;— come to England— safer anywhere 
than here!" 
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As he spoke, great changes had passed over Lncretia's countenance. 
At first it was the flash of conviction, then the stunned shock of 
horror ; now she rose— rose to her full neight— and there was a livid 
and deadly light in her eyes— the light oif conscious courage, and 
power, and revenge. "Tool," she muttered, "with all his craft! 
Fool, fool ! As i( in the war of household perfidy, the woman did 
not always conquer ! Man's only chance is to oe maued in honour ! " 

"But,^' said Gahriel, overhearing her, "but you do not remember 
what it is. There is nothing you can see, and guard a^ainst^ It 'm 
not like an enemy face to face ; it Ib death in the food, m the air, in 
the touch. You stretch out your arms in the dark— you feel nothing 
and you die ! Oh, do not fancy that I have not thought wdl (for I 
am almost a man now) if there were no means to resist— there are 
none ! As well make head against the plague— it is in the atmo- 
sphere. Ckune to England^ and letuzn. live poorly, if you mutt — 
but live !-but/tw/^ 

"Return to England poor wiJ de.^pis^Hl, mul [jouiii.i MX \ (> lujii. r*r 
a disgraced and divorcati wif&— disgraecii. by the low -bom [ie]n?udeiil 
on n\y kinsmaa'a hotw — and fawn perhaps upon my Kskr axid ber 
husband for bread ] Kever I— I am at nty ]^tj and I will xiot fijr 1 

"Brave! brave!" said the boy, clapping his bands, and aao- 
cerel^ moved l:^' a daring superior his o^^n— ' ' I wish I could belpfoa I ^ 

Lucretia's ey^ realed on liini wit h thi; full wf:, so rare in it s lo^>ks. 
She ^ew him to ht^r, and kissctl hiii brow—*' .liny, i lu '^Li^jh liiV-, what- 
ever our guilt and its doom, we ar^ bound to tiikih utlier. 1 tnay ^et 
live to have wealth— if it is vtnun m a son'*, I may be imio 
others— never to yoii« Enougli of thii^I nmri i^flAdt I'' Sluijtini 
her hands over her c^es a momeatj and rseiuiied— ^'Tou. mAMp 
me in my self-defence; I tbink you oan. Xm. have been moreiKI 
in your watch tliiui I have* You mnst luva means I have not Becurcd, 
Your father guards well all his papers 1 

" I have kevs to every desk. My foot passed the threshold of that 
room under the roof, before vours. But, no : his powers can never 
be yours ! He has never connded to you half his secrets ! He has 
antidotes for every— every " 

" Hist ! what noise is that P .Only the shower on the casements ! 
1^0, no, child, that is not my object. Cadoudal's conspiracy ! Yoar 
father has letters from Eouch^ which show how he has betrayed 
others who are stronger to avenge than a woman and a boy." 

"Weill" 

''I would have those letters ! Give me the keys ! But hold 1— 
Gabriel — Gabriel, you may yet mi^udge him. This woman— wife to 
the dead man— wife ! Horror ! Have you no proofs of what you 
imphP" 

rroofs ! " echoed Gabriel, in a tone of wonder, " I can but see and 
conjecture. You are warned* watch and decide for yourself. But 
agam I say, come to England ; / shall go I" 

Without reply. Lucretia took the keys from Gabriel's half-reluctant 
hand, and passed into her husband's writing-room. When she had 
entered, she locked the door. She passed at once to a huge secretary, 
of whicn the key was smaU as a fairy's worL She opened it witn 
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ease by one of the coimterfeits. No love-correspondence^the first 
olject of her search, for she was womaD— met her eye. What need 
of letters, when interviews were so facile ! But she soon found a 
document that told all which love-letters could tell-— it was an account 
of the monies and possessions of Madame Belknger— and there were 
pencil notes on the margin :— " Vautran will give 400,000 francs for 
the lands in Auvergne—to be accepted. ^ Consult on the power of 
sale granted to a second husband. Query, if there is no chance of the 
heir-at-kw disputing the monies invested in Madame B.'s name/' — 
and such memoranda as a man notes down in the schedule of pro- 
perides about to be his own. In these inscriptions there was a hideous 
mockery of all love— like the blue lights of corruption, they showed 
the black vault of the heart. The pale reader saw what her own 
attractions had been, and, fallen as she was, she smiled superior in 
her bitterness of scorn. Arranged methodicallv with the precision of 
business, she found the letters she next looked for; one recognising 
Dalibara's services in the detection of the conspiracy, and authorising 
him to employ the police in the search of Pierre Uuilloi, sufficed for her 
purpose. She witndrew, and secreted it. She was about to lock up 
the secretary, when her eye fell on the title of a small MS. volume m 
a comer ; and as she read, she pressed one hand convulsively to her 
hefurt. while, twice with the other, she grasped the volume, and twice 
withdrew the ^asp. The title ran harailessly thus : — " Philosophical 
and chemical tnautries into the nature and materials qf the poisons in 
use between the l^th and 16M centuries'* Hurriedly, and at last, as if 
doubtful of herself, she left the MS., closed the secretary, and returned 
to Gabriel 

" You have got the paper you seek P" he said. 
"Yes." 

" Then whatever you do, you must be quick— he wiU soon discover 
the loss." 
"Iwillbegnick" 

" It is I whom he will suspect," said Gabriel, in alarm, as that 
thought struck him. " No, for my sake, do not take the letter tiU I 
am gone. Do not fear, in the mean time— he wiU do nothing against 
you while I am here." 

" I will replace the letter till then," said Lucretia, meekly. " You 
have a right to my first thouj^hts." So she went back, and Gabriel 
(suspicious, perhaps) crept after her. 

As she replaced the document, he pointed to the MS. which had 
tempted her—" I have seen that before, how I longed for it ! If any- 
thk^ ever happens to him, I claim that as my legacy." 

Their hands met as he said this, and grasped each other convul- 
sively ; Lucretia relocked the secretary, and when she gained the 
next room, she tottered to a chair. Her strong nerves -gave way for 
the moment ; she uttered no cry, but, by the whiteness of her face, 
Gabriel saw that she was sensdess : senseless for a minute or so — 
searcelv more. But the return to consciousness with a clenched hand, 
and a brow of defiance, and a stare of mingled desperation and 
dismay, seemed rather the awaking from some frightful dream of 
vi^e4C6 and s^rug^le tlian the slow, languid recovery from the faint- 
ly 
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ness of a swoon. Yes, benoefbrth, to sleep, was to cpudL ter a aer^ 
pent— to breathe was to listen for the avalanche I Thou who didst 
trifle so wantonly with Treason, now gravely front the grim comrade 
thou hast won : thon scheming desecrator of the Household Gods, 
now leariL to tne last page of dark knowledge, what the hearth is 
without them! 

Gabriel was strangely moved as he beheld that proud and solitary 
tii^,l»:t]r. An instinct of nature had hitherto cBecked him from 
actSv*']y Aidin*^ Lucre ti:> in that struggle with his father, which could 
but ci\i\ ill the destruction of one or the other. He had contented 
binnelf with foreTvaniiii^ with hints, with indirect suggestions; but 
now, tiis aympathy was so strongly roused on her behalf thali the 
la3t faint sqrupkof Jliil couscience vanished into the abyss of blood, 
OTCL- illicit stood tbht lonely TLtaness. He drew near, and, clasping 
her hand, sniii. in a *|uvck and broken voice — 

'*Liatfju I Y'lik kikn\7 where to find proof of my fa ^that is. 

ql— BaUWd trepan to the conspirators ; you know the name ot 
W he dreads as an avenger, and you know that he waits but the 
prorfto strike ; but you do not know where to find that man, if his 
revenge is wanting for yourself. The police has not hunted him out ; 
how can you ? Accident has made me acquainted with one of his 
haunts. Give me a single promise, and I will put you at least upon 
that clue— weak, perhaps, but as yet the sole one to be followed. 
Promise me that, only m defence of your own life, not for mere 
jealousy| pu will avail yourself of Oie knowledge, and you shall know 

" Do you think," said Lucretia, in a calm, cold voice, " that it is 
for jealousy, which is bve, that I would murder all hope, all peace ? 
for we have here — (and she smote her breast)~here. if not else- 
where^ a heaven and a hell ! Son. I will not harm your father, except 
in sell-defence ! But tell me nothing that may make the son a party 
in the father's doom." 

"The father slew the mother" muttered Gabriel, between his 
clenched teeth : " and to me, you have well nigh supplied her place. 
Strike, if need oe, in her name ! If you are driven to want the arm 

of Pierre Guillot, seek news of him at the Cktfe Jh^four, Bse S , 

Boulevard du Temple, Be cahn now, I hear your husband's step." 

A few days more, and Gabriel is gone ! Wife and husband are 
alone with each other. Lucretia has refused to depart. Then 
that mute eoma of horror I that suspense of two foes in the 
conflict of death— for the subtle prying eve of Olivier Dalibfurd 
sees that he himself is suspected— farther ne shuns from sifting I 
Glance fastens on glance, and then hurries smUingly away. Prom 
the cup, grins a skeleton— at the board, warns a spectre. But 
how kmd still the words, and how gentle the tone: and they 
He down side by side in the marriage-bed — brain plotiing against 
brain, heart loathing heart. It is a duel of Gfe ^ death, 
between those sworn through life and beyond death at the altar. 
But it is carried on with all the forms and courtesies of duel in 
the age of chivaby. No conjugal wrangling— no slip of the tongue : 
—the oil is on the surface of the wave— the monsters in thenell 
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of the abyss iojnsMy below. At lengthy a dull torpor creeps 
orer the woman— she feels the taint in her veins,— the slow victory 
is begun. What mattered all her vigilance and caution? Vainly 
glide from the pangs of the serpent, his very breath suffices to 
destroy ! Pure seems the draught and wholesome the viand — that 
master of the science of murder needs not the means of the bungler! 
Th^ keen and strong from the creeping lethargy started the fierce 
instinct of self and the ruthless impulse of revenge. Not too late yet 
to escape ; for those subtle banes, that are to defy all detection, 
work but slowly to their end. 

One evaiixi|Gr, a woman, closely mantled, stood at watch by the 
angle of a waU. The light came aim and muffled from the window 
of a eitfif hard at hand---the reflection slept amidst the shadows on 
the dark pavement, and, save a solitary lamp, swung at distance in 
the vista over the centre of the narrow street, no ray broke the 
gloom. The night was clouded and starless, the wind moaned in 
gusts, and the rain fell heavily : but the gloom and the loneliness did 
not appal the eye, and the wind did not chill the heart, and the rain 
fell unheeded on the head, of the woman at her post. At times, she 
paused in her slow, sentir-like pace to and fro, to look through the 
window of the eaff, and ner gaze fell always on one figure seated 
apart from the rest. At length her pulse beat more quicklv, and 
the patient lips smiled sternly. The figure had risen to depart. 
A man came out, and walked quickly up the street; the woman 
approached, and when the man was under the single lamp swunff 
ai(»t^ he felt his arm touched; the woman was at his side, and 
lookmg steadily in^ his face — 

**^ou are Pierre Guillot, the Breton, the friend of George Cadou- 
dal. Will you be his avenger ?" 

The CkotiaH's first imimlse had been to place his hand in his vest, 
and something shone Ixright in the lamp-hght, clasped in those iron 
fingers. The voice and the maimer reassured nim, and he answered 

" I am he whom you seek, and I only live to avenge." 
" IU»d, then, and act»" taawexed the woman, and she placed a 
paper in his hands. 

At Laoghton the babe is on the breast of the fair mother ; and the 
fiither sits beside the bed; and mother and father dispute almost 
angrily whether mother or father, those soft rounded features of 
edumbering infancy resemble most. At t)ie red house, near the 
market-town, there is a hospitable bustle. William is home earlier 
than usuaL Within the last hour, Susan has been thrice into 
every room. Husband and wife are now watching at the window. 
The goodMeldens. with a coach fall of children, are expected, every 
moment, on a week's visit at least. 

In the in the Boulevard du Temple, sit Pierre Guillot, the 
Ckouan, and another of the old band of brigands, whom George 
CWoudal had mustered in Paris. There is an expression of <x)ntent 
on GuUlofs countenance — ^it seems more o^en than usual, and there 
is a complacent smile on his lips. He is whispering low to his friend. 
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in the intervals of eating, an employment pursued with the hearty 
gusto of a hunp^ry man. jBut his niend does not seem to symjoathiBe 
with the cheerral feelings of his comrade ; he is, pale, and tnere rs 
terror on his face ; and you may see that the journal in his hand 
trembles like a leaf. • 

In the gardens of the Tnileries, some score or so of gossips group 
together. 

And no news of the murderer P" asked one. 

" No ; but a man who had been friend to Eobespierre must have 
made secret enemies enough/' 

" Ce pamre Dalibard! He waa not mixed up with the Terrorists, 
nevertheless." 

"Ah, but the more deadly for that, perhaps— a sly man was 
Olivier Dalibard!" 

" What's the matter P" said an employdAovaikrng up to the group. 
" Are you talking of Olivier Dalibard P It is but the other day he 
had Marsan's appointment. He is now to have Pleyel's. I heard it 
two days affo— a capital thing! Feste, il ira loin/ We shall see 
him a senator soon." 

"Sueakfor yourself." quoth ti ci-devant AJbh6, -with a laugh; "I 
shoula be sorry to see iiim again, soon, wherever he be." 

"Plait-il /—I don't understand you !" 

"Don't you know that Olivier Dalibard is murdered — found 
stabbed— in his own house, too !" 
" Oiel / Pray tell me all you know. His place, then, is vacant ! '* 
" Why, it seems that Dahbard, who had been brought up to medi- 
cine, was still fond of chemical experiments. He hired a room at 
the top of the house for such scientific amusements. He was accus- 
tomea to spend part of his nights there. They found him at morning, 
bathed in nis blood, with three ghastly wounds in his side, and his 
fingers cut to the bone. He had struggled hard with the knife that 
butchered him." 

" In his own house I " said a lawyer : " some servant or spendthrift 
heir!" 

"He has no heir but voung Bellanger, who will be riche a millions, 
and is now but a schoolboy aF Lyons. No : it seems that the window 
was left open, and that it communicates with the roof-tops. There the 
murderer haid entered, and by that way escaped, for they found the 
leads of the gutter dabbled with blood. The next house was unin- 
habited—easy enough to get in there, and ]iG perdu till night." 

"Hum" said the lawyer; "but the assassin coulci only have 
learned DaHbard's habits from some one In the house. Was 
deceased married P " 

" Oh, yes ; to an Englishwoman." 

" She had lovers, perhaps P" 

"Pooh! lovers !— the happiest couple ever known! You shoald 
have seen them together, i oined there last week." 
" It is strange ! said the kwyer. 

" And he was getting on so well," muttered a hungry-looking man. 
" And his place is vacant !" repeated the employS, as he quitted the 
•^ctedly. 
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In the house of Olivier Dalibard sits Lucretia, alone, and in her 
own nsual morning room. The 9fficer appointed to such tasks by the 
Trench law has performed his visit, and made his notes, and 
expressed condolence with the widow, and promised justice and retri- 
bution, and nlaced his seal on the locks till the representatives of the 
heir-at-law snail arrive ; and the heir-at-law is the very boy who had 
succeeded so unexpectedly to the wealth of Jean Bellan^^r, the con- 
tractor ! But Lucretia has obtained beforehand all she wishes to save 
from the rest. An open box is on the floor, into which her hand 
drops noiselessly a volume in manuscript. On the forefinifer of that 
hand is a ring, larger and more massive than those usually worn by 
women ;--by Lucretia never worn before. Why should that ring 
have been selected with such care from the dead man's hoards r 
Whv so precious the dull opal in that cumbrous setting P From the 
hana the volume drops without sound into the box, as those whom 
the secrets of the volume instruct you to destroy, may drop without 
noise into the grave. The trace of some ilbiess, recent and deep, nor 
conquered yet, has ploughed lines in that young countenance, and 
dimmed the light of those searching eyes, xet, courage ! the poison 
is arrested— the poisoner is no more— minds like thine, stem woman, 
are cased in coffers of steel, and the rust as yet has gnawed no deeper 
than the surface. So, over that face, stamped with bodily suffermg, 
^ys a calm smile of triumph. The schemer has baffled the schemer ! 
Turn now to the right, pass by that narrow corridor, you are in the 
marria^-chamber^the windows are closed. Tall tapers bum at the 
foot of the bed. Ncfw so back to that narrow corridor ; disregarded, 
thrown aside, are a doth and a besom; the doth is wet stm : but 
here, and there, the red stains are dry, and dotted as with bloody 
glue ; and the hairs of the besom start up, torn and ragged, as if the 
Dristles had a sense of some horror — as if things inanimate still par- 
took of men's dread at men's deeds. If vou passed through the corri- 
dor, and saw in the shadow of the wall that nomeliest of mstruments 
cast away and forgotten, you would smile at the slatternly housework. 
But if you knew that a corpse had been borne down those stairs to 
the left— borne along those noors to that marriage-bed, with the blood 
oozing, and gushing, and plashing bdow. as the bearers passed with 
their Durthen, then, straight that dead thing would take the awe of 
the dead being ; it told its own tale of violence and murder; it had 
dabbled in the spore of the violated day; it had become an evidence 
of the crime. No wonder that its hairs oristled up, sharp and ragged, 
in the shadow of the w^ll ! 

The first part of the tragedy ends. Let fall the curtain. When 
next it rises, vears will have passed away, graves uncounted will have 
wrought fresh hollows in our merry sepulchre — sweet earth ! Take 
a sand from the shore, take a drop from the ocean, less than sand- 
grain and drop in man's planet one Death and one Grime ! On the 
map, trace all oceans, and search out every shorg— more than seas, more 
than lands, in God's balance shall weigh one Death and one Crime ! 
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PART THE SECOND. 



PBOLOGUE TO PAST THB SECOm). 

The century has advanced: The rush of the deluge has ebhed back, 
the old land-marks have reappeared; the dynasties Napoleon willed 
into life have crumbled to the dust: the plough has passed over 
Waterloo ; autumn after autumn the harvests have glittered on that 
grave of an empire. Through the immense ocean of universal change^ 
we look back on the sing[le track which our frail boat has cut through 
the waste. As a star shmes impartially over the measureless expanse, 
though it seems to gild but one broken line to each eye ; so. as our 
memory gazes on the past, the liriit spreads not over all the breadth 
of the waste, where nations have oattled. and argosies gone down— it - 
faUs narrow and c(mfined, along the single course we have taken : we 
lean over the small raft on whidi we float, and see the sparkles but 
reflected from the waves that it divides. * 

On the terrace at Laughton, but am step paces slowly. The bride 
elin^ not now to the bridegroom's arm. Though pale and worn, it 
is stiU the same gentle face ; but the blush of woman's love has gone 
from it evermore. 

Charles Vernon (to call him still by the name in which he is best 
known to us) sleeps in the vault or the St. Johns. He had lived 
longer than he himself had expected, than his physician had hoped — 
lived, cheerful and happy, amidst cjuiet pursuits and innocent excite- 
ments. Three sons had blessed his hearth, to mourn over his grave. 
But the two elder were delicate and sickly. They did not lonff survive 
him, and died within a few months of each other. The third seemed 
formed of a different mould and constitution from his brethrcm. To' 
him descended the ancient heritage of Laughton, and he promised to 
enjoy it long. 

It is Vernon's widow who walks alone in the stately terrace ; sad 
still, for she loved weU the choice of her youth, and she misses yet the 
children in the grave: from the date of Vernon's death, she wore 
mourning without and within; and the sorrows that came later, 
broke more the bruised reed ; sad stilL but resigned. One son sur- 
vives *j and earth yet has the troubled hopes and the holy fears of 
affection. Though that son be afar, in sport or in earnest, in plea- 
sure or in toil, working out his destiny as man, still that step is less 
solitary than it seems. When does the son's image not walk beside 
the mother P Though she lives in seclusion, though the gay world 
tempts no more, the gay world is yet linked to her thoughts. Horn 
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the disUiice she hem its Bnmmirs in mmo. H«r &iioy stiUnuaiiM 
with the crowd, and follows one» to her ^e^ outshinmg all the rest 
l^ever vain in herself, she is yain now of another; im the small 
triumphs of the youn^ and well-bom seem trophiss 6£ leoowu to the 
eyes so tenderly deceived. 

In the old-fashioned market-town still the business goes oi^ still 
the doors of the Bank open and dose eveir moment on the great dajf 
of the week ; but the names over the threshold are partially ohaiigWU 
The junior partner is busy no more at the desk : not wholly foac^fMrn^ 
if his name still is spok^ it is not with thankfolness and pndse. A 
something rests on the name— ^that something which dims and attsinta 
—not proven, not oertaixh but suspected and aufaious. Thehead shakes^ 
the voice whispers,— ana the attorney now lives in the solid red house 
at the verge of the town. 

In the vicarage, Time, the old scythe-bearer, has not paused hem 
his work. Still empk>yed on Greek texts, little changed, save that 
his hair is grey, and that some lines in his kmdly face tell of sorrows 
as of years, the Yicar sits in his parlour, but the children no lonjger, 
bHthe-voiced and rose-cheeked, dart through the rustling espahers. 
Those children, erave men. or staid matrons (save one whom Death 
ohos^ and therefore now ot all best beloved!) are at their ])osts in the 
world. The young ones are flown from the nest, and^ with anxious 
wings, here and ther& search food in their tum for their young; But 
the blithe voice and rose>cheek of the child make not that loss 
which the hearth misses the most !From childhood to manhood, and 
from manhood to departure, the natural changes are gradual and 
prepared. The absence most missed is that housdiold life wbieh 
presided, which kept things in order, and must be coaxed if a chai> 
were displaced. That providence in trifles, that dasp of small links, 
that dear, bustling agency— now pleased, now eomplaining^ear alike 
in each change of its humour; that active life which has no self ol 
its own ;— like the mind of a poet, though its prose be the humbles^ 
transferrizi^ self into others, with its rignt to be cross, and its charter 
to scold ; for the motive is deai^it takes what it loves too anzionidr 
to heart. The door of the parlour is open, the eardon-path still 
passes before the threshold ; but no step now has fall right to halt at 
the door, and interrupt the ^ave thought on Greek texts ;— no smaU 
talk on details and wise savmga chimes in with the wrath of JMsdk 
The Prudent Genius is gone from the househdd ; and perhaps as the 
good scholar now wearily jtauses, and looks out on the silent garden, 
he would have given with joy all that Athens produeed, from iEschvlus 
to Plato, to hear a^ain from the old familiar Hps the lament on torn 
jackets, or the statisticd economy of eggs I 

But see, though the wife is no more, though the ohildren hm 
departed. theYi<»r's home is not utteriiy desolate. See, dong the 
same walk on which William soothed Susan's fears, and won her cooseni 
—see, what fairy advances P Is it Susan returned to youth P Haw- 
like 1— yet, look again, and how unlike 1 The same, the pure, candid 
re^iard—ihe same, the dear, limpid due of the eye— the same, thai 
fair hue of the nair-^hght, but not aubum-^more subdued, more 
harmonious than that equivocal colour which too nearly approax^^^'^" 
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to red. But haw much more blooming and joyous than Susan's is 
that exiiaisite &oe in which all Hebe smiles forth-- how much airier 
the tread, light with health— how much rounder, if slighter still, ihe 
wave of that undulating form! She smiles,— her lips move, — she 
is conversing with herself— she cannot be all silent, even when alone ; 
for the sunnv gladness of her nature must have yent Hke a bird's. 
But do not nncy that that gladness speaks the levity whi(^ comes 
from the absence of thought ; it is rather from the depth of thought 
that it springs, as from the depth of a sea oomes iu music. See, 
while she pauses and listens, with her finger half-raised to her lip, as 
amidst thiu; careless jubilee of birds she hears a note more grave and 
sustained,— the nightingale singing by day (as sometimes, though 
rarely, he is heard— perhaps because he misses his mate,— perhain 
because he sees from nis bower the creeping form of some foe to ms 
race) ; see, as she listens now to that plaintive, low-ohanted warble, 
how quickly the smile is sobered,— how the shade, soft and pensive, 
steals over the brow. It is but the mystic sympeihj with Nature 
that bestows the smile or the shade. In that heart liehtly moved 
beats the fine sense of the poet. It is the exquisite sensibility of the 
nerves that sends its blithe play to those spirits, and from the 
deamess of the atmosphere oomes, warm and ethereal, the ray of that 
light. 

And does the roof of the pastor give shelter to Helen Mainwaring's 
youth P Has Death taken from her the natural protectors P Those 
forms which we saw so full of youth and youth's neart, in that very 
spot,— has the grave cbsed on them yet P Yei /—how few attain to 
the age of the Psalmist ! Twenty-seven veara have passed since that 
date ; how often, in those years, have the dark doors opened for the 
young as for the old ! William Mainwaring died first, care-worn and 
shame-bowed: the blot on his name had- cankered into his heart. 
Susan's life, always precarious, had struggled on. while he lived, by 
the strong power of affection and will ; she would not die, for who 
then could console him P but at his death the power gave way. She 
lingered, but lingered dyingly for three years; and then, for the fint 
time since William's death, she smiled— that smile remained on the 
lips of tiie corpse. They had had many trials, that young couple whom 
we left so prosperous and hapi^ ! Not till many years after their 
marriage had one sweet consoler been bom to them. In the season 
of poverty, and shame, and grief, it came ; and there was no pride on 
Munwanng's brow when they phioed his first-bom in his arms. By 
her will the widow oonsignecT Helen to the joint guardianship 
l£r. FieLien and her sister; but the latter was abroad, her address 
unknown, so the Yicar for two years had had sole charge of the 
<»phan. She was not unprovided for. The sum that Susan brought 
to her husband had been Ions since ffone, it is true— lost in the cala- 
mity whidi had wrecked Wuliam Mainwaring's name, and blighted 
his prospects ; but Helen's grandfather, the knd-agent, had dieosome 
thne subsequent to that 'event, and, indeed* just before William's 
death. He nad never forgiven his son the stain on his name.— never 
assisted, never even seen Gim since that fatal day ; but he left to Helen 
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a Btm of about £8,000,-— for she, at least, was innocent. In Mr. Fiel- 
den's eyes, Helen was therefore an heiress. And who amongst his 
small range of acquaintance was good enough for her, not only so 
richlv portioned, but so lovely,— accomplished, too, for her parents had 
of late years lived chiefly in Prance; and languages there are easily 
learned, and masters chean P Mr. Fielden knew but one, whom Pro- 
vidence had also consigned to his charge— the supposed son of his old 
pupil Ardworth; but though a tender affection existed between the 
two young persons, it seemed too like that of brother and sister to 
afford much ground for Mr. Fielden's anxiety or hope. 

Prom his window the Vicar observed the still attitude of the young 
orphan for a few moments, then hejpushed aside his books, rose, and 
approached her. At the sound of his tread, she woke from her reverie, 
and bounded lightly towards him. 

''Ah, you would not see me before ! she said, in a voice in which 
1 there was the, slightest oossible foreign accent, which betrayed the 
; country in which W childhood had been passed ; "I peeped m twice 
at the window. I wanted you so much to walk to the village. But 
vou will come now, will you not ? " added the girl, ooaxingly, as she 
looked up at him under the shade of her straw h&t, 

"And what do you want in the village, my pretty Helen P " 
Why, you know it is Pair day, and you promised Bessie that you 
would buy her a fairing— to say notbing of me." 

" Very true, and I ought to look in ; it will help to keep the poor 
peo^ from drinking. A clergyman should mix with his parishioners 
in their holidays. We must not associate our office only with grief, 
and sickness, and preaching. We will go> And what fairing are you 
to have?" 

" Oh, something very brilliant, I promise you 1 I have formed grand 
notions of a fair. I am sure it must be like the bazaars we read of 
last nifi^t in that charming 'Tour in the East.' " 



it is so like you to suppose a village iiair must be an Eastern bazaar. 
If you always thus judge of things by your fancy, how this sober world 
win deceive you, noor Helen ! " * 

"It is not my fault— me grondez pas, michant^* answered Helen, 
hanging her head. "But come, sir, allow, at least, that if I let my 
romance, as you call it. run away with me now and then, I can stiO 
content myself with tne reality. What, you shake your head still ! 
Pon't you remember the sparrow P " 

"Ha ! hal yes— the sparrow that the pedlar sold you for a gold- 
finch ; and you were so proud of your purcnase, and wondered so much 
why you could not coax the goldfinch to sing, till at last the paint 
wore away, and it was only a poor little sparrow ! " 

"Goon! Confess; did I fret, then P Was I not as pleased with 
my dear sparrow, as I should have been with the prettiest goldfinch 
that ever sang P Does not the sparrow follow me about, and nestle 
on my shoulder— dear little thing P And I was right after all ; for if 
I had not fancied it a goldfinch, I should not have oought it, perhaps. 
But now I would not change it for a goldfinch— no, not even for that 




My dear child, . 
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nightingale I heaid nut wrw. So let me stiU fanoy the poor fair a 
basaar ; it is a double pleasTUOj first to fancy the basaar, and then to 
be surprised at the fair." 

" You arffue well/' said the Yioar, as thej now entered the yilla^ ; 
"I really think, in spite of ail your turn for poetr|% and Goldsmith, 
and Cowper, that you would take as kindly to mathematics as your 
cousin John Ardworth, noor lad ! " 

" Not if mathematics nave made him so grave— and so churlish, I 
was going to say but that word does him wrong. Dear cousin, so 
kind and so rough 1 " 

"It is not mathematics that are to blame^ if he is grave and 
absorbed," said the Yioar, with a sigh; "it is the two cares that 
gnaw most— poverty and ambition." 

" Nay, do not sigh : it must be such a pleasure to feel, as he does, 
that one must triumpn at last ! " 

"Umph ! — John must have nearly reached London bv this time," 
said Mr. Fielden, " for he is a stout walker, and this is the third day 
since he left us. Well, now that he is about fairly to be called to the 
bar, I hope that his fever will cool, and he will settle calmly to work. 
1 have felt great pain for him during this last visit." 

"Pain! ButwhyP" 

" My dear, do you remember what I read out to you both firom Sir 
William Temple the niffht before John left us P " 

Helen put her hand to her brow, and with a readiness which 
showed a memory equally quick and retentive, replied, " Yes ; was it 
not to this effect ? I am not sure of the exact words—* To have 
something we have not, and be something we are not, is the root 
of aUevfl.'" 

" Well remembered, my darling ! " 

"Ah, but," said Helen archly, "I remember too what my cousin 
replied, ' If Sir William Temple had practised his theory, he would 
not have been ambassador at the Hague, or * " 

"Pshaw! the boy's always ready enough with his answers*'* 
interrupted Mr. Fielden, rather petulantly. " There's the fair, my 
dear; more in your way, I see, than Sir William Temple's philo- 
sophy." 

And Helen was right— the fair was no eastern bazaar: but how 
delighted that young, impressionable mind was, notwithstanding ! 
delighted with the swings and the roundabouts, the shows, tne 
booths, even down to the gilt gingerbread kings and queens. All 
minds genuinely poetical are pecufiarly susceptible to movement — 
that is, to the excitement of numbers. If the movement is sincerely 
jovous, as in the mirth of a village holiday, such a nature shares insen- 
sioly in the joy. But if the movement is a false and spurious gaiety, 
as in a state ball, where the impassive face and languid step are out 
of harmony with the evident object of the scene— then the nature we 
speak of feels chilled and dejected. Hence it really is, that the more 
aeiicate and ideal order of minds soon grow inexpressibly weary of 
the hack routine of what are called fashionable pleasures. Hence the 
same person most aHve to a dance on the green, would be without 
exgoyment at Almack's. It ia not because one scene is a village green. 
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and the other a room in King Street; nor is it beosnse the aotors in 
tiie one are of the hnmble, in the others of the noble ckss, bat simply 
because the emoyment in the first is visible and hearty, becaose in the 
other it is a listless and melancholy pretence. Helen fancied it was the 
swings and the booths that gave her that innocent exhilarationr-^it 
was not so ; it was the nnoonscioos sympathy with the crowd aronnd 
her. When the poetical nature qnits its own dreams for the actual 
world, it enters, and transfuses itself into the hearts and humours of 
others. The two win^ of that snirit which we call Genins, are 
reverie and sympathy. iBnt poor litue Helen had no idea that she had 
genius. Whether chasing the butterfly, or talking fond fancies to her 
birds, or whether with earnest, musing eyes, watching the stars 
come forth, and the dark pine-trees gleam into aOver ; whether with 
airy day-dreams and credulous wonder nouring over the magio tales of 
iBiorglip or Aladdin, or whether spell-bound to awe by tne solemn 
woes 01 Lear, or following the blind great bard into the heaven of 
heavens, an earthly prnest, to draw empyreal air," she obeyed but the 
honest and varying unpulse in each chanfpe of her pliant mood ; and 
would have ascribed with genuine humility to the vagaries of child- 
hood, that nromi)t gathering of pleasure— that quick shifting s^rt of 
the lancy by which Nature binds to itself, in chains nnduiatmg as 
melody, the lively senses of genins. 

While Helen, leaning on the Vicar's arm, thus surrendered herself 
to the innocent excitement of the moment^ the Vicar Imnself smiled 
and nodded to his parishioners, or paused to exchange a friendly word 
or two with the youngest or the eldest loiterers (those two extremes 
of mortsJity which the Church so tenderly unites), whom the somie 
drew to its tempting vortex^ when a rough-haired JuuL with a leather 
bag slipped across his waist, turned from one of the gingerbread 
booths, and toudiing his hat, said, " Please you, sir, I was a-coming 
to your house with a letter." 

The Vicar's correspondence was confined and rare, despite his dis* 
tant children, for letters but a few years ago were costlv luxuries to 
persons of narrow income, and therefore the juvenile letter-carrier 
who pUed between the post-town and the village, failed to excite in his 
breast that indignation for being an hour or more behind his time, 
which would have animated one to whom the post brings the usual 
event of iiie day. He took the letter from the boy's hand, and paid 
-for it with a thnfty sigh, as he glanced at a handwriting untamiliar to 
him— perhaps from some clergyman poorer than himsdf. However, 
that was not the place to read letters, so he put the epistle in his 
pocket, until Helen, who watched his countenance to see when he 
grew tired of the scene, kindly proposed to return home. As the^ 
gained a stile bdf-way, Mr. Eielden remembered his letter, took it 
fortl:^ and put on his spectacles. Helen stooped over the bank to 
gather violets; the Vicar seated himself on the stile. As he again 
looked at the address, the handwritcng, before unfamiliar, seemed to 
grow indistinctly on his recollection. That bold, firm hand— thin and 
fine as woman'v but large and r»fl^ular as man's— was too pe^iliar to 
be forgotten. He utteied a brief exckmation of surprise and reoog- 
nition, and hastily broke the seal. The contents ran thus 



110 LtTCBBTlA. 

" Deab Sib»— So many years have passed since any oommitnication 
has taken place between us, that the name of Lucretia Dalibard will 
seem more strange to you than that of Lucretia Claveiing. I have 
recently retumea to England after long residence abroad. I perceive 
by my deceased sister's will that she has confided her only daughter 
to my ^rdianship, coi^ointly with yourself. I am anxious to parti- 
cipate m that tender charge. I am alone in the world— an habitiud 
simerer— afliicted with a partial paralysis that deprives me of the use 
of mv limbs. In such curcumstances, it is the more natural that I 
should turn to the only relative left me. My journey to England has 
80 exhausted my strength, and all movement is so painful, that I must 
request you to excuse me for not coming in person for my niece. 
Your benevolence, nowever, will, I am sure, prompt jou to afford me 
the comfort of her society, as soon as you can contrive some suitable 
arrangement for her journey. Begging you to express to Helen, in 
my name, the assurance of such a welcome as is due from me to my 
sister's ciuld, and waiting with great anxiety your reply,-— I am, dear 
Sir, your very faithful servant, Ltjobetia Dalibabd. 

" P.S. I can scarcely venture to ask you to bring Helen vourself to 
town, but I should be glad if other inaucements to take the journey 
afforded me the pleasure of seeing you once again. I am anxious, in 
addition to such details of my late sister as you may be enabled to 
give me. to learn something of the history of her connection Mr. 
Ardworth. in whom I felt much interested years ago, and who, I 
am recently informed, left an infant, his supposed son, under your 
oare. So long absent from England, how mudi have I to learn, and 
how little the mere gravestones tell us of the dead ! " 

While the Vlaar is absorbed m this letter, equally unwelcome and 
unexpected,—-while, unconscious as the daughter oi Ceres gathering 
flowers when the Hell King drew near, of the change that awaited 
her and the grim presence that approached on her fate, — ^Helen 
bends still over the bank odorous with shrinking violets, we turn 
where the new generation equally invites our gaze, and make our 
first ipquaintance with two persons connected with the progress of 
our tale. 

«««••• 

The britska stopped. The servant, who had been gradually accu- 
mulating present dust and future rheumatisms on the " oad eminence" 
of a rumble-tumble, exposed to the nipping airs of an English sky, 
leapt to the around, and opened the camage-door. 

This is the best place for the view, sir— a little to the right.'* 

Percival St. John threw aside his book (a volume of Voyages), 
whutled to a spaniel dosing by his side, and descended fightly. 
light waa the step of the young man, and merry was the bark of the 
dog, as it chased from the road the startled sparrow, rising high into the 
dear air— favourites of Nature both, man and dog ! 

l^ou had but to glance at Peroival St. John, to know at once that 
ht was of the raoe that toils not ; the assured step spoke confidence 
in the world's ha smile. No care for the morrow dimmed the bold 
eye and the xadiint Uoom. 
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About the middle height;— -his slight figore. yet undeveloped, 
seemed not to have attainedto its foil grovth— theoarkeningdown only 
just shaded a cheek somewhat snnbnmt. though naturally feir, round 
which locks black as jet played sportively in the fresh air— about him 
altogether there was the inexpressible charm of happy youth. He 
.scarcely looked sixteen, thousn above four vears older ; out for his 
firm though careless step, and the open fearlessness of his frank eye, 
you might have almost taken him for a eirl in men's clothes, not from 
effeminacy of feature, but from the sparkling bloom of his youth, and 
from his umnistakeable newness to the cares and sins of man. A more 
delightful vision of ingenuous boyhood opening into life, under happy 
auspices, never inspired with pleased yet melioicholy interest the eye 
of half-envious, haJOf-pitying age. 

" And that," mused r ercival St. J ohn—" that is London ! Oh, for 
the Diable Boiteux to unroof me those distant houses, and show me 
the pleasures that lurk within ! Ah, what lonff letters I shall have 
to write home !— How the dear old Captain will laugh over them, and 
how my dear mother will put down her work and sigh ! Home ! 
-^Um, I miss it already. How strange and grim, after all, the huge 
city seems!" 

His glove fell to the ground, and his spaniel mumbled it into shreds. 
The yoimg man laughed, and, throwing himself on the grass, played 
gailywith the dog. 

"Pie, Beau, sir,— fie; gloves are indigestible. Bestrain your 
appetite, and we'll lunch together at the Clarendon." 

At this moment there arrived at the same patch of greensward a 
pedestrian some years older than Perdval St. John— a tall, muscular, 
raw-boned, dust-covered, travel-stained pedestrian— one oi your 
pedestrians in good earnest— no amateur m neat g;alhbroon, manu- 
factured by Inkson, who leaves his carriage behind mm^ and walks on 
with his fishing-rod by choice, but a sturdy wanderer, with thick shoes 
and strapless trousers, a threadbare coat and a knapsack at his back. 
Yet, withal, the voung man had the air of a gentleman : not gentle- 
man as the word is understood in St. James's, the gentleman of the 
noble and idle class, but the gentleman as the title is accorded, bv 
courtesy, to all to whom both education and the habit of mixing witn 
educated persons gives a claim to the distinction and imparts an air 
of refinement. The new comer was stronely built, at once lean and 
large— far more strongly built than Percival St. Jolm, but without his 
look of cheerfal and comely health. His complexion had not the 
florid hues that should have accompanied that strength of body; it 
was pale, though not sickly ; the expression ^ve, the lines deep, the 
face strongly marked. By his side trotted painfolfy a wiry, yellowish, 
foot-sore Scotch terrier. Beau sprang from his masters caress, 
cocked his handsome head on one side, and suspended in silent halt 
his right fore-jpaw. Percival cast over his left shoulder a careless 

fiance at the mtruder. The last heeded neither Beau nor Percival. 
le lapped Ids knapsack to the ground, and the Scotch terrier sank 
upon it^ and cnrled himself up into a ball. The wayfarer folded his 
arms tightly upon his breast, heaved a short unqmet sigh, and cast 
over the giant city, from under deep-pent lowering brows, a look so 
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etnedf so teutclmiA to full of inennneflable, doned, detandned 
power, that Perd?a]^ rooaed out of nis gay mdiCmioe^ xoae and 
xegarded him with curious interest. 



In the meanwhikL Bean had yery leisure]/ spproached the bilioii»- 
looking terrier : and after walking three times round him, with a stars 
and a small sniff of superb imperunenoe, halted with sreat composure^ 
Midliftinff his hind leg--0 Bean, Bean, Beau! /our nistorian blushes 
for /our breeding, and, like Sterne's recording angeL drops a tear 
upon the stain which washes it from the registei^out not, alas ! 
from the back of the bilious terrier! The space around was wide. 
Bean. You had all the worid to choose ; wh/ select so specially for 
insult the single spot on which reposed the worn-out and unoffending ? 
0, daint/ Beau I--0, daint/ world ! Own the truth, both of ye. 
There is something inesistibl/ proyocatiTe of insult in the back ot a 
ahabb/4ooking dog I 

The poor tender, used to affronts, raised its heavy eyelids, and 
shot the gleam of just indignation from its dark eyes. But it neither 
stirred nor growled, and Bc^u, extremely pleased with his achievemenl; 
waff^ his tail in triumph, and returned to his master— perhaps, in 
parliamentary phrase, to report proceedings, and ask leave to sit 
again." 

"I wonder." soliloquised Perdyal St. John, "what that poor 
fellow is thinking of perhaps he is poor, indeed 1 — no doubt of it, 
now I look again. And I so rich ! I shorn dlike to— hem, let* s see 
what he's made of." 

Herewith Percival approached, and with all a boy's half-bashful, 
half-saucy frankness, saia— " A fine prospect, sir." 

The pedestrian started, and threw a rapid glance over the brilliant 
figure that accosted him. Percival St. John was not to be abashed 
by stem looks; but that glance might have abashed many a more 
experienced man. The gljmce of a squire upon a corn-law missionary, 
of a Crockford dandy upon a Eegent-street tiger, could not have been 
more disdainful. 

" Tush ! " said the pedestrian, rudely^ and turned upon his heeL 
Percivd coloured, and, shall we own it P was boy enough to double 
his fist. Little would he have been deterred by tne brawn of those 
great arms and the girth of that Herculean chest, if he had been quite 
sure that it was a proper thing to resent pu&;ilistically so discourteous 
a monosyllable. The "tush T" stuck greatr^ in his throat. But the 
tsmit now remov^ to the &rther verge of tne hill, looked so tranquil 
and SI) ill ifhoiik;hl, that the sliort-lived anger died. 

A/id uii r ;ilL it l u ?u iin .<^r as he looks, I dare say I should be 
just tLs proud," jiLuttijred TumvEj. "However, it's his own fault if 
AS goes to Londoa on foot, whea I might, at least, have given him a 
Sft. Com, Beau. BLT," 

hk fkc« fit ill a litt le flu&ljed, and his hat unconsciously ccfeked 
tffmtf on one iidc. l^Tcival f>a metered back to his britska. 

As m a whirl of dusT, the lit^ht carriage was borne by the four 
fpatem down the lidi, ihv i^Jr^^trian turned for an instant from tho 
|ifiw be^Dfe to tjiq cbud bdimd. and muttered— " Ay, a fine prospect 
^ 1!Wfc"# wAbMi for w poor I" The tone in which thosq 
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words were said told volumes ; there, spoke the pride, the hope, the 
energy, the ambitioiL which make youth laborions, manhood pros- 
perous, age renowned. 

The stranger then threw himself on the sward, and continued his 
sQent and intent contemplation till the clouds ^w red in the west. 
When, then, he rose, his eye was bright, his mien erect, and a smile 
playinground his firm full ups stole the moody sternness orom his hard 
tace. Throwing his knapsack once more on his back, John Ardworth 
went resolutely on to the great vortex. 



CHAPTER I. 

IBS C0BONA.TI0K. 

Thb eighth of September, 1831, was a holiday in London. William 
the rouriQ received the crown of his ancestors in that mights church, 
in which the most impressive monitors to human pomp are the monu- 
ments of the dead : the dust of conquerors and statesmen, of the wise 
heads and the bold hands that haa guarded the thrones of departed 
kings, slept around; and the great men of the Modem time were 
assemblea in homage to the monarch, to whom the prowess and the 
liberty of generations had beaueathed an empire in which the sun 
never sets. In the Abbey—tninking little of the paat, caring little 
for the future--the iamiense audience gazed eagerly on the pageant 
that occurs but once in that division of history— the lifetime of a 
king. The assemblage was brilliant and imposing. The galleries 
sparkled with the g^s of women who still uphelifthe celebrity for 
form and feature, which, from the remotest times, has been awarded 
to the great Ihiglish race. Below, in their robes and. coronets, were men 
who neither in the senate nor the field have shamed their fathers. 
Conspicuous amongst all, for grandeur of mien and stature, towered 
the Mothers of the king; while commanding yet more the universal 
gaze, were seen, here the eagle features of the old hero of Waterloo, 
and thae the msjestic brow of the haughty statesman who was 
leading tiie people (while the last of the Bourbons, whom Waterloo 
had restored to the Tuileries, had left the orb and purple to the 
kindred house, so fatal to his name) through a stormy and peribus 
transition to a bloodless revolution and a new charter. 

Tier upon tier, in the division set apart for them, the members of 
the Lower House moved and murmured above the pageant ; and the 
coronation of the new sovereign was connected in tiieir minds with the 
great measure, which, still undecided, made at that time a link 
between the People and the King ; and arrayed against both, if not^ 
indeed, the real Aristocracy, at least the Chamber recognised bv the 
Constitution as its representative. Without the space, was one dense 
mass. Houses^ from balcony to balcony, window to window, were 
filled as some immense theake. Up, through the long thoxoughfue 
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to WhitehaU, the eje.saw that audienoe—A feopix; and the Raze 
was bounded at the spot where Charles the Eirst hiid passed nam 
the banquet-house to the scaffold. 

The ceremony was over ; the procession had swept slowly by ; the 
last huzza had died away. And, after staring awhile upon Orator 
Hunt, who had clambered up the iron palisade near Westminster 
Hall, to exhibit his goodly person in his court attire, the serried 
crowds, hurrying from the shower which then unseasonably descended, 
broke into liurge masses or len^hening columns. 

In that part of Ix)ndon which may be said to form a boundary 
between its old and its new world, by which, on the one hand, you 
pass to Westminster, or through that gorge of the Strand, which leads 
along endless rows of shops that have grown up on the sites of the 
ancient halls of the SaUsburys and the Exetm, tne Buckinghamsand 
Southamptons. to the heart of the City, built around the i>rimeyaL 
palace of the ^'•Tower," — ^while, on the other hand you pass into the 
new city of aristocracy and letters, of art and fashion, embracing the 
whilom chase of Marvlebone, and the once sedge-grown waters of Tim- 
lico ; — ^by this ignoble boundary (the crossing from the Opera House, 
at the bottom of the Haymarket to the commencement of Gharingr 
Cross), stood a person whose discontented countenance was in singular 
contrast with the general gaiety and animation of the day. This person, 
O gentle reader^this sour, querulous, discontented person— was a 
king, too, in his own walk ! None might dispute it. He feared no 
rebel ; he was harassed by no reform ; he ruled without ministers, tools 
he had ; but, when worn out, he replaced them without a i^ension or a 
sigh. He lived by taxes— but they were voluntary ; and his Civil List 
was supplied, without demand for the redress of grievances. This per- 
son, nevertheless — ^not deposed, was suspended nrom Ids empire for the 
day. He was pushed aside ; he was forgotten. He was not distinct 
from the crowd. Like Titus, he had lost a day — ^his vocation was 
gone. This person was the Sweeper of the Crossing ! 

He was a character ! He was young, in the fairest prime of ^outh; 
but it was the iace of an old man on young shoulders. His hiur was 
loi^, thin, and prematurely streaked with grejr ; his face was pale, 
and deeply furrowed; his eyes hollow, and their stare gleamed, cola 
and stohd, under his bent and shaggy brows. The figure was at once 
fragile and ungainly — and the narrow shoulders curved in a perpetual 
stoop. It was a person once noticed that you would easily remem- 
ber, and associate with some undefined, painful impression. The 
manner was humble, but not meek ; the voice was whining, but with- 
out pathos. There was a medgre, passionless dulness about the 
aspect, though, at times, it quickened mto a kind of avid acuteness. 
No one knew by what human parentage this personage came into the 
world. He had been reared by the charity of a struiger, crept 
through childhood, and misery, and rags mysteriously ; and suddenly 
succeeded an old defunct ne^ro in the profitable crossing whereat he 
is now standing. All education was unknown to him, so was all love. 
In those festive haunts at St. Giles's, where he who would see ''Iiife 
'n London" maj often discover the boy who has held his horse in the 

oming, dancmg menily with his chosen damsel at night, our 
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j^weeper's ckaracter was austere as Charles the Twelfth's I And the 
noor creature had his good qualities ! He was sensitiyely alive to 
Kindness— little enough had oeen shown him to make the luxury 
the more prized from its rarity ! — ^though fond of money, he would 
part with it (we do not say cheerfully. But part with it still), pxA to 
mere want^ indeed (for he had been too pinched and starved himself, 
and had grown too obtuse to pinching and to starving for the sensLtire- 
ness that prompts to charity), but to any of his com;paiuons who had 
done him a good service, or who had even warmed his duU heart by » 
friendly smue ; he was honest, too— honest to the backbone. You 
mi^ht have trusted him with gold untold. Through the heavy clod 
which man's care had not moulded, nor books enlightened, nor the 
priest's solemn lore informed, stiU natural rays from the great parent 
source of Deity struggled, fitful and dim. He had no lawful name ; 
none knew if sponsors had ever stood security for his sins at the 
sacred fount. But he had christened himself by the strange, unchris- 
tianlike name of "Beck." There he was, then, seemingly without 
origin, psurentage, or kindred tie— a lonesome, squalid, bloodless 
thing, which the ereat monster, London, seemed to have snawned 
forth of its own s^— one of its sickly, miserable, rickety ompriuff, 
whom it puts out at nurse to Penury, at school to Starvation, ana, 
finally, and literally, gives them stones for bread, with the option of 
the gallows or the dunghilL when the desperate offspring calls on the 
giant mother for return and home ! 

And this creature did love something^loved, perhaps, some fellow- 
being — of that hereafter, when we dive into Uie secrets of his privacy. 
Meanwhile, openly and frankly, he loved his crossing; he was proud 
of his crossing I he was gratenu to his crossiiig. God help thee, son 
of the street, why not ! He had in it a double iJeotion ; that of serving 
and being served. He kept the crossin^if the crossing kept him. He 
smiled at times to himself when he saw it lie fair and brilliant amidst the 
mire around; it bestowed on himasense of property ! What aman may 
feel for a fine estate in a ring fence. Beck felt for that isthmus of the 
kennel which was subject to his broom ! The Coronation had made 
one rebeUious spirit, when it swept the sweeper from his crossing. 

He stood then half under the colonnade of the Opera House, as the 
crowd now rapidly grew thinner and more scattered : and when the 
last carriage of a long string of vehicles had passed by, he muttered 
audibly— 

" It'll take a deal of pains to make she right agin !" 

" So you he's ere to-oay. Beck !" said a ragamuffin boy, who push- 
ing and scrambling through his betters^ow halted, ana wiped his 
forehead as he looked at the sweeper. " Vy, ve are all out pleasuring. 
Vyvont you come with ve ?— lots of fun !" 

xhe sweeper scowled at the urchin, and made no answer, but began 
sedulously to apply himself to the crossing. 

"Vy; there isn't another sweep in the streets. Beck. His Majesty 
King Bill's currynation makes all on us so appy ! " 

" It has made she unkimmon diriy ! " xetamed Beck, pointing to the 
dinj^ crossing, scarce distiuguishea from the rest of the road. 

The ragamum laughed. 

L 
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"But ve be*s gora*to ave Keform now. Beck. The peO|ml'8 to 
have their rights and lihties, hand the Inds is to be put down, hand 
beefstakes is to be a penny a pound, and " 

" What good will that do to she ?** 

" Vy, man, ve shall take turn about, and sura vun helse will sveep 
the crossings, and ve shall ride in sum vun helse's coach and fottr 



" Hequals i I tells you vot, if you keeps jawing there, atween me 
and she, I shall vop you, Joe— cos vy—I oe^s the oiggest !" was the 
answer of Beck the sweeper to Joe tne rasamuffin. 

The jovial Joe laughed aloud, snapped his fingers, threw up his 
ragged cap with a shout for King Bill, and set on scampering and 
wnooping to join those festivities which Beck had so churlish^ dis- 
dained. 

Time crept on-— evening began to close in, and Beck was still at his 
crossing, when a vouug gentleman on horseback, who, after seeing 
the procession, had stolen awav for a quiet ride in the suburbs, reined 
in close by the crossing, and, looking round, as for some one to hold 
his horse, could discover no loiterer worthy that honour except the 
solitsuy Beck. So young was the rider, that he seemed still a bov. 
On lus smooth countenance, aU that most prepossesses in early youth 
left its witching stamp. A smile, at once gay and sweet, played on 
his Hps. There was a charm, even in a certain impatient petulance, 
in his quick eve, and the shght contraction of his delicate brows. 
Almaviva might well have been jealous of such a page ! He was the 
beau idSal ot Cherubino. He held up his wliip, with an arch sign, to 
the sweeper. "Follow, my man," he said, in a tone, the very com- 
mand 01 which sounded gentle, so blithe was the movement of the 
lips, and so silverv the easy accent ; and without waiting, he cantered 
carelessly down rail Mali. 

The sweeper cast a ruefol elance at his melancholv domain. But 
he had gained but little that day, and the offer was too tempting to 
be rejected. He heaved a sigh, shouldered his broom, and murmuring 
to himself that he would give ner a last brush before he retired for 
the night, he put his long limbs into that swinging, shambling tro^ 
vhich characterises the motion of those^ professional jackals, who, 
having once caught sight of a groomless rider, fairiy hunt him down, 
and appear when he least expects it. the instant he dismounts. 

The young rider lightly swung himself from his sleek high-bred 
grey, at the door of one ot the clubs in St. James's Street, patted his 
horse's neckj chucked the rein to the sweeper, and sauntered into the 
house, whistling musically— if not from want of thought, certainly 
from want of care. 

As he entered the club, two or three men, young, indeed, but much 
older, to appearance at least, than himself, who were dining together 
at the same table, nodded to him their friendly greeting. 



Tkt boy blushed sh}[ly, as he accepted the proposal, and the youne 
men made room for him at the table, with a simling alacrity whi(£ 
showed that his shyness was no hinderance to his popn^ty. 




for 
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^ Who," said an elderly dandy, dining apart with one of his con- 
temporanes— "who is that lad? One ought not to admit snch mere 
boTs into the ckb/' 

He is the only surviving son of an old friend of ours," answered 
the oihest, dropp^ his eye-glass. " Young PercivaL St. John." 

"St. John i What! Vernon St. John's son P " 

"Yes." 

" He has not his fiEither's eood air. These young fellows have a 
tone— a somethiiMj—a want of self-possession, en P " 

" Very true. The fact is, that Perdval was meant for the navy, 
and even served as a mid. for a year or so. He was a younger son. 
then— third, I think. The two elder ones died, and Master Perdval 
walked into the inheritance. I don't think he is quite of age 
yet." 

" Of ace ! he does not look serenteen ! " 

" Oh, ne is more than that ! I remember him in his jacket at 
Laughton. A fine property ! " 

" At, I don't wonder those fellows are so civil to him. This claret 
is corked!— everything is so bad at this d— d club!— no wonder, 
when a troop of boys are let in! — enough to spoil any dub— don't 
know Larose from Jjafitte. Waiter ! " 

Meanwhile, the talk round l^e table at which sat Percival St. 
John, was anunated, lively, and various— the talk common with young 
idlers j ci horses, and steeple-chases, and opera-dancers, and reigning 
beauties, and good-humoured jests at each other. In all this babble, 
there was a freshness about Percival St. John's conversation, which 
showed that, as yet, for him life had the zest of novdty. He was 
more at home about horses and steeple-chases, than about opera- 
dancers, and beauties, and the small scandals of town, TaLk on these 
latter topics did not seem to interest him ; on the contrary, almost to 
pain, shy and modest as a girl^ he coloured or looked aside when his 
more hardened friends boastied of assignations and love-affairs. 
Spirited, j^y, and manly enough in all resuly manly points, the virgin 
bloom of innocence was vet visible in his frank charming manner. 
And offcen, out of respect for his delicacy, some hearty son of pleasure 
stopped short in his narrative^ or lost the point of his anecdote ; and 
yet so loveable was Perdval in his good humour, his naivete, his joyous 
entrance into innocent joy, that his companions were scarcely con- 
sdous of the ffene and restraint he imposed on them. Those merry, 
dark eyes, and that flashing smile, were conviviality of themsdves. 
They brought with them a contagious cheerfokess, which compen- 
sated for the want of corraption. 

Night had set in. St. John's companions had departed to their 
several haunts, and Percival himsdf stood on the steps of the dub, 
resolving that he would join the crowds that swept through the streets 
to gaze on the illumiiuitions, when he percdved Beck (still at the 
rein of his dozing horse), whom he had quite forgot till that moment. 
Laughing at his own want of memory, Percival put some silver into 
BecJrs hand— more silver than Beck had ever before reodved for 
similar service — and ^d : 

" Well, my man, I, suppose I can trust you to take my horse to his 
L 2 
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stables— No. — , tlic Mews, behind Cnxzon-street. Poor feDow, be 
wants bis suppw, — and yon, too, I suppose ! " 

Beck smiled— a pale hungry smile, and pulled bis forelock politeljr 
— " I can take the oss worry safely, your onor." 

" Take him, then, and good evening; bat don't get on, for your 
life." 

" Oh no, sir ; I never eets on : 'taint in my vays." 

And Beck slowly led the borse Ibzoiigh the crowd, till be vanisbed 
from Percival's eyes. 

Just then, a man passing tdoough the street paused as be sa/w the 
young gentleman on the steps of the dub, and said, eailv, " Ah ; iiow 
do you do P Pretty faces in plenty out to-night ! WMcth way are you 
going P " 

" That is more than I can teU you, Mr. Yamey. I was just think- 
ing which turn to take— the right or the left.'' 

^' Then let me be your goide and Yamev offered bis arm. 

Percival accepted the courtesv ; and the two walked on towards 
Piccadilly. Man]^ a kind glance m>m the milliners and maid-servants, 
whom the illuminations drew abroad, rovecL somewhat impartdally, 
towards St. Jchn and bis companion ; but tney dwelt longer on tne 
last, for there, at least, they were aure of a return. Vamey, if not in 
his first vouth, was stOl in iiie prime of life ; and Time had dealt with 
him so lenientily, that he retained all the personal advantages of 
youth itself. His complexion st^. was clear \ and as only his upper 
lip, decorated with a slight silken .and well-tnmmed moustache, was 
unshaven, the contour of the fa&e added to the iuvemlity of bis 
appearance by the rounded symmetv:^ it betrayed. His hair escaped 
from his bat m fair unchanged luxuriance. And the nervous figure, 
agile as a panther's, though broiid-shouldered and de^'«heste^ 
denoted all the slightness and elasticity of twenty-five, combined 
with the muscular power of forty. His dress was rather fantastio— 
too shovry for the good taste which is habitual to the English gentle- 
man—and there was a peculiarity in bis gait almost approi|ching to « 
strut, which bespoke a desire of effe()t— a oonscionsness of personal 
advantages— equally opposed to the inien and manner of Perdval's 
usual companions; yet withaL even the most fastidious would have 
hesitated to apply to Gabriel V amey th e epithet of " vulgar." Many 
turned to look again; but it was not* to remark the dress, or the 
slight swagger:— an Expression of reckless, simster power in tbe 
countenance— somethiog of vifour and determination even in that 
very walk, foppish as it would have been in most, made you, sink 
all observation of the mere externals, in a sentiment of ouiiosity 
towards tbe man lumself. He seemed a t^omebody—^ot a somebody 
of conventional rank, but a somebody of personal individuality-— en 
artist perhaps, a poet, or a soldier in somi^ foreign service, but cer- 
tainly a man whose name you would ex^t to have heard of. 
Amongst the common mob ofpassengers he stood out in marked and 
distinct relief. 

" I fed at home in a crowd,*' said Yamey. ' " Do you understand 
me P" 
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"I iMsik B0»" answered Perciral. If ever I eoald become di»- 
tinffoisbed, I, too. should feel at home in a crowd." 

*^ You have amoitioiL then ? you mean to become distingnished f " 
asked Yamey, with a sham searching lode. 

There was a deeper and steadier Bash than nsnal from Perciyal's 
dark eyes, and a manlier gbw orer his cheek, at Yamey's ques- 
tion. But he was slow in answering; and wh^ he did so. his 
manner had aU its wonted mixtuie of graceful bashfalness and gay 
candour. 

" Our rise does not always depend on ourselves. "We are not all 
bom great, nor do we aU have ' greatness thrust on us.' " 

" Cme can be wliat one likes, with jowt fortune," said Yamey; 
and there was a growl of envy in his voice. 

" What, be a painter like you ! Ha, ha ! " 

" Faith." said vamey, " at least, if you could paint at ali« you would 
have what I have not— praise and fame." 

Peroival pressed kindly on Yamey'B arm. " Courage ! you will 
get justice some day !" 

Yamey shook his head. " Bah ! there is no such thing as justice ; 
all are underrated or overrated. Can you name one man whom you 
think is estimated by the public at his precise value P As for present 
popolari^, it depends on two qualities — each singly, or both united 
— cowardice and charlatanism ; that is, servile compliance with the 
taste and opinion of the moment, or a quack's spasmodic efforts at 
(Hriginality. But why hose you on such matters f There are things 
more attractive round us. A good ancle that, eh ? Why, pardon 
me, it is stra^^ ; h\it yc^u don't ami'to care much for women?" 

Ohyes. i do,'' bm\ IWiva^ with a sly demureness. "lam 
very fond of—my mot I u r V* 

Yery proper anil tilini," ffladTiHiey, laughing; " and does your 
love for the sex slop ihrta P" 

" Well, and m tnitli 1 fancy so— pretty nearly. You know my 



ing at 1" Aad PffiPliB^ponktr rl, ^ilrnnst with a child's delight, at an 
illumination morelinuhst ih;m tltc re st. 

" I suppose, when you come of age, you will have all the cedars at 
Laughton hunff with coloured lamps. Ah, you must ask me there, 
some day. I should so like to see the old place again." 
" You never saw it, I think you say, in my poor father's time ? " 
"Never." 

" Yet you knew him." 
" But slightly." 

" And you never saw my mother P " 

" No ; but she seems to have such influence over you, that I 
am sure she must be a very superior person— rather proud, I 
suppose." 

Proud— no ; that is, not exactly proud, for she is very meek and 
very affable. But yet—-" 

But yet— jrou hesitate— she would not like you to be seen, per- 
haps, walking in Piccadilly with Gabriel Yamey, the natural son of 
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old Sir Miles's Iibraria3i,--Gabriel Yamey the painter— Gabriel Yar- 
ney the adventurer ! " 

*^ As long as Gabriel Yamey is a man without stain on his charac- 
ter and honour, my mother would only be pleased that I should know 
an able and accomplished person, wbatever his origin or parentage. 
But my mother would be sad if she knew me intimate with a Bourbon 
or a Baffaelle. the first in rank or the first in genius, if either prince 
or artist had lost or even sullied his 'scutcheon of gentleman. In a 
word, she is most sensitive as to honour and conscience— all else she 
disregards." 

" Hem !" Yarn^ stooped down, as if examming the polish of his 
boot, while he oontmued, cardessly— Impossible to walk the streets 
and keep one's boots out of the mire ! Well— and you agree with 
your mother P" 

" It would be strange if I did not. When I was scarcelj four 
years old, my poor father used to lead me throujdi the long picture- 
gallery at Laughton, and say, 'Walk through me as if those brave 
^ntlemen looked down on you.' And," added St. John with hia 
mgenuous smile — " my mother would put in her word—' And those 
unstained women too, my Percival 1* " 

There was something noble and touching in the boy's low accents 
as he said this ; it gave the key to his unusual modesty, and his frank, 
healthful innocence of character. 

The devil in Yame/s lip sneered mockingly. 

" My young friend, you have never loved yet.— Do you think you 
ever shall?" 

" I have dreamed that I could love one day. But I can wait." 

Yamev was about to reply, when he was accosted abruptly by three 
men of that exaggerated style of dress and manner, which is implied 
by the vulgar appellation of " Tigrish." Each of the three men had 
a cigar in his mouth— each seemed flushed with wine. One wore 
long brass spurs, and immense moustaches; another was distin- 
guished by an enormous surface of black satin cravat, across which 
meandered a Pactolus of gold chain ; a third had his coat laced and 
braided, a la Fohnaise, and pinched and padded a la JSusse, with 
trousers shaped to the ciEdf of a sinewy leg, and a glass screwed into 
his right eve. 

''An, Gabriel!— ah, Yamev !---ah; prince of good fellows^ well 
met ! You sun with us to-night at httle Celesta i-^e were going in 
search of you." 

" Who's your friend— one of us P" whispered a second. 

And the third screwed his arm tight and lovingly into Yamey's. 

Gabriel, despite his habitual assurance, looked abashed for a 
modlent, and would have extricated himself from cordialities not at 
that moment welcome ; but he saw that his friends were too far gone 
in their cups to be ^isilv shaken off, and he felt relieved when 
Percival, after a dissatisned ghmoe at the three, said, quietly — 
" I must detain jou no longer— I shall soon look in at your studio 
and, without waiting for answer, slid off, and was lost among the 
crowd. 

Yamey walked on with his new-found friends, unheeding for some 
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momeDts their loose remaxks and iamiliar banter. At length I10 
shook off his abstraction, and snrrendeiing himself to the coarse 
humours of his companioDs, soon eclipsed them all by the gusto of 
his slang, and the mocking profligacy of his sentimentis ; for here he 
no longer plajred a part, or suppreased his grosser instincts. That 
uncurbed aominion of the senses, to which his rery boyhood had abaU' 
doned itself, found a willing slaye in the man. Even the talents 
themselyes uiat he displayed came from the cultivation of the sensoaL 
His e^, studying externals, made him a painter,— his ear, quick and 
practised, a musician. His wild, prodigal mncy noted on every excite-' 
ment, and brought hhn in a vast narvest of experience In knowledg;e 
of the firailties and the vices on which it indulged its vagrant experi- 
ments. Men who over-cultivate the art that connects itself with the 
senses; with littb counterpoise from the reason and pure intellect, ate 
apt to be dissipated and irregular in their lives. This is frequently 
noticeable in the biographies of musicians, singers, and painters ; lestf 
so in poets, because he who deals with words, not signs and toned ^ 
must perpetually compare his senses with the pure images of which 
the senses only see the appearances ; in a word, he must employ his 
intellect, and his self-education must be laree and comprehensive. 
But with most real genius, however fed merely by the senses,— most 
really great painters, singers, and musicians, however easily led astray 
into temptation, the richness of the soil throws up abundant good 
qualities to countervail or redeem the evil ; thev are usually compas- 
sionate, generous, sympathising. That Yamey nad not such beauties 
of soul and temperament it is unnecessary to add,— principally, it is 
true, because of his nurture, educatiom parental example, the utter 
corruption in which his childhood ana youth had passecL — ^partly 
because he had no real genius; it was a false apparition of the divine 
spirit, reflected from the exquisite perfection of nis frame (which ren- 
dered all his senses so vigorous and acute), and his riotous fancy, and 
his fitful energy, which was capable at times of great application, 
but not of d^nite purpose or earnest study. All about nim was 
flashy and hoUow. He had not the natural subtlety and depth of mind 
that had characterised his terrible father. The graft of the opera- 
dancer was visible on the stock of the scholar ; wholly without the 
habits of method and order, without the patience, without the mathe- 
matical calculating brain of BaHbard, he played wantonly witii the 
horrible and loathsome wickedness of which Olivier had made dark 
and solemn study. Extravagant and lavish, he spent money as fast 
as he gained it : ne threw away all chances of eminence and career. 
In the midst of the direst plo& of his villany, or the most energetic 
pursuit of his art, the poorest excitement^ the veriest bauble would 
draw him aside. His heart was with Ealn in the sty. his fancy with 
Aladdin in the palace. To make a show was his darling object ; he 
loved to create effect by his person, his talk, his dress, as well as by 
his talents. Living from hand to mouth, crimes^ through which it is 
not our intention to follow him, had at times made him rich to-day. 
for vices to make Imn poor ag^am to-morrow. What he called " luck,** 
or "his star," had favoured him— he was not hanged!— lived: and, 
ps the greater part of his unscrupuloips parepr had be^Q conducted in 
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foreign lands, and nnder other names—in Ms own name, and m Ids 
own coimtry, thongli somethingr scarcely to be defined, but equivocal 
and provocative oi suspicion, made bim displeasing to the prudent, 
and va^dy alarmed the experience of the sober^-— still na positive 
accusation was attached to the ^eral integritv oi his character ; and 
the mere dissipation of his habits was naturally little knoVn out of 
his familiar circle. Hence, he had the most presumptuons confidence 
m himself— a confidence native to his courage, and confirmed by hia 
experience. His conscience was so utterly obtuse, that he might 
almost be said to present the phenomenon of a man withont con- 
science at aU. Unfike Conrad, he did not " know himself a villam ; " 
all that he knew of himself was, that he was a remarkably clever 
fellow, without nrcgudice or superstition. That, with all his gifts, he 
had not succeeaed better in fife, he ascribed carelessly to the sur- 
passing wisdom- of his philosophy. He could have done better if he 
had enioyed himself less ; but was not enjoyment the be all and end 
aU of tms little life ? More often, indeeo, m the moods of his bitter 
envy, he vrould lay the fault upon the world. How great he could 
have been, if he had been rich and high-bom ! he was made to 
spend, not to save— to command, not to fawn ! He was not formed 
to plod through the doll mediocrities of fbrtnne ; he must toss up for 
the All or the Nothing ! It was no control over himself that made 
VamMT now tnm his thoughts from certain grave designs on Percival 
St. Jofin, to the brutal debauchery of his three companions,— rather, 
he then yidded most to his natural self. And when the morning star 
lose over the night he passed with low profligates and venal nymphSi 
—when, oyer the fragments on the board, and emptied bottles, and 
drunken riot, dawn gleamed and saw him m all the pride of his mag- 
nificent organisation, and the cynicism of his measured vice,— fair, 
fresh, and blooming amidst those maudlin eyes, and flushed cheeks, 
and reeling fiffores,— laughing hideoush^ over the spectacle he had 
provoked, and Idckmg aside, with a devu's scorn, the prostrate form 
of the favoured partner whose head had rested on his bosom, as alone, 
with a steady step, he passed the threshold, and walked into the fresh 
healthfol air — Gabrid Vamey enjoyed the fell triumph of his 
hell-bom vanity, and revelled in his sentiment of superiority and 
power. 

Meanwhile, on quitting Yamev, young Percival strolled on as the 
whim directed him. Turning down the Haymarket, he gained the 
odonnade of the Opera House. The crowd there was so dense, that 
bis footsteps were arrested, and he leant a^amst one of the columns 
in admiration of the various galaxies in view. In front blazed the 
ri^ stars of the United Service Club and the Athenfieum,— to the 
left, tiie qnaint and peculiar device which lighted up Northumberland 
House,— to the right^ the anchors, cannons, and Ixmibs which typified 
ingeniously the martial attributes of the Oranance Office. 

At that moment there were three persons connected with this nar- 
rative within a few feet of each other, distinguished from the multi- 
tude by the feeling with which each reg^ea the scene, and felt the 
jostle of the crowd. P^val St. John, m whom the harmless sense 
of pleasure was yet vivid and nnsatiated, caught from the assemblage 
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eidytliafephysicrildlBrilywMchh his own {f|)nits. Ifina 

eharacter as yet so undeveloped, to which, the large passions and stem 
ends of life ireie as yet unknown, stirred some deeper and more mnsinjg 
thonghts and specmations, giving grarit;^ to the nabitoal smile on his 
rosy lip, and steadying the play of his spariding eyes, he would 
have been at a loss hunself to explain the dim sentunent and the 
Tagoe desire. 

ocieened by another cohmm from the pressure of the mob, with his ■ 
arms folded on his breast, a man some few years older in point of 
timo— mnnv years older in point of character— gazed (with thoughts 
how turbuWiit— mill amljition how pr^ound !) upon the dense and 
dark massea thxt covered space and street far as the eye could reach. 
He, indeed, could not bavi said, with Varaey, that he was "at home 
in a crowd." For u eruwd did not fill him with the sense of his own 
individual hdiis ^nd iin jrtance, but grappled him to its mightr^ 
breast with the UiousrirL l tissues of a common destiny. Who shau 
explain nnd djsciif nu^rli; those hiph, and restless, and interwoven emo- 
tions Willi whij.h iuti ll( du;d am Dition,^ honourable and ardent, gazes 
iipon that solemn thing %dth which, m which, for which it lives and 
labours— the Human Multitude? To that abstracted, solitary man, 
the illumination, the festivity, the curiosity, the holiday, were nothing, 
or but as fleeting phantoms and vain seemings. In ms heart's eye, 
he saw before hnn out the people, the shadow of an everlasting audi- 
ence—audience at once and judge. 

And literally touching him as he stood, the ragged sweeper, who 
had returned in vain to dievote a last care to his beloved charge, stood 
arrested with the rest, gazine joylessly on the blazins lamps, dead as 
the stones he heeded, to the young vivacity of the one man, the 
solemn visions of the other. So, London, amidst the universal 
holiday to monarch and to mob, in those three souls lived the three ele- 
ments, irhich duly mingled and administered, make thy vice and thy 
virtue — ^thy glory and thy shame — thy labour and thy luxury ; per- 
vading the nalace and the street-^he hospital and the prison; — enioy- 
ment, which is pleasure—energy, which is actionr— torpor, which is 
want! 



(CHAPTER n. 

LOVE AT nSST SIGHT. 

SuDDEiniY across the gaze of Perdval St. John there flashed a face 
that woke him from his abstraction, as a Hght awakes the sleeper. It 
was as a recognition of something seen dindy before— a truth coming 
out from a dieam. It was not the mere beauty of that face (and 
beautiful it was) that arrested his eye and made his heart beat more 
quickly— it was rather that nameless and inexplicable sympathy which 
constirutes love at first si^ht ; — a sort of impulse and instinct oommon 
to the dullest as the quickest— the hardest reason as the livehest 
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£Eiiic3r. Plain Gobbett, seeing before the ooitage-door, at het home* 
liest of house-work, the girl of whom he said—" That girl should be 
my wife and Dante, mst thrilled by the vision of Beatrice, are alike 
true types of a common experience : Whaterer of love sinks the deep- 
est is felt at first sight ; it streams on us abrupt from the cloud, a 
lightning flash— a destiny revealed to us face to face. 

Now, there was nothing j^tical in the place or the circumstance, 
still less in the companionsmp in which this fair creature startled the 
virgin heart of that careless boy ; she was leaning on the arm of a 
stout, rosy-fiEU!ed matron in a puce-coloured gown, who was flanked on 
the other side by a ver;^ small, very spare man, with a very wee face, 
the lower part of wmch was enveloped in an immense belcher. 
Besides these two incumbrances, the stout lady contrived to carry 
in her hands an umbrella, a basket, and a pair 9f pattens. 

In the midst of the strange, unfamiliar emotion which his eye con- 
veyed to his heart, Percival^ ear was displeasingly jarred by the loud, 
bluff, hearty voice of the ^I's female companion — 

" Gracious me ! if that is not John Ardworth; who'd have thought 
it ! Why John— I say, John ! " and lifting her umbrella horizontally, 
she poked aside two city clerks in front of her, wheeled round the 
little man on her leffc, upon whom the clerks simultaneously bestowed 
the appellation of *' feUer," and driving him, as being the sharpest and 
thinnest wedge at hand, through a dense knot of some half a dozen 
gapers, while following his involuntary process she looked defiance 
on the malcontents, she succeeded in clearmg her way to the spot 
where stood the young man she had discovered. The ambitioua 
dreamer, for it was he, thus detected and disturbed, looked embar- 
rassed for a moment, as the stout lady, touching him with the umbrella, 
said, 

" Well, I declare, if this is not too bad I You sent word that you 
should not be able to come out with us to see the 'luminations, and 
here you are as large as life ! " 

" I did not think at the moment you wrote to me, that 

Oh, stuff ! " interrupted the stout woman, with a significant, good- 
humoured shake of her head, "I know what's what ; tell the truth, 
and shame the gentleman who objects to showing his feet. You are 
a wild fellow, John Ardworth— you are ! you like looking after the 
pretty faces— you do— you do— ha. ha, ha ! very natural ! So did you 
once— did not you, Mr. Mivers— aid not you, eh P men must be man 
—they always are men, and it's my bdiei that men they always will 

With thk sago conjecture into the future^ the lady turned to 
Mr, Mivers. who thus appealed to, extricated with some difficulty his 
shin from, folds of his belcher, and nutting up his small face, said, 
in A BmaS voioa ** Yes, I was a wild fellow once, but you have tamed 
wlfoahftTv^ M.'' 

* enmth the chin sunk again into the belcher, and the small 
L inlo a smiU sigh, 
f lady J^cea benignly at her spouse, and then resuming 
p to wjifiii Ardworth listened with a half-firown and a hall- 
I mwraEagingly^ 
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*- Ym. there's nothmg like a kwfhl wife, to break a man im as you 
will find some day. Howsomever, your time's not come for tne Altar, 
80^ suppose yougive Helen your arm, and come with us." 
Do" tuad aeLesa, in a sweet, coaxing voice. 

Ardworth bent down his rough earnest face to Helen's, and an 
evident pleasure relaxed its thoughtful lines. " I cannot resist you," 
he began, and then he paused andrrowned. " Pish," he added, was 
talldng folly ; but what head would not you turn ? Eesist you I must, 
for I am on my way now to my drudgery. Ask me anything, some 

Cs hence, when I have time to be happy, and then see if I am the 
you now call me." 
" Well," said Mrs. Mivers, emnhaticafly. " are you coming, or are 
you not P Don't stand there, shilly-shally. 

" Mrs. Mivers," returned Ardworth, with a kind of sly humour. " I 
am sure you would be very angry with your husband's excellent shop- 
men, if that was the way they spoke to your customers. If some 
unhappy dropper-in-— some la^r who came to buy a yard or so of 
Iriah, was suddenlv dazded, as I am, bv a luxury wholly unforeseen 
and eagerly covetea--a splendid lace veil, or a ravishing cashmere,^ or 
whatever else you ^ladies desiderate, and while she was balancing 
betweeen prudence and temptatiou, your foreman exclaimed — ' Don't 
stand shilly-shally,'— come, I put it to you." 
"Stuff!" said Mrs. Mivers. 

"Alas ! unlike your imaginary customer (I hope so, at least, forthe 
sake of your tillV—prudence gets the better oi me ; unless " added 
Ardworth, irresolutely, and glancing at Helenr-" unless, indeed, you 
are not snmciently protected, and 

"Furtected!" exclaimed Mrs. Mivers, in an indignant tone of 
astonishment, and agitating the formidable umbrella, " as if I was not 
enough, with the help of this here domestic commodity, to purtect a 
dozen such. Purtected, indeed ! " 

" John is right, Mrs. M. ; business is business," said Mr. Mivers. 
" Let us move on— we stop the way, and those idle lads are listening 
to us. and sniggering." 

Sniggering 1 " exclaimed the gentle helpmate ; " I should like to 
see those who presume for to snigger ;" and as she spoke she threw a 
look of defiance around her. TheiL having thus satisfied her resent- 
ment, she prepared to obey, as no doubt she always did, her lord and 
master. Suddenly, with a practised movement, she wheeled round 
Mr. Mivers, and taking care to protrude before him the shaip point 
of the umbrella, cut her way through the crowd like the scythed car 
of the ancient Batons, and was soon lost amidst the throng, although 
her way might be guessed by a slight ripple of peculiar agitation aloug 
the general stream, accompanied hy a prolonged murmur of reproach 
or expostulation which gradually died m the distance. 

Ardworth gazed after the fair form of Helen with a look of regret ; 
and, when it vanished,— with a slight start and a suppressed sigh, he 
turned away, and with, the long, steady stride of a strong man, cleared 
his path through the Strand, towards the printing-ofBlce of a journal 
on which he was responsibly engaged. 

3nt Percival, who had caught much of the conversation that took 
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place so tmt Irnxsr^TenM^ Iiappf cldld 6i idleness andi whim, hsA 
no mothre of labour and occapation to stay tlie free impolse of his 
Leart, and his heart drew him on, with majgnetic attiuciioiL in the 
track of the first being that had ever touched the sweet instinets of 
yonth. 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Miyers was destined to kam— thonfih, i^haps. 
the less(xi little availed her— that to get smoothly throngn this world 
it is necessary to be supple as well as strong; and though, up to a 
certam point, man or woman may foroe the way by poking umbrelbs 
into people's ribs, and treading mercilessly upon people's toes, yet the 
endurance of ribs and toes htus its appointed limits. 

Helen, half terrifiecL also half amused by her companion's robust 
resolution of purpose, had in Mrs. Mirers' general courage and sno- 
cess that confidence which the weak repose in the strong ; and though, ^ 
whenerer she turned her eyes from the illuminations, she besoinht 
Mrs. Miyers to be more gentle, yet, seems that they had gone safely 
from St. PauFs to St. James's, she had no oostinct apprehension of any 
mracticaOy ill results from the energies she was unable to mitisate. 
Bnt now, having just gained the end of St. James's Street, Mrs. 
Miyers at last found her match. The crowd here halted, thick and 
serried, to gaze in peace upon the brilliant yista which 1^ shops and 
.dubs of that street presented. Coaches and carriages had paused 
in their line, and immediately before Mrs. Mirers stood three very 
thin small women, whose dress bespoke them to be of the humblest 
dass. 

" Make way, there— make way. my good women, make way ! " 
cried Mrs. Miyers, equally disdainriil of the size and the rank of the 
obstructing parties. 

" Arrah, and what shall we make way for the like of you, you old 
busy-body P" said one of the dames, turning round, and presenting a 
very^formidable squint to the broad optics of Mrs. Miyers. 

Without deigning a reply, Mrs. Miyers had recourse to her usual 
tactics. Umbrella and husband went right between two ci the femi- 
nine obstructiyes ; and to the inconceivable astonishment and horror 
of the assailant, husband and umbrella instantly yanished. The three 
small furies had nounced irpon both. They were torn from their 
natural owner — they were hurried away; the stream behind, kng 
fretted at the path so abruptly made amidst it, dosed in, joyous with 
a thousand waves. Mrs. Miyers and Helen were borne forward in one 
way. the umbrella and the husband in the other : the distanoe a 
small yoice was heard— "Don't you!— don't! Be quiet! Mrs. — 
Mrs.M.l Oh! oh! Mrs. M.!" At that last repetition of the 
bdoyed and familiar initial, uttered in a tone of almost superhuman 
anguish, the copjugal heart of Mrs. Mivers was afliieted beyond 
control 

" Wait here a moment, my dear ! I'll just give it them— thafs afl!*' 
ijid in another moment Mrs. Mivers was heard bustling^olding, till 
fSl trace of her whereabout was gone from the eyes of Helen. Thus 
'Uone^ exceeding shame and dismay, the poor girl cast a ^anee 
I The glance was caught by two young men, whose station, in 
"ays when dress is an equivocal designator of rank, oould not 
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be guessed by their exterior. They might be dandies from the west 
— ^tney might be clerks from the east. 

" By Jove," exclaimed one, " thafs a sweet pretty girl ! " and. by 
a sndaen movement of the crowd, they both found themselves dose 
to Helen. 

"Are you alone, my dear?" said a voice rudebr familiar. 

Helen made no reply— the tone of the voice frightened her. A ^ap in 
the mob showed the space towards Cleveland Eow, whidi, leadnig to 
no illuminations, was vacant and solitary. She instantly made towards 
this spot ; the two men followed bar,— the bolder and elder one occa- 
sionally trying to catch hold of her arm. At last, as she passed the 
last house to the left, a house then owned by One who, ii once far- 
sighted and impetuous, affable and haughty — characterised alike by 
solid virtues and brilliant faults — would, but for hollow friends, 
have triumphed over countless foes, and enjoyed at last that briei 
day of stormy power for which statesmen resign the health of man- 
hood and the hope of age — as she passed that memorable mansion, 
she suddenly perceived that the space before her had no thorough- 
fare, and, while she paused in difflnay, her pursuers blodcaded her 
escape. 

One of them now fairly seized her hand : ** Nay, pretty one, why so 
cruel ? But one kiss — only one ! He endeavoured to pass his arm 
round her waist while he spoke. Helen eluded him, and darted for- 
ward, to find her way stopped by her persecutor's companion, when, 
to her astonishment, a third person gently pushed aside the form that 
impeded her path, approached, ana loob^ mute defiance at th6 
xmchivabic molesters, offered her his arm. Helen gave but one timid 
hurrying glance to her unexpected protector: something in his face, 
his air, his youth, appealed at once to her confidence. Mechanically, 
and scarce knowing what she did, she laid her trembling hand on the 
arm held out to her. 

The two Lotharios looked foolish. One pulled up his shirt-coUar. 
the other turned, with a forc^ laugh, on his heed. Boy as Perdval 
seemed, and little more thsu boy as ne was, there was a dangerous 
fire in his eye, and an expression of spirit and ready courage m his 
whole countenance, which, if it did not awe liis tall nvals, made them 
at least unwilling to have a scene, and provoke the inteifeience of the 
policemen, one of whom was now seen wallsdng slowly np to the spot. 
They therefore preserved a discomfited silence; and Percival St. 
John, with his heart going ten knots a beat^ sailed triumphantly off 



Scarce^ knowing whither he went, oertamly forgetful of Mr. 
Mivers, in his anxiety to escape at least from the crowd. Perdval 
walked on till he found himself with his fair charge under the trees of 
St. James's Park. 

Then Helen, recovering herself, paused, and said, alarmed, "But 
this is not my way— I must go back to the street'! " 

*' How foolish I am— that is true ! " said Percival, looking con- 
fused. "I— I felt so happy to be with you, feel your hand on m-^ 
arm, and think that we were all by ourselves, thai— th»t— but 




have dropped your flowers ! '* 



I 
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Aiid as a bouquet Helen wore, dislodged somehow or other, fell to 
the KTound, both stooped to pick it up, and their hands met. At that 
touch, Percival felt a strange tremble, which perhaps communicated 
itself (for such things are contagious) to his fair companion. Percival 
had got the nosegay, and seemed willing to detain it, for he^ bent his 
face lingeringly over the flowers. At length, he turned his bright 
ingenuous eyes to Helen, and singling one rose from the rest, said 
beseechingly—'' May I keep this P See, it is not so fresh as the 
others." 

" I am sure, sir," said Helen, colouring, and looking down, "I owe 
you so much, that I should be glad if a poor flower could repay it." 

" A poor nower ! You don't know what a prize this is to me ! " 

Perciyal placed the rose reverentlv in his bosom, and the two 
moved back slowly, as if reluctant both, through the old palace-court 
into the street. 

" Is that lady related to you P " asked Percival, looking another 
way, and dreadmg the reply : "not your mother, surely ! " 
Oh, no ! — have no mother ! " 

" Porpire me ! " said Percival, for the tone of Helen's voice told him 
that he nad touched the spring of a household sorrow. " And," he 
added, with a jealousy that he could scarcely restrain from making 
itself evident in his accent, " that gentleman who spoke to you under 
the Colonnade— I have seen him before, but where I cannot remem- 
ber. In fact, you have put everything but yourself out of my head. 
Is he related to you P " 

" He is my cousin." 

^ " Cousin repeated Percival, pouting a little ; and again there was 
silence. 

"I don't know how it is," said Percival, at last, and very ffravely: 
ai if much perplexed by some abstruse thought, '' but I feeias if I 
had known you all my ufe. I never felt this for any one before." 

There was something so irresistibly innocent in the hoy's serious, 
wondering tone, as he said these words, that a smile, in spite of her- 
self, broke out amongst the thousand dimples round Hdlen's charm- 
ing lips. Perhaps the little witch felt a touch of coquetry for the first 
time. 

Percival who was looking sidelong into her face, saw the smile, 
and said, orawinff up his head, and shaking back his jetty curb, "I 
dare say you are mughing at me as a mere boy ; but I am older than I 
look. I am sure I am much older than you are. Let me see, you are 
seventeen, I suppose P " 

Helen, getting more and more at her ease, nodded playful assent. 

" And I am not fax from twenty-one. Ah ! you may well look sur- 
prised—but so it is. An hour ago I felt a mere boy; now I shaJl 
never feel a bov again ! " 

Once more there was a lonff pause, and before it was broken tbey 
had gained the very spot in which Helen had lost her friend. 

"Why, bless us, and save us I" exclaimed a voice, 'loud as a 
%mM)et,' but not 'with a silver sound,' "there you are, after aJI; ** 

^d Mrs. Mivers (husband and umbreOa both regained) planted her- 

f full before them. 



LUCKETIA. 159 

" Oh, a pretty fright I have been in ; and now to see you coming 
along as cool as if nothing had happened— as if thehnmbrella had not 
lost its hivory andle— it's quite purvoking. Dear, dear ! what we 
have gone through ! And who is this young gentleman, pray ? " 

Helen whispered some hesitating explanation, which Mrs. Mivers 
did not seem to receive as graciouslv as Percival, poor fellow, had a 
right to expect. She stared him full in the face, and shook her head 
susniciGCisly when she saw him a little confused bvthe survey. Then, 
tucking Helen lightly under her arm. she walked back towards the 
Hamarket, merely saying to Percival— 

''Much obH^ted, and good night. I have a long journey to take 
to set down this here young lady, and the best thing we can all do is 
to get home as fast as we can, and have a refreshing cup of tea— that's 
myndnd, sir. Excuse me / " 

Thus abruptly dismissed, poor Percival gazed wistfully on his 
Helen, as she was borne along, and was somewhat connorted at 
seeing her look back, with (as he thought) a touch of regret in her 
partinff smile. Then suddenly it flashedacross him how sadly he had 
wasted his time. Novice that he was, he had not even learned the 
name and address of his new acquamtance. At that thought he 
hurried on through the crowd, but only reached the object of his 
pursuit just in time to see her placed in a coach, asid to catch a full 
view of the luxuriant proportions of Mrs. Mivers as she followed her 
into the vehicle. 

As the lumbering conveyance (the only coach on the stand) heaved 
itself into motion, Percival's eye fell on the sweeper, who was still 
leaiung on his broom, and who, in grateful recognition oi the unwonted 
generosity that had repaid his service, touched his ragged hat, and 
smiled drowsily on his young customer. Love sharpens the wit, and 
animates the timid; — a thought, worthy of the most experienced, 
inspired Percival St. John : he hurried to the sweeper, laid his hand 
on nis patchwork coat, and said, breathlessly— 

" You see that coach turning into the square ; follow it— find out 
where it sets down. There's a sovereign for you— another if you 

succeed. Call and tell me your success. Number Curzon- 

street !— off, like a shot !" 

The sweeper nodded and grinned; it was possibly not his first 
commission of a similar kind. He darted down the street; and 
Percival following him with equal speed, had the satisfaction to see 
him, as the coach traversed St. James s Square, comfortably seated on 
the footboard. 

Beck, dull dod, knew nothing, cared nothing, felt nothine as to the 
motives or purpose of his employer. Honest love or selfish vice, it 
was the same to him. He saw only the one sovereign which, with 
astounded eyes, he still gazed at on his palm, and the vision of the 
sovereign tlit was yet to come : — 

*< Scandlt sentas vitiosa naves 
Cnra : nee tnnnas eqnitom reUnqtdt." 

It vras the Selfishness of London— calm and stolid, whether on the 
track of innocence or at the command of guile. 
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At balf-past tea o'clock, Percival St. John was seated in his room, 
and the sweeper stood at the threshold. Wealth and penury seemiea 
broiight into visible contact in the persons of the visitor and the host. 
The dwelling is held by some to give an index to the character of the 
owner : if so, Peroival's apartments differed much from those genacally 
favoured by young men rank and fortune. Ontibe one hand it had 
npne of that affectation of superior taste, evinced in maroaetenB and 
gilding, or the more picturesque discomfort of highrhackea diaixs and 
medinival curiosities which prevails in the daintier abodes of fastidious 
bachelors. Nor. on the other hand, had it the sporting character 
which individuauses the ruder juveniles " qui gavdent eguit*' betrayed 
bv engravings of racers, and celebrated fox-hunts, relievea, perhi^^ 
if the Nimrod condescend to a cross of the Lovelace, vrith portraits 

figurantes, and ideals of French sentiment, entitlecL "Leaoir** or 
"La BcveilUer "L'Enpoirr or ''VMandmr But the rooms had a 
physio^omy of their own, from their exquisite neatness and cheerful 
simplicity. The chintz draperies were lively with ^y flowers ; boc^s 
Med up the niches ; here and there were small pictures^ chiefly sea- 
pieces— well chosen, well placed. 

There might, indeed, have been something almost effeminate in a 
certain inexpressible purity of taste, and a cleanliness of detail that 
seemed actually brilliant, had not the folding-doors allowed a glimpse 
of a plainer apartment, with fencdng-foils and boxinff-gloves rangeaon 
the wall, ana a cricket-bat resting carelessly in tne coiner. Theae 
gave a redeeming air of manliness to the rooms, but it was the manli- 
ness of a boy ; half-girl« if you please, in the purity of thou^t that 
pervaded one room, all boy in the playful pursuits that were made 
manifest in the other. Simple, however, as this abode leallj was, 
poor Beck had never been admitted to the sight of anythinghalf so 
fine. He stood at the door for a moment, and stared about him, 
bewildered and dazzled. But his natural torpor to things thait con- 
cemed him not, soon brought to him the same stoicism that philosophy 
gives the strong : and after the first surprise, his eye quietW aettlea on 
his employer. St. John rose eagerly from the sofa, on which he had 
been contemplating the starlit tree-tops of Chesterfield Qardena — 

"Well,wdlP" said Percival. 
jETold Brompton," said Beck, with a brevity of word and deacness 
of perception worthy a Spartan. 

^ Old BromptonF" repeated Perdva], thinking the reply the most 
natural in the world. 

In a big ous by hisself," continued Beck, "with a igh vail in 
front." 

" You would know it again P" 

** In course ; he's so wery pecular," 

"He? who?" 

" Vy, the ous. The young lady got out, and the hold folka driv 
back. 1 did not go arter them !" and Beck looked sly. 
" So;— I must find out the name." 

" I axed at the public," said Beck, proud of his dirfomacy. " They 
keeps a sarvimt vot takes half a pint at her meab. The youns lady's 
— ^« a foiiner." 
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" A foreigner ! Then she lives there with her mother ? " 
" So they 'spose at the public." 
"And the name?" 

Beck shook his head. "'Tis a Erench un, yonr onor; bnt the 
sarvanfs is Martha." 

" You must meet me at Brompton, near the tnmpike, to-morrow, 
and show me the house." 

" Vy, Ts in bizness all day, please your onor." 

"Inlbizness?" 

"I's the place of the crossing," said Beck, with much dignity; 
" but arter eight I g9es vhere I likes." 
" To-morrow evening, then, at half-past eight, by the turnpike." 
Beck pulled his forelock assentingly. 

" There's the sovereign I promised you, my poor fellow— much good 
may it do you. Perhaps you have some father or mother whose heart 
itwiUglad." 

* " I never had no such thing," replied Beck, turning the coin in his 
hand. 

" Well, don't spend it in drink.'' 
** I never drinks nothing but svipes." 

" Then," said Percival, laughingly, "what, my good friend, will you 
ever do with your money ?" 

Beck put his finger to his nose, sunk his voice into a whisper, and 
replied, solemnly—" 1 as a mattris." 

A mistress,^' said Percival; "oh, a sweetheart! Well; but if 
she's a good girl, and loves you, she'll not let you spend your money 
on her.'* 

" 1 haint such a ninny as that," said Beck, with majestic contempt. 
"1 'spises the flat that is done brown by the blowens. 1 as a 
mattns." 

" A mattress ! a mattress ! Well, what has that to do with the 
money?" 
"Yy, I lines it." 

Percival look puzzled. "Oh," said he, after a thoughtful pause, 
and in a tone of considerable compassion, "I understand; you sew 
your money in your mattress. My poor, poor lad, you can do better 
than that !— there are the savings banks. 

Beck looked frightened : " i opes your onor vont tell no vun. I 
opes no vun vont go for to put my tin vere I shall know nothing vat- 
somever about it. Now, I knows vere it is— and I lays on it." 

" Do you sleep more soundly when you lie on your treasure ?" 

" No ; it's hodd," said Beet musingly, " but the more I lines it, the 
vorse I sleeps." 

Percival laughed ; but there was melancholy in his laughter: some- 
thing in the forlorn, benighted, fatherless, squalid miser, went to the 
core of his open, generous heart. 

" Do you ever read your Bible ?" said he, after a pause ; " or even 
the newspaper ? " 

" I does not read nothing, cos vy, I haint been made a schoUarc' 
like swell Tim, as was lagged for a forgery." 

*' You go to church on a Sun(ky ?"^ 
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" Yes ; I 'as a weekly hingagement at the New Road.'* 
" What do you mean ? 

" To see arter the rig of a gemman vot comes from ]|?at€.'* 
Percival lifted his brilliant eyes, and they were moistened with a 
heavenly dew, on the dull face of his fellow-creature. Beck made a 
scrape, looked round, shambled back to the door, and ran home, through 
the lamp-lit streets of the great mart of the Christian universe, to sew 
the gold in his mattress. 



CHAPTER m. 

BAXLT TEAINING POB AJX TJPEIGHT GENTIBMAir. 

^ Percival St. John had been brought up at home under the eye of 
his mother and the care of an excellent man, who had been tutor to 
himself and his .brothers. The tutor was not much of a classical 
scholar, for, in great measure^ he had educated himself ; and he who 
does so, usually lacks the polish and brilliancy of one whose footsteps 
have been led earlv to the Temjjle of the Muses. In fact. Captain 
GreviUe was a gallant soldier, with whom Vernon St. John had oeen 
acauamted in his own brief mditary career, and whom circumstances 
had so reduced in life as to compel him to sell his commission, and 
live as he could. He had always been known in his regiment as a 
reading man, and his authority looked up to in all the disputes as to 
historv and dates, and literary anecdotes, which might occur at the 
mess-table. Yemon considered him the most learned man of his 
acquaintance; an(L when accidentally meeting him in London, he 
learned his fadlen fortunes, he congratulated himself on a very oril- 
liant idea, when he suggested that Captain Greville should assist him 
in the education of his boys and the management of his estate. At 
first, all that Greville modestly undertook, with respect to the former, 
and, indeed, was expected to do, was to prepare the young gentlemen 
for Eton, to which Vernon, with the natural predilection of an Eton 
man, destined his sons. But the sickly constitutions of the two elder 
justified Lady Mary in her opposition to a public school; and Percival 
conceived early so strong an affection for a sailor's life, that the 
father's intentions were frtitrated.' The two elder continued their edu- 
cation at home ; and Percival, at an earlier age than usual, went to sea. 
The last was fortunate enough to have for his captain one of that new 
race of naval officers who, well educated and accomplished, form a 
notable contrast to the old heroes of Smollet. Percival, however, had 
not been long in the service before the deaths of his two elder 
brothers, preceded by that of his father, made him the head of his 
ancient house, and the sole prop of his mother's earthly hopes. He 
conquered with a generous effort the nassion for his noble profession, 
which service had but confirmed, ana returned home with his fresh 
childlike nature uncorrupted, his constitution strengthened, his Hvely 
— ■'upressionable mind braced by the experience of danger and the 
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habits of duty, and quietly Tesumed his reading nnder Captain Greville, 
who had moved from the hall to a small house in the village. 

Now. the education he had received, from first to last, was less 
adapted prematurely to quicken his intellect and excite his imagina- 
tion than to warm his heart and elevate, while it chastened his moral 
qualities ; for in Lady Mary there was, amidst singular sweetness of 
temper, a high cast of character and thought. She was not what is 
commonly called clever, and her experience of the world was limited, 
compared to that of most women of similar rank who^ass their lives 
in the vast theatre of London. But she became superior by a certain 
single-heartedness which made truth so habitual to ner, that the light 
in which she lived rendered all objects around her clear. One who is 
always true in the great duties of life, is nearly always wise. And 
Vernon, when he had fairly buried his faults, had felt a noble shame 
for the excesses into which they had led him. Gradually more and 
more wedded to his home, he mx)pped his old companions. He set 
grave guard on his talk (his habits now required no epiard), lest any 
of the ancient levity should taint the ears of his chiloren. Nothine 
is more common in parents than their desire that their children should 
escape their faults.^ We scarcely know ourselves till we have 
children, and then, if we love them duly, we look narrowly into 
failings that become vices, when they serve as examples to the 
young. 

The inborn gentleman with the native courage, and spirit, and 
horror of trick and falsehood which belong to that chivalrous abstrac- 
tion, survived jdmost alone in Vernon St. John; and his boys sprang 
un in the atmosj)here of generous sentiments and transparent truth. 

Ttir tutor wfvs m liarmnny with ilie parents — a soildier every inch nf 
hiui— i¥/f n, morci dijiriijlmLiriiiti, yet ^vitli aprofomid snnse of dMfy [in.: I 
a knowledge tKat duty is to te found in attention to details, in 
msii^m^^ the habit of subordination so frfteefnl to tlie yowwK. li& 
l^iewlliim to make himself "beloved, and what is harder still, to be 
imderstood. The son! of thin poor sfddier was white and unstaini^d, 
as the arms of a maiden tnidst; ; it wsis full of B\tpprcssetl» but Ic^K y 
c.ntTnisiaam. Tie hrul been ill used, m hether by Fzitc or tliD Horsi! 
Guards — his Onirrf]- Ii^kI bivsi rt iVdturr, hut, he T-vrij^ an loyal r^a if I lis 
imid held tliB Uukl'itiarshjLrr^i iTuiieheoji and the g!Lrt.er ^trauiid Ins 
k^m* He was ahov<! fill queniJous discontent. Itom hiimTiDless 
thaafrom hia parents, IVroival can<*ht not on^ya spirit of honour, 
worthy tlie niitu^u'i jUlvf^ of the poets, tnit th^n* pf'culiar olcajJiness of 
tiifrtiKlsU if l lii^ r^iire^H^Hirin iij:iy be used, whien bdoni^s kj the ideal of 
yootbfuf chivalry. In niotv bookdcarning, Fercival, us mEiybcsnp^ 
jioaei was not very [ ^tensivf lv read ' but his mind, if not larfjel^T 
stored^ had a certain unity of culture which gaYO it stability iind iiidi- 
Tiditaltlied opi ^tion^. Travels, voyages, narratives of heroic 
adfiiitiire, biofn-apfiijiH r>C ^cat men, had made the favoniite pastnte 
of his tothnsifiiirn, \i\ this adilod the more ptirrini^, and, peiha|is, 
ibeinore pniLtinii order of pni.'r:^ \vho make you hnd find j^h^w-^ nit her 
than d ) It and 1 1 1 j t l c 1 er. 1 1 l: k w e vy, at 1 east, enough ot Greek to cjjjoy 
IjM HiMn/T; and if In.i c<.>n.td have cotne out lU ^ ^^^^^^J^^ ^ 
igWjnmiLlion into ^Sischilns and Sophocles, hfl had dww iqf 
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delight on the rashing storm of spears, in the Seven before Thebes, 
and wept over the heroic calamities of Antigone. In science, he was^ 
no adept; but his clear, good sense, and quick appreciation of 
positive truths, had led him easilj; through the elementary mathema- 
tics, and his somewhat martial spirit had made him delight in the old 
captain's lectures on military tactics. Had he remained in the navy, 
Percival St. John would, doubtless, have been distinguished. Bus 
talents fitted him for straightforward manly action; and he had a 
generous desire of distinction, vapue, perhaps, the moment he was 
taken from his profession, and curbed by his dimdence in himself and 
his sense of deficiencies in the ordinary routine of purely classical 
education. Still he had in him all the elements of a true man— a man 
to go through life with a firm step and a clear conscience, and a gal- 
lant hope. Such a man may not win fame, that is an accident; 
but he must occupy no despicable place in the movement of the 
world. 

It was at first intended to send Percival to Oxford, but for some 
reason or other, that design was abandoned. Perhaps Lady Mary, 
over-cautious, as mothers left alone sometimes are,7-ieared the con- 
tagion to which a young man of brilliant expectations, and no stu- 
dious turn, is necessarily exposed in all places of miscellaneous 
resort.— So Percival was sent abroad for two years, under the 
guardianship of Captain Greville. On his return, at the age of nine- 
teen—the great world lay before him, and he longed ardently to enter. 
For a year Lady Mary's fears and fond anxieties detained him at 
Lau^hton ; but, thougn his great tenderness for his mother withheld 
Percival from opposing her wishes by his own, this interval of inaction 
affected visibly nis health and spirits. Captain Greville, a man of the 
world, saw the cause sooner than Lady Mary, and one morning, 
earlier than usual^ he walked up to the Hall. 

The captain, with all his deference to the sex, was a plain man 
enough, when business was to be done. lake his great commander, 
he came to the point in a few words. 

" My dear Lady Mary, our boy must go to London— we are killing 
him here." 

" Mr. Greville !" cried Lady Mary, turning pale and putting aside 
her embroidery—" killings him P '* 

" Killing the man in him. I don't mean to alarm you— I dare say 
his lungs are sound enough, and that his heart would bear the sthen- 
oscope to the satisfaction of the College of Surgeons. But. my dear 
ma'am, Percival is to be a man— it is the man you are killing by 
keeping him tied to your apron-string." 

**^0h, Mr. Greville ! I am sure you don't wish to wound me, 
but " 

" I beg ten thousand pardons. I am rough, but truth is rough 
sometimes." 

" It is not for my sake," said the mother, warmly; and with tears 
in her eyes, "that I have wished him to be here. If he is dull, can 
we not fill the house for him P" 

"Pill a thimble, my dear Lady Mary —Percival should have a 
plunge in the ocean." 
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" But he is so young yet, that horrid London !— such temptations 
—fatherless, too!" 

" I have no fear of the result if Percival goes now while his prin- 
cij)les are strong, and his imagination not mflamed; but if we keep 
him here much longer against his bent, he will learn to brood and to 
muse, write bad j)oetry perhaps, and think the world withheld from 
him a thousand times more delightful than it is. This very dread of 
temptation will provoke his curiosity, irritate his fancy, make him 
imagine the temj)tation must be a very delightful thing. For the 
first time in my life, ma'am, I have caught him sighing over fashion- 
able novels, and subscribing to the Southampton Circulating Library. 
Take my word for it. it is time that Percival should begin Hfe, and 
swim without corks." 

Lady Mary had a profound confidence in Greville's judgment and 
affection for r erdval, and, like a sensible woman, she was aware of her 
own weakness. She remained silent for a few moments, and then 
said, with an effort— 

"You know how hateful London is to me now— how unfit I am to 
return to the hoUow forms of its society; still, if you think it right, 
I will take a house for the season, and ferdval can stiQ be under our 
eye." 

" No, ma'am, pardon me, that will be the surest wa^ to make him 
either discontented or hypocritical. A voung man of his prospects 
and temj)er can hardly be expected to cnime in with all our sober, 
old-fashioned habits. You will impose on him— if he is to conform to 
our hours, and notions, and quiet set — a thousand irksome restraints : 
and what will be the consequence ? Li a yea^ he will be of age, ana 
can throw us off altogether, if he pleases. I know the boy : —don't 
seem to distrust him— he may be trusted. You place the true con- 
straint on temptation, 'when you say to him, *"We confide to you 
our dearest treasure— your honour, your morals, your conscience, 
yourself!'" 

" But, at least, you will go with him, if it must be so," said Lady 
Mary, after a few timid arguments, from which, one by one, she was 
driven. 

" I !— what for P— to be a jest of the young puppies he must know 
—to make him ashamed oi himself and me — ^iumself as a milksop, 
and me as a dry nurse." 

" But this was not so abroad I " 

" Abroad, ma'am, I gave him full swing, I promise you ; and when 
we went abroad, he was two years younger," 
" But he is a mere child, still." 

" Child, Lady Mary ! At his age, I had gone through two sieges. 
There are younger faces than his at a mess-room. Come, come ! I 
know what you fear— he may commit some follies; very likelv. Ho 
may be taken in, and lose some money— he can afford it, and ne will 
get experience in return. Vices he has none. I have seen him— ay, 
with the vicious. Send him out against the world, like a saint of 
old, with his Bible in his hand, and no spot on his robe. Let him 
see fairly what is, not stay here to dream of what is not. And when 
he's of age, ma'am, we must get him an object— a pursuit ;— start 
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him for fhe ooimty, and make Mm serve the state; he \n]l under- 
stand that business pretty well. Tush! tush; -what is there to 



The Captain prevailed. We don't say that his advice would have 
been equally judioious for all youths of Percival's age : but he knew 
well the nature to which he confided; he knew well how strong 
was that younff heart in its healthful simplicity and instinctive 
rectitude ; and ne appreciated his manliness not too highly when he 
felt that all evident props and aids would be but irritatmg tokens of 
distrust. 

And thus, armed only with It^ttt.ij's of introduction, his mother's 
tearful admonitions, and Grt-villiiS experienced warmngs, Percival 
St. John was launcned into Loiii1[iil life. After the first month or 
so, Greville came up to visit Mjn, do him sundry kind invisible offices 
amongst his old mends, help liiiTi to equip fais apartments, and 
mount his stud : and, whoUj aatiafied with the results of his experi- 
ment, returned in high spints wi&k Mattering reports to the anxious 
mother. 

But, indeed, the tone of Percival's letters would have been suffi- 
cient to allay even maternal anxiety. He did not write, as sons are 
too apt to do, short excuses for not writing more at length, unsatis- 
factory compressions of details (exciting worlds of coiyecture), into a 
hurried sentence. Prank and overfiowmg, those dehghtful epistles 
gave accounts fresh from the first impressions of all he saw and did. 
There was a racy, wholesome gusto in his enioyment of novelty and 
independence. Mis baUs and his dinners, and his cricket at LorcPi — 
his partners, and his companions; his general gaiety, his occasional 
ennui, furnished ample materials to one who felt he was correspond- 
ing with another heart, and had nothing to fear or to conceal 

^ut about two months before this portion of our narrative opens with 
the coronation, Lady Mary's favourite sister, who had never married, 
and who. bv the death her parents, was left alone in the worse 
than wiaownood of an old maio, had been ordered to Pisa» for a 
complaint that betrayed pulmonarv symptoms ; and Ladv Mary, with 
her usual unselfishness, conquered both her aversion to movement 
and her wish to be in reach of her son, to accompany abroad this 
beloved and solitary relative. Captain Greville was pressed into 
service as their joint cavalier. And thus Percival's habitual inter- 
course with his two principal correspondents received a temporary 
checL* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

At noon the next day. Beck, restored to his grandeur, was at the 
hehn of his state ; Percival was vainlv trying to be amused by the 
talk of two or three loungers who dia him the hononr to smoke a 
cigar in his rooms ; and John Ardworth sat in his dingy cell in Gray's 
Imi, with a pile of kw books on the table, and the dauT newspapers 
carpeting a footstool of Hansa/rd's Debates upon the floor^no 
unnsnaL combination of studies amongst the poorer and more ardent 
students of the law, who offcen owe their earnest, nor perhaps their 
least noble earning, to employment in the empire of the Press. By 
the power of a mmd habituated to labour, ana backed by a frame (? 
remarkable strength and endurance. Ardworth grappled with his 
arid studies not the less manfully for a night mainly spent in a 
printer's office, and stinted to less than four hours' actual sleep. 
But that sleep was profound and refreshing as a peasant's. The 
nights thus devoted to the Press (he was employed in the sub-editing 
of a d^ journal), the motnings to the law, he kept distinct the two 
separate caUings with a stem subdiyision of labour, which in itself 
proved the vigour of his emergy and the resolution of his will. Early 
compeEed to shift for himseli, and carve out his own wav, he had 
obtained a small fellowship at the small college in which he had 
passed his academic career. Previous to his arrival in London, by 
contributions to political periodicals, and a high reputation at that 
noble debating society in Cambridge which has trained some of the 
most eminent of living public men,* he had established a name 
which was immediate^ usefal to him in obtaining employment on 
the Press. Like most young men of practical ability, he was an 
eager politician. The popular passion of the day kindled his enthu- 
siasm, and stirred the depths of his soul with magnificent, though 
exaggerated hopes in the destiny of his race. He identified himself 
with the peofde ; his stout heart beat loud in their stormy cause. 
His compositions, if they wanted that knowledge of men, that subtle 
comprehension of the true state pf parties, that happy temperance 
in which the crowning wisdom of statesmen must consist — qualities 
which experience alone can give —excited considerable attention by 
their bold eloquence and hardy lo^c. They were suited to the time. 
But J ohn Ardworth had that solidity of understanding which betokens 

* Amonfst those 'whom the "Union" almost contemporaneously prepared for 
public life, and whose distinction has kept the promise of their yonth, we may 
mention the eminent hamsters, Messrs. Austin and Cockbum; and amongst 
statesmen. Lord Grey, Mr. C. Buller, Mr. Charles Yilliers, and Mr. Macaulay. 
Nor ought we to forget those brilliant competitors for the prizes of the Universi^, 
Dr. Kennedy (now head master of Shrewsbury School), and the late Winthrop 
M.Praed. 
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more than talent, and whicli is the nsnal snbstratuin of genius. He 
would not depend alone on the precarious and often unhonoured 
toils of polemieaL literature for uiat distinction on which he had 
f^ed his steaidfast heart. Patiently he plodded on through the 
formal drudgeries of his new profession, b^htinf^ up dukess hj his 
own' acute comprehension, weaving complexities mto simple system 
by the grasp of an intellect inured to generalise; and learning to 
love even what was most distasteful, by the sense of difficulty over- 
come, and the clearer vision which eve^ step through the mists, and 
up the hiU, gave of the land beyond. Of what the superficial are apt 
to consider genius, John Ardworth had but little. He had some 
imagination (for a true thinker is never without that) , but he had a 
very s%ht share of fancy. He did not ilirt with the Muses ; on the 
granite of his mind, few flowers could spring. His sinrle, rushing 
and earnest, admitted at times of a humour not without delicacy — 
tiiough less delicate than forcible and deep— but it was little adorned 
n^th wit, and still less with poetry. Yet Ardworth had genius, and 
genius ampl^ and magnificent. There was g;enius in that mdustrious 
energy so patient in the conquest of detail, so triumphant in the 
perception of results. There was genius in that kindly sympathy 
with mankind— genius in that stubborn determination to succeed — 
genius in that vivid comprehension of affairs, and the large interests 
of the world— genius fed in the labours of the closet, and evinced the 
instant he was brought in contact with men ; evinced in readiness of 
thought. Qirasp of memoir, even in a rough imperious manner, which 
showed nim bom to speak strong truths, and in their name to struggle 
and command. 

Boufi^hwasthis manoften inhis exterior, though really gentle andkind- 
heartea. John Ardworth had sacrificed to no Graces ; he would have 
thrown Lord Chesterfield into a fever. Not that he wsCs ever vulgar, 
for vulgaritv implies affectation of refinement, but he ttdked loud, 
and lauffhea loud if the whim seized him, and rubbed his great hands 
with a boyish heartiness of glee, if he discomfited an adversary in 
argument. Or, sometimes he would sit abstracted and moody, and 
answer briefiy and boorishly those who interrupted him. Young 
men were mostly afraid of him. though he wanted but Came to have 
a set of admirinff disciples. Old men censured his presumption, and 
recoiled from the noveltv of his ideas. Women alone uked and 
appreciated him, as, with their finer insight into character, they 
generallv do, what is honest and sterling. Some straage failings, 
too, had John Ardworth— some of the usual vagaries and contraiCo- 
tions of clever men. As a system, he was rigidly abstemious. For 
days together he would drink nothing but water, eat nothing but 
bread, or hard biscuit, or a couple of eges : then having wound up 
some allotted portion of work, Ardworth would indulge what he 
called a self •saturnalia— would stride off with old college friends to 
an inn in one of the suburbs, and spend, as he said triumphantly, 
" a dav of blessed debauch I'' Innocent enough, for the most part, 
the debauch was ; — consisting in cracking jests, stringing puns, a fish 
dinner, perhaps, and an extra bottle or two of nery port. Sometimes 
this jolhty, which was always loud and uproarious, found its scene 
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in one of the cider cellars or midni^tt taverns, but Ardworth's 
labours on the Press made that latter dissipation extremely rare. These 
relaxations were atwavs succeeded by a mien more than usually 
grave, a mamier more than unusually curt and ungracious, an applica- 
tion more than ever rigorous and intense. John Ardwortn was not a 
good-tempered man. but he was the best-natured man that ever 
breathed. He was like all ambitious persons, very much occupied 
with self, and yet it would have been a ludicrous misapplication of 
words to call hun selfish. Even the desire of fame which absorbed 
him was but a part of benevolence — a desire to promote justice and 
to serve his kind. 

John Ardworth's shaggy brows were bent over his open volumes, 
when his clerk entered noiselessly, and iplaced on his table a letter 
which the twopenny postman had just delivered. With an impatient 
shrug of the shoulders, Ardworth glanced towards the superscription, 
but nis eve became earnest and his interest aroused, as he recognised 
the hand. "Again!" he muttered, "what mystery is this? Who 
can feel such interest in my fate ?" He broke the seal and read as 
follows : — 

"Do you neglect my advice, or have you begun to act upon it P 
Are you contented only with the slow process of mechanical applica- 
tion, or will you make a triumphant enort to abridge your apprentice- 
ship, and emerge at once into fame and power ? I repeat that you 
fritter away your talents and your opportunities upon tMs miserable 
task-work on a journal I am impatient for you. Come forward 
yourself put your force and your knowledge into some work of which 
the ivorla may know the author. Day after day, I am examining into 
your destiny, and day after day I believe more and more that you are 
not fated for the tedious drudgery to which you doom your jrouth. I 
would have you great, but in the senate, not a wretched casuist at the 
bar. Appear in public as an individual authority, not one of that 
nameless troop of shadows, contemned while dreaded as, the Press. 
Write for renown. Go into the world, and make friends. Soften 
your rugged bearing. Lift yourself above that herd whom you. call 
the people. What if you are bom of the noble class ? What if your 
career IS as Gentleman not Plebeian? Want not for money. Use 
what I send you, as the young and the well-bom should use it ; or let 
it, at least, gain you a resj)ite from toils for bread— and support you 
in your struggle to emancipate yourself from obscurity into fame. 

"YouB Unknown Tbiend." 

^ A bank-note for £100 dropped from the envelope, as Ardworth 
silently replaced the letter on the table. 

Thrice before had he received communications in the same hand- 
writing, and much to the same effect. Certainly, to a mind of less , 
strength there would have been something very unsettling in those 
vague hints of a station higher than he owned— of a future at vari- 
ance with the toilsome lot he had drawn from the um; but after a 
single glance over his lone position in all its bearings, and probable 
expectations, Ard^orth's steady sense shook off the sB^t disturbance 
such misty vaticinations had effected. His mother's family was 
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indeed tuiknown to him— he was even ignorant of her maiden name. 
But that very obscnrity seemed nnfiayonrable to much hope from such 
a Quarter. The connections with the rich and well-boru are seldom 
left obscure. Prom his father's family he had not one expectatioa. 
More had he been moved by exhortations now generally repeated, bat 
in a previous letter more precisely detailed— ri;?. to appeal to the 
reading public in his acknowledged person, and by somo striking and 
original work. This idea he had often contemplated and revolved : 
but partly the necessity of keeping pace with tne man^ exigencies ot 
the hour, had deterred nim, and partly abo the conviction of his sober 
judgment, that a man does himsdf no ^d at the bar, even by the 
most brilliant distinction gained in discursive fields. He had the 
natural fyeaming of the Restless Genius ; and the Patient Geniua 
(higher power of the two) had suppressed the longing. StilL so far, 
the whispers of his correspondent tempted and aroused. But 
hitherto he had sought to persuade himself that the communications 
thus stranffclv forced on him, arose, perhaps, from idle motives— a 
jest, it might oe, of one of his old college friends, or at best the yain 
enthusiasm of some more credulous admirer. But the enclosure now 
sent to him, forbade either of those suppositions. Who that he knew 
could afford so costly a jest, or so exAavagant a tribute? He was 
perplexed, and with his perplexity was mixed a kind of fear. Plain, 
earnest, unromantic in the common acceptation of the word, the mys- 
tery of this intermeddling with his fate, this arrogation of the license 
to spjr, the right to counsel, and the privilege to bestow, gave him the 
uneasiness the bravest men may feel at noises in the dark. That day 
he could apply no more— he could not settle back to his Law Eeports. 
He took two or three unquiet turns up and down his smoke-dried oell, 
then bcked up the letter and enclosure, seized his hat, and strodet» 
with his usual lusty swinging strides, into the open air. 

But still the letter haunted him. "And if,*' he said almost aodi- 
blv, "if I were the heir to some higher station, why then I might have 
a neart like idle men; and Helen— beloved Helen 1"— he paused, 
sighed, shook his rough head, shaffgy with neglected curb, and added 
— ''As if even then I could steal mvself into a girl's good graces I 
Man's esteem I may command, though poor !— woman's love coidd I 
win, though rich 1 Pooh ! pooh ! ever^r wood does not make a Mercuir; 
and faith, the wood I am made of . will scarcely cut up into a lover. ' 

Nevertheless, thou^ thus soliloquising Ardwoixh mechanically 
bent his way towards Brompton, andnaltec^ half -ashamed of himselg 
at the house where Helen lodged with her aunt. It was a building 
that stood apart from all the cottages and villas of that charming 
suburb, half-way down a narrow lane, and enclosed by high melan- 
choly walls, deep set in which a smaU door, with the paint bhstered 
and weather-stamed, ^ve un£requented entrance to the demesne. A 
woman servant of middle age. and starched puritanical appearance, 
answered the loud ring of the bell, and Ardworth seemed a privilegea 
visitor, for she asked nim no question, as with a slight nod, ana a 
smileless, stupid expression in a face otherwise comely, she led the way 
across a paved path, much weed-grown, to the house. That house 
itself had somewhat of a stem and sad exterior. It was not ancient^ 
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yet it looked old from shabbiness and neglect. Tke vine, loosened 
from the rusty nails, trailed rankly against the wall, and fell in crawl- 
ing branches oyer the ground. The house had once been vMte- 
waslied, but the colour, vom off in ffreat patches, distained with 
damp, struggled here and there with the dbgy chipped bricks 
beneath. Tnere was no peculiar want of what is called tenantable 
repair:" the windows were whole, and doubtless the roof cQieltered 
from the rain. But the wood-work that encased the panes was 
decayed, and houseleek covered the tiles. Altogether there was that 
forlorn and cheerless aspect about the place, which chills the visitor, 
he defines not why. And Ardworth st^uiied his usual cardess step, 
and crept, as if timidly, up the creakiDg stairs. 

On entering the drawing-room— it seemed at first deserted ; but the 
eve searching round, nerceived somethinp^ stir m the recess of a huge 
chair— set by the fiieless hearth. And from amidst a mass of cover- 
ing[s a pale uce emerged, and a thin hand waved its welcome to the 
visitor. 

Ardworth approached, pressed the hand, and drew a seat near to 
the sufferer's. 

You are better, 1 bope P" be said cordially,-— and vet in a tone of 
more respect than was otten perceptible in his deep, blunt voice. 

''I am always the same, was the quiet answer; "come nearer 
stilL Your visits cheer me." 

And as these last words were said, Madame Dalibard raised herself 
from her recumbent posture, and gazed long upon Ardworth's face of 
power and front of thought. " You over fatigue yourself, my poor 
kinsmaxL" she said, with a certam tenderness : " you look already 
too old for your young years." 

That* 8 no disadvantage at the bar." 

" Is the bar your means or your end P" 

" My dear Madame Dalibard, it is my profession." 

"No, vour profession is to rise. John Ardworth," and the low 
voice swelled in its volume. " You are bold, able, and aspiring— for 
this, I bve you— love you ahnost— almost as a mother. Your fate," 
she continued, burriedly, " interests me; your energies inspire me 
with admiration. Often I sit here for hours, musing over your destiny 
to be— so that at times, I may abnost sa^ that in your life I live." 

Ardworth looked embarrassed, and with an awkward attempt at 
compliment, he began, hesitatingbr; "1 should think too highly of 
myself, if I could rwlly belieye that you " 

"Tell me," inteiiupted Madame Dalibard : "we have had many 
conversations upon grave and subtle matters; we have disputed on 
the secret mysteries of the human mind; we have compared our 
seveial expenences of outward life and the mechanism of the social 
world,— ^teU me, tiien, and frankly, what do you think of me P Do 
you regard me merely as your sex is apt to regard the woman, who 
aspires to equal men— a thing of borrowed phrases and unsound ideas 
—feeble to guide and unakiUed to teachP or do you recognise in this 
miserable body a mind of force not unworthy yours, ruled by an 
ezpeiienoe lareer than your own P" 

^ think of you," answered Ardworth, frankly, "as the most 
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remarkable woman I have ever met. Yet, do not be angry, I do not 
like to yield to the influence which you gain over me when we meet. 
It disturbs my convictions— it disquiets my reason— I do not settle 
back to my life so easily after your breath has passed over it." 

"And yet," said Lucretia, with a solemn sadness in her voice, 
" that influence is but the natiu-al power which cold maturity exercises 
on ardent youth. It is my mournful advantage over you, that dis- 
quiets your happy calm. It is my experience that unsettles the 
fallacies which you name ' convictions.' Xet this pass. I asked your 
opinion of me, because I wished to place at your service all that 
Imowledge of me which I possess. In proportion as you esteem me, 
you will accept or reject my counsels." 

I have bcmefited by them already. It is the tone that you advised 
me to assume that gave me an importance I had n9t before, with that 
old formalist whose paper I serve, and whose prejudices I shock ; it 
is to your criticisms that; I owe the more practical turn of my writings, 
and tne greater hold they have taken on the public." 

'Drifles indeed, these," said Madame Dahbard, with a half smile. 

Let them at least induce you to listen to me ; if I propose to nudbe 
your path more pleasant, yet your ascent more rapid.^' 

Ardworth knit his brows, and his countenance assumed an expression 
of doubt and curiosity. However, he only replied, with a blunt 
lauffh— 

' You must be wise^ indeed, if you have discovered a royal road to 
distinction! 

' Ah, who can tell how hard it is to climb 
The steep where Fame's proud temple shines afiur ! 

A more sensible exclamation than poets usually preface with their 
whining 'Ah's' and 'Oh's!'" 

"What we areia nothing," pursued Madame Dalibard; what we 
teem is much." 

Ardworth thrust his hands into his pockets, and shook his hjead. 
The wise woman continued, unheeding his dissent from her premises. 

" Everything you are taught to value has a likeness, and it is that 
likeness which the world values. Take a man out of the streets, poor 
mi fi^pd, what will 1 he world do with him P Send him to the work- 
&W, V not to the jrul. Ask a great painter to take that man's por- 
mm. mp, sqviiJor, and all ; and Itings will bid for the picture. You 
woa W thniat the man from your doors, you would place the portrait 
^^^^^^pur pulactiM, It is the same with qualities, the portrait is worth 
H^^Hm tniii the tmtb. What is virtue without character? But a man 
^^^^^Bphit virtut Timy thrive on a character I What is genius without 
^ecsffl P But hm t^n you bow to success without genius I John 
rd worth, pr)sieii fonnelf of tl^e portraits— win the character— seize 

•*liflAdiim/' rxdaiined Ardworth, rudelv, "this is horrible \" 
" Eorribk, it nmy ha/' said Madame Dalibard, gently, and feeling, 
thjvt ahjti had j?one too far : "but it is the world's judgment. 
' - I « wcl 1 aa Ir. You have virtue, as I believe. W eU, wrap 
your closet. Go into the wo^ld, and earn 
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character. If yon have genius, let it comfort yon. Rush into the 
crowd, and get success." 

" Stop !" cried Ardworth ; "I recognise yon. How could I be so 
blind ? It is you who have written to me, and in the same strain : 
yon have robbed yourself— you, noor sufferer, to throw extravagance 
into these strong hands. And wny ? What am I to yon ?" 

An expression of actual fondness softened Lucretia's face, as she 
looked up at him, and replied : " I will tell yon hereafter what you 
are to me. Eirst, I confess that it is I whose letters have peri)lexed, 
perhaps offended you. The sum that I sent, , I do not miss. 1 
have more— will ever have more at your command— never fear. 
Yes, I wish you to go into the world, not as a dependent, but as an 
equal to the world's favourites. I wish you to tnow more of men 
than mere law-books teach you. I wish you to be in men's mouths, 
create a circle that shall talk of young Ardworth— that talk would 
travel to those who can advance your career. The very possession of 
money in certain stages of life gives assurance to the manner, gives 
attraction to the address." 

" But," said Ardworth, "aU this is very well for some favourite of 
birth and fortune : but for me— yet speak, and plainly ; you throw out 
hints that I am what I inow not ; but somethmff less dependent on 
his nerves and his brain than is plain John Ardworth. What is it 
you mean ?" 

Madame Dalibard bent her face over her breast, and rocking her- 
self in her chair, seemed to muse for some moments before she 
answered. 

"When I first came to England, some months ago, I desired 
naturally to learn all the particulars of my family and kindred, from 
which my long residence abroad had estranged me. John Walter 
Ardworth was related to my half-sister, to me he was but a mere con- 
nection. However, I Imew something of his history, vet I did not 
know that he had a son. Shortly before I came to England, I learned 
that one Yrho passed for his son had been brought up by Mr. Eielden, 
and from Mr. Eielden I have since learned all the groimds for that 
belief, from which you take the name of Ardworth." I 

Lncretia paused a moment; and after a glance at the impatient, 
wondering, and eager countenance that bent intent upon her, she 
resumed : — 

" Your reputed father was, you are doubtless aware, of reckless and 
extravagant habits. He had been put into the army by my uncle, 
and he entered the profession with the careless buoyancy of nis san- 
guine nature. I remember those days — ^that day ! Well, to return 
— ^where was I ?— Walter Ardworth had the folly to entertain strong 
notions of politics. He dreamt of being a soldier, and yet persuaded 
himself to be a republican. His notions, so hateful in his profession, 
got wind ; he disguised nothing, he neglected the portraits of things 
— Appearances, He excited the rancour of his commanding officer — 
for politics then, more even than now, were implacable mimstrants to 
hate— occasion presented itself; during the short Peace of Amiens 
he had been recalled. He had to head a detachment of soldiers 
against some mob— in Ireland, I believe ; he did not fire on the 
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mob, according to orders— so, at least, it was said: Jolm Walter 
Ardworthwv triad by a conrtnuaiialy and brote! But you know 
aUthis,plribiraP*^ , , , 

** My ipiooi mthcr I Only in part ; I knew thut he had been dis- 
missed the arm/— I believed imjnsf ly. H*^ w;ls h soldier, and yet he 
dared to tliink lor limist^lf, and be [iiiuiimi^ I " 

"But my uncle had left him a legajtiy— it brought no blessing, — 
none of tbi^ oH maxL'ft gold Wtob m tfaM^mtT now P— Dalibard, 
Susan, and her fair-faced hissbindP— whera F Vernon is in his grave 
— but one s-nn of mkiti ? If ft ! Gnhriel YaniL^y livc?t, it is true ! — and I ! 
But that gulii— prtjii, in our htnids, there ivaa curse on it! Walter 
Ardwoith had his legacy— his nature was gay ; if disgraced in his pro- 
fession, he found men to pity and praise him— Fools of Party like 
himseff. He lived joyously— drank or gamed, or lent or borrowed, — 
what matters the wherefore P— he was in debt,— he lived at last a 
wretched, shifting, fugitive life.— snatchiiijg bread where he could, 
—with the bailiffs at his heew,— then, for a short time, we met 
again." 

Lucretia's brow grew black as night, as her voice dropped at that 
last sentence, and it was with a start that she continued,— 

" In the midst of this hunted existence, Walter Ardworth appeared, 
late one night, at Mr. Fielden's with an infant. He seemed— so says 
Mr. Fielden— ill, worm and haggard. He entered into no explaim- 
tions with respect to the child that accompanied him, and retired at 
once to rest. What follows, Mr. Fielaen, at my request, has 
noted down. Read, and see what claim you have to the honourable 
parentage so vaguely ascribed to you.*' 

As she spoke, Madame Dalibard opened a box on her table, drew 
forth a paper in Fielden's writing, and placed it in Ardworth's 
hand. After some preliminarv statement of the writer's intimacy 
with the elder Ardworth, ana the appearance of the latter at his 
Vouse, as related by Madame Dalibard, &c., the document went on 
thus : — 

" The next day, when my poor guest was still in bed, my servant 
Hannah came to advise me that two persons were without waiting to 
see me. As is my wont^ JLbade them be shown in. On their entrance 
(two rough farmer-looking men they were, whom I thought might be 
coming to hire my little pasture field), I pr^ed them to speak low, 
as a sick gentleman was just over head. Whereupon, and without 
saying a word further, the two stran^rs made a rusn from the room, 
leaving me dumb with amazement ; m a few moments I heard voices 
and a scuffle above. I recovered myself, and thinking robbers had 
entered my peaceful house, I cs^ed out lustily, when Hannah came 
in, and we both, taking courage, went upstairs, and found that poor 
Walter was in the hands of these supposed robbers, who in truth were 
but bailiffs. They would not trust nim out of their sight for a mo- 
ment. However, he took it more pleasantly than I could have sup- 
osed possible : prayed me in a whisper to take care of the child, and 

should soon near from him again. In less than an hour he waa 
gone. Two days afterwards, I received from him a hurried letter^ 

' hout address, of which this is a copy : — 
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" 'Dbab Friend,—! sKpped from the Mifia, and here I am in a 
safe little tavern in sight of the sea \ Mother Country is a very bad 
parent to me ! Mother Brownrigg hcrH(?lf could sciarcely be worse. 
I shall wo^k out my passa^ to sonic lornE^n Iliu], rmd if I can recover 
my health (sea-air is bracmg), Idun't despair uf >,'oHing my bread 
honestlv, somehow. If ever I can pay my debts, I umj return. But, 
meanwhile, my good old tutor, what will yon thiDk ot me P You to 
whom my sole return for so mucli pains taken in vain, is anotiier 
mouth to feed ! And no money to pay for tlie board ( Yet you'll not 
grudge the child a place at vour table, you F No, nor kind, saving 
Mrs.Fielden either— God bless her teiuier, ( eonoTiiitial soul! You 
know quite enough of me to be sure that 1 sliali very soon either free 
you of the boy, or send you something, to prevent its being an incum- 
brance. I would say, love and pity the child for my sake. But I own 
1 feel By Jove, I must be cm— I hear the first signal from the 



' Young Ardworth stopped from the lecture, and sighed heavily. 
There seemed to him, in this letter, worse than a mock gaiety, — a 
certain levity and recklessness — ^which jarred on his own mgh prin- 
ciples. And the want of affection for the child thus abandoned was 
evident — ^not one fond word. He resumed the statement with a 
gloomy and disheartened attention. 

"This was all I heard from poor erring Walter for more than three 
years ; but I knew, in spite of his follies, that his heart was sound at 
bottom" (the son's eyes brightened here, and he kissed the paper), 
"and the child was no burthen to us ; we loved it, not only for Ard- 
worth's sake, but for its owil and for charity's, and Christ's. Ard- 
worth's second letter was as follows ; — 

" '3t iterum Crispinus ! —1 kol still alive, and gettmg on in the 
world— ay, and honestly, too ; I am no longer spending heedlessly; I 
am saving for my debts, and I shall live, I trust, to pay off every far- 
thing. First, for my debt to you, I send an order, not signed in my 
name, but equally valid, on Messrs. Drummond, for £260. Eepay 



living, — ^if clever, as a scholar or a lawyer,*— if dull, as a tradesman. 
Whatever I may gain, he will have his own way to make. I ou^ht to 
tell you the story connected with his birth, but it is one of pain and 
shame : and, on reflection, I feel that I have no right to injure him by 
affixing to his early birth an opprobrium of which he himself is guilt- 
less. If ever I return to Enghmd, you shall know all, and by your 
counsels I will abide. Love to your happy family.— Your grateful 
iViend and Pupil* 

" Prom this letter I began to suspect that the poor boy was pro- 
bably not bom in wedlock, and that Ardworth's silence arose from 
his compunction. I conceived it best never to mention this suspicion 
to Johnnimself as he grew up. Why should I afflict him by a doubt 
from which his father shrunk, and which might only exist in my own 
inexperienced and unchaiitable interpretation of some vague words P 



vessel, that Yours in haste. 





Let him be educated to get his own 
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When Jdhn was fourteen, I received from Messrs. DramraoBd a 
further sum of £500, but without any L'ne from Ardworth, and onlvto 
the effect that Messrs. Drummond were directed by a correspondent 
in Calcutta to pay me the said sum on behalf of expenses mcurred 
for the maintenance of the child left to my charge by John Walter 
Ardworth. My young pupil had been two years at the university, 
when I received the letter of which this is a copy :— 

"'How are you P— still well— still happy P— let me hope so! I 
liave not written to jou, dear old friend, but I have not been foreetfol 
of you— I have inquured of you through my corresnondents, and have 
learned, from time to time, such accounts as satisfied my grateful 
affection for you. I find that joxl have given the boy my nameP 
Well, let him bear it— it is nothme to boast of. such as it became in 
my person ; but, mind^ I do not, therefore, aclaiowledge him as mv 
son. I wish him to thmk himself without parents, without other aid 
in the career of life than his own industry and talent,— if talent he 
has. Let him go through the healthful probation of toil— let him 
search for and md independence. Till he is of age, £150 per annum 
will be paid quarterly to your account for him at Messrs. Drum- % 
monds'. If then, to set him up in any business or profession, a sum 
of money be necessary^ name the amount by a line, signed A.B.| 
Calcutta, to the care of Messrs. Drummond, and it will reach, and find 
me disposed to follow your instructions. But after that time all 
farther supply from me will ceaae. Do not suppose, because I send 
this from India, that 1 am laden with rupees ; aJll can hope to^ attain 
is a competence. That bo^ is not the only one who has claims to 
share it. Even, therefore, if I had the wish to rear him to the extra- 
vagant habits that ruined myself, I have not the power. Yes !— let 
him lean on his own strength. Li the letter you send me, write fully 
of your family, your sons, and write as to a man who can perhaps help 
them in the world, and will be too happy thus in some sUght degree 
to repay all he owes you. You would smile approvingly u you saw 
me now— a steady, money-getting man, but still yours as ever. 

" 'P.8.— Do not let the boy write to me, nor give him this due to 
my address.' 

" On the receipt of this letter, I wrote fully to Ardworth about the 
excellent promise and conduct of his poor neglected son. I told him 
truly he was a son any father might be proud of. and rebuked, even 
to harshness. Walter's unseemly tone respecting nim. One's cnild is 
one's child, however the father may have wronged the mother. To 
this letter I never received any answer. When John was of agjs. and 
had made himself mdependent of want, by obtaining a college lellow- 
ship, 1 spoke to him about his prospects. 1 told him that ms father, 
though residing abroad and for some reason keeping himself con- 
cealed, had munificently paid hitherto for his maintenance, and would 
lay down what might be necessarv to start him in business^ or 
perhaps place him m the armv ; but that his father might be better 
'^^ased if he could show a love of independence, and henceforth 
^tain himself. I knew the boy I spoke to— John thought as I 
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did, and I never applied for another donation to the elder Ardworth. 
The allowarice ceased : J ohn since then has maintained himself. 1 have 
heard no more from his father, thongh I have written offcen to the 
address he gave me. I begin to fear that he is dead. I once went 
up to town and saw one of the heads of Messrs. Drommond's firm— a 
very polite gentleman, but he could give me no information, except 
that ne obeyed instructions from a correspondent at Calcutta— one 
Mr. Macfarren. Whereon I wrote to Mr. Macfarren. and asked him, 
as I thought very pressinglv, to tell me all he knew of poor Ardworth 
the elder. He answered shortly, that he knew of no such person at 
all, and that A.B. was a Erench merchant, settled in Calcutta, who 
had been dead for above two years. I now gave up all hopes of any 
further intelligence, and was more convinced than ever that I had 
acted rightly in withholding from j^oor John my correspondence with 
his father. The lad had been carious and inquisitive naturaUy, but 
when I told him that I thought it my duty to his father to oe so 
reserved, he forebore to press me. I have only to add, first, that by 
all the inquiries I could make of the sarvivinff members of Walter 
Ardworth s family, it seemed their fall belief that he had never been 
married, and therefore I fear we must conclude that he had no legiti- 
mate ciuldren, which ma^r account for, thoi^h it cannot excuse, his 
neglect ; and secondly, with respect to the sums received on dear 
John's account— I put them all oy, capital and interest^ deducting 
only the expense of his first year at Cambridge (the which 1 could 
not defray, without injurmg my own children), and it all stands in his 
name at Messrs. Drummonds', vested in the Three per Cents. That 
I have not told him of this was by my poor dear wife's advice ; for 
she said, very sensibly, and she was a shrewd woman on money 
matters, 'If he knows ne has such a large sum all in the lamp, who 
knows but he ma^ grow idle and extravagant, and spend it at cmce, 
like his father before him ; whereas, some time or other, he will want 
to marry, or need money for some particular purpose, — then what a 
blessing it Will be ! ' 

" However, my dear madam, as you know the world better than I 
do, you can now do as you please, both as to communicating to John 
all the information herein contamed as to his parentage, and as to 
apprising him of the large sum of wMch he is lawfully possesed. 

" Matthew Fielden. 

" P.S.— In justice to poor John Ardworth, and to show that whatever 
whim he may have conceived about his own ohilA, he had still a heart 
kind enough to remember mine, though Heaven knows I said nothing 
about ^em in my letters, my eldest boy received an offer of an excel- 
lent place in a W^ India xnerehanfs hous^ and haa got on to be 
chief derk, and my second son was presentea to a Kving of one hun- 
dred and seventeen pounds a-year, by a gentleman he never heard of. 
Thoui^ I never traced these good acts to Ardworth, from whom else 
could they come?" 

Ardworth put down the paper without a word ; and Lucretia, who 
had watched nim while he read, was struck with the selr-contiol he 

N 
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evinced wlien he came to the end of the disclosure. She laid her Land 
on his, and said, 
" Courage !— yon have lost nothing !" 

"Nothing!" said Ardworth, with a hitter smile. '^AfE^lier'sloTe 
and a fathePs name— nothing V 

''But." exclaimed Lncretia» "is this man your father? Does a 
father's neiurt heat in one line of those hard sentences. No, no; it 
seems to me probable—it seems to me abnost certaiiL that you are — " 
she stopped, and continued with a cabner accent, ''near to my o\ra 
blood. 1 am now in England— in London— to prosecute the inquiry 
built upon that hopQ. H so— if so — ^you shall— Madame DaJibard 
again stopped abruptly, and there was something terrible in the venr 
exultation of her countenance. She drew a long breath, and resumea, 
with an evident effort at self-command— "If so. I have a right to the 
interest I feel for you. Suffer me yet to be silent as to the grounds 
of my belief, and— and— love me a httle in the meanwhile I" 

Her voice trembled, as if with rushing tears, at these last words, 
and there was ahnost an a^ny in the tone in which they were said, 
and in the gesture of the cbsped hands she held out to him. 

Much moved (amidst all his mingled emotions at the tale thus made 
blown to him) oj the manner ana voice of the narrator, Axdworth. 
bent down ana kissed the extended hands. Then he rose abruptly, 
walked to and fro the room, muttering to himself —paused oppoeito 
the window— threw it open, as for air, and, indeed, foirly gasped for 
breath. When he turned round, however, ms face was composed, and 
folding his arms on his large breast with a sudden action, he said 
aloudLand yet rather to himielf than to his listener,— 

" What matter, after all, by what name men call our fathexs ! We 
ourselves make our own fate 1 Bastard or noble, not a jot care I. 
Give me ancestors, 1 will not disgrace them; raze from my lot 
even the very name of father, and my sons shall have an ancestor 
in me!" 

As he thus spoke, there was a rough grandeur in his hard 
face and the strong ease of his powerrol form. And while thus 
standing and thus looking, the door opened, and Yarney walked in 
abruptly. 

These two men had met occasionally at Madame Dalibard's, but no 
intimacy had been established- between them. Yamey was formal and 
distant to Ardworth^ and Ardworth felt a repugnance to Yamey. 
With the instinct of sound, sterling, weighty natures, he detected at 
once, and disliked heartily, that somethmg of gaudv, fals& exagge- 
rated, and hollow, which pervaded Gabriel vamey's talk ana manner 
— even the trick of his walk, and the cut of his dress. And Ardworth 
wanted that boyish and beautifol luxuriance of oharaeter which 
belonged to Percival St. John, easj to please and to be nleased, and 
expanding into the warmth of admiration for all talent ana all distinc- 
tion. For art, if not the highest, Ardworth cared not a straw; it was 
nothing to him that Yamey painted and composed; and ran showily 
through the jargon of literary babble, or toyed with the puzzles of 
unsatisfying metaphysics. He saw but a charlatan, and he had not 
yet learned from experience w]i&t strength and what danger lie hid i^ 
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the boa parading its colours in the sun, aod shifting, in the sensual 
sportiveness of its being, &om bough to bongh. 

Yamey halted in the middle of the room, as his ere rested first 
on Ardworth, and then glanced towards Madame Salibard. Bat 
Ardworth, jarred from his reverie or resolves by the sound of a voice 
discordant to his ear at all times, especially in the mood which then 
possessed him. scarcely returned Yamey's salutation, buttoned his 
coat over his cnest, seized his hat, and upsetting two chairs, and very 
considerably disturbing the gravity of a round table, forced nis way to 
Madame Dalibard, pressed ner hand, and said in a whisper, "I shall 
see you again sooi^ and vanished. 

vamey, smoothmg his hair with fingers that shone with rings, slid 
into the seat next Madame Dalibara, which Ardworth had lately 
occupied, and said, ''If I were a Clytemnestra^ I should dread an 
Orestes m such a son ! " 

Mad^e Dalibard shot towards the speaker one of the sidelong 
suspicious glances which of old had cnaracterised Lucretia, ana 
said, — 

" Clytemnestra was happy ! The ruiies slept to her crime, and 
haunted but the avenger. 

"Hist!" saidYamev. 

The door opened, ana Ardworth reappeared. 

" I quite forgot, what I half came to inow.— How is Helen ? Did 
she return home safe P" 

"Safe— yes!" 

" Dear girl— I am glad to hear it ! Where is she P Not gone to 
those Mivers* again ! I am no aristocrat, but why should one couple 
together refinement and vulgarity P" 

Mr. Ardworth," said Madame Dalibard, with haughty coldness^ 
"my niece is under my care, and you will permit me to judge for 
myself how to discharge tiie trust, Mr. Mivers is her own relation — 
a nearer one than you are." 

Not at all abashed by the rebuke, Ardworth said carelessly, "Well, 
I shall talk to you agsun on that subject. Meanwhile, pray give my 
love to her— Helen, I mean." 

Madame Dalibard half rose in her chair, then sunk back again, 
motioning with her hand to Ardworth to approach. Yamey rose and 
walked to the window, as if sensible that something was about to be 
said not meant for his ear. 

When Ardworth was dose to her chair, Madame Dalibard grasped 
his hand with a vigour that surprised him, and drawing him nearei 
still, whispered as he bent down— 

" I will give Helen your love, if it is a cousin's— or, if you will, a 
brother's love. Do you intend— do you feel— another, a warmer love ? 
Speak, sir!" and drawing sudde^y back, she gazed on his face, with 
a stem and menacing expression, her teeth set, and the lips firmly 
pressed together. 

Ardworth, though a little startled, and half anOT, answered with 
the low ironical laugh, not uncommon to him, "Pish ! you ladies are 
apt to think us men much ^ater fools than we are. A briefless 
Jawver is not very inflammable tinder. Yes, a cousin's love — p^" 
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eaotigh. Poor little Helen! time enough to put other notiona into 
her head; and then— she inll have a sweethecurt, gay aod haAdsomQ 
like herself!" 

'^Ay/' said Madame Dalibard, with a slight smile, ''ay, I am 
8i|tisW. Come soon." 

Ardworth nodded, and hurried down the stairs. Ab he nuned the 
door, he caught sight of Helen at a distance, hending over a flower-bed 
iq the neglected «u:den. He paused, irresolute, a moment. " No,'* 
hf muttered to himself; " no, I am nt company only for myself! A 
lobg walk into the fields, and then— away With these mists round the 
Past and Puture ; the Present at least is mine !" 



CHAPTER V. 

THli WEAYSES i^D THE WOGS, 

V And what," said Vamey— " what, while we are pursuing a fan- 
cied due, and seeking to provide first a name, and then a fortune for 
this young lawyer— what steps have you really taken to meet the 
danger that menaces me— to secure, if our inquiries fail, an independ- 
ence for yourself? Months have elapsed, and you have still s&unk 
from advancing the ^;reat scheme upon which we built, when the 
daughter of Susan Mamwaring was admitted to your hearin." 

•'why recall me, in these rare moments when I feel myself human 
still— why recall me back to the nethermost abyss of revenge and 
crime ? Oh ! let me be sure that I have stiU a son 1 Even u John 
Ardworth, with his gifts and energies, be denied to me I— a son, 
though in rags, I will give him wealth ! — a son^, though ignorant as 
the merest boor, I will pour into his brain my dw:k wisdom!— a son— 
a son !— my heart swells at the word. Ah, you sneer ! Yes. my heart 
swells, but not with the mawkish fondness of a feeble mother. In a 
son, I §hall live agam— transmigrate £rom this tortured and honible 
Jife of mine— drink back my youth. In him I shall rise from my fall 
strong in his power — great in his §frandeur. It is because I was 
bom a woman— had woman's poor passions and infirm weakness, tiuit 
I am what I am— I would transfer myself into the soul of man — ^man 
who has the strength to act, and the privilege to rise. Into the bronze 
of man's nature I would pour the experience which has broken, with 
its fierce elements, the puny vessel o| day. les, Qabriel, in return 
for all I have done and sacrificed for you, I ask but co-operation in 
that one hope of my shattered and stonn-beat bein^. Bear— forbear 
— iiwait— risk not that hope by some wretched peddling crime, which 
will bring on us both detection— some wanton revelry m guilt, whion 
is not worth the terror that treads upon its heels." 

" You forget," answered Vamey, with a kind of submissive sullen- 
ness, for wnatever had passed between these two persons in their 
secret and feaiful mtimacy, there was still a power m Lucretiis sar« 
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viyiBg her fall amidst the fiends, that impressed Yaney with tiie only 
respect he felt for man or woman — " you forget strangely the nature 
of our elaborate and master project, vhen too. spotk of * peMhg 
t»ime,* or * toanim revelry' in giiltf Yon lorget, too, how erelj^ 
hour that we waste, deepens the peril that snrronnds me, and jdsb^ 
fiweep from yonr side the sole companion that can aid yon in yoiv 
objects— nay, without whom they must wholly fail Let me speak 
first of that most urgent danger, for tnonr memory seems short and 
troubled, since you have learned only to hope the recovery ol youf 
son. If this man, Stubmore, in whom the trust created by my unde'ki 
will is now Yestea-~once comes to town— once begins to bustle aboii 
bis accursed prefects of transferring the mcmey from the Bank of 
England, I tell you again and agam that my forgery on the bank wiD 
be detected, and thift transportation will be the smalls penalt|y 
inflicted; part of the forgery, as you know, was committed on yotor 
behalf; to nnd the moneys necesary for the research for your son>^ 
committed on the clear understanding, that our project on Helen 
should rej^ay me— should enable me, perhaps undetected, to restore 
the sums illegally abstracted, or, at IJie worst, to confess to Stubmoro. 
whose character I well know— that oppressed by difficulties. I had 

S' elded to temptation— that \ had forged his name (as I had forsed 
s father's) as an authority to sell the capital from the bank, and toat 
now, in replacing the money, I repaid my error, and threw myself on 
his mdulgence— on his silence. I say^ that I know enough of tlie 
man to know, that I should be thus cheaply saved i or at the worsf^ I 
should have but to strengthen his compassion by a bribe to his avarioe. 
but if I camiot replace tne money— I am lost." 
" Well, well," said Lucretia, the money you shall have, let me but 

find my son, and " 

" Grant me patience I " cried Vamey, impetuously ; " but what csln 
your son do, if found, unless you endow mm with the heritage of 
LiattghtonP To do that, Helen, who comes next to Percival St. Johii, 
in the course of the entail, must cease to live ! Have I not aided— 
am I not aiding you hourly, in your grand objects P This eveninjg I 
shall see a man whom I have long lost sight ot, but who has acqu&efd 
in a lawyer's life the true scent after evidence; — ^if that evidence exist, 
it shall be found. I have just learned his address. By to-morrow he 
shall be on the track. I have stinted myself to save from the resulfis 
of the last forj^ery the gold to whet hift zeal. Por the rest, as I have 
said, your desim involves the removal of two lives. Already, over 
the one more cOfficult to slay, the shadow creeps and the ptdTnangSw 
I I have won, as you wished, and as was necessary, young St. John's 
> frumliar sucquaintance ; when the hour comes^ he is in my hands." 

Lucretii smiled sternly : "So!" she said, between her ground 
1 teeth, "the father forbade me the house that was my heritage! I 
have but to lift a finger and breathe a word, ond, desolate as Tam, I 
1 thrust from that home the son ! The spoiler left me the world— I leave 
1 his son the grave I" 

" But," said Vamey, dog^dly pursuing his dreadful object, * why 
force me to repeat that his is not the only life between you and jjmr 
6on's inheritance? St. John gone, Helen still remains. Andwhatj 
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if vouT researches fail, are we to lose the ridi harvest which Helen 
\vm yield us— a harvest you reap with the same sickle which gathers 
in your revenge P Do you no longer see in Helen's face the teattires 
of her mother P Is the perfidy of William Mainwaring forgotten or 
forgiven P " 

" Gabriel Vamey," said Lucretia, in a hollow and tremulous voice. 
*' when in that hour in which my whole being was revulsed, and I 
heard the cord snap from the anchor, and saw the demons of the storm 
gather round my bark-— when, in that hour, I stooped calmly down 
and kissed my rival's brow, I murmured an oath, which seemed not 
inspired by my own soul, but bv an influence henceforth given to my 
fate— I vowed that the perfidy dealt to me should be repaid— I vowed 
that the ruin of mv own existence should fall on the brow which I 
kissed. I vowed that if shanm and disgrace were to supply the inhe- 
ritance I had forfeited, I would not stand alone amidst the scorn of 
the pitiless world. In the vision of my agony. I saw, afar, the altar 
dressed, and the bride-chamber i>repared, and I breathed my curse» 
strong as prophecy, on the marriage hearth and the marriage-bed. 
"Whv dream, then, that I would rescue the loathed child of that 
loatned union from vour grasp P— But is the time come P Yours may 
be come— is mine P 

Something so awfal there was in tfie look of his accomplice — so 
intense in the hate of her low voice— that Vamey, wretch as he was, 
and contemplating at that very hour the foulest and most hideous 
guilt, drew Dack, appalled. 

Madame Dalibara resumed, and in a somewhat softer tone, but 
softened onlv by the anguish of despair. 

** Oh, had it been otherwise, wnat might I have been! Given 
over from that hour to the very incarnation of plotting crime — none 
to resist the evil impulse of my ovm maddening heart-7-the partner, 
forced on me by fate, leading me deeper and deeper into tne inex- 
tricable hell— from that hour, fraud upon fraud, guilt upon guilt, 
infamy heaped on infamv, till I stand a marvel to myself that the 
thunderbolt falls not— that Nature thrusts^ not from her breast a 
living outrage on all her laws ! Was I not justified in the desire 0^ 
retribution f Every step that I fell, every glance that I gave to the 
sulf below, increased but in me the desire tor revenge. All my acts 
had flowed from one fount— should the stream roll pollution, and the 
fount spring pure ?" 

" You have had your revenge on jaur rival and her husband." 

" I had it, and 1 passed on!" said Lucretia with nostrils dilated 
as with haughty triumph ; "they were crushed, and I suffered them 
to live I Nay, when, by chance, I heard of William Mainwaring's 
death, I bowed down my head, and I almost think I wept. The old 
days came back upon me. Yes, I wept ! But I had not destroyed 
their love. No, no : there, I had miserably failed. A pledge of that 
love lived. I Had left their hearth barren; Fate sent tiiem a com- 
fort, which I had not foreseen. And suddenly my hate returned, my 
wrowps rose again, my vengeance was not sated. The love that 
had destroyed more than my Hfe—my soul, rose again and cursed me 
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in the face of Helen. The oath which I took when I kissed my rival's 
brow^ demanded another prey when I kissed the child of those 
nuptials." 

^* You are prepared at last, then, to act ?" cried Yamey, in a tone 
of savage joy. 

At that moment, close under the window, rose, sudden and sweet, 
the voice of one singing— the young voice of Helen. The words 
were so distinct that they came to the ears of the dark-plotting, and 
guilty pair. In the song itself there was little to remark, or pecu- 
liarly apposite to the consciences of those who heard ^ yet in the 
extreme and touching puritv of the voice, and in the innocence of 
the general spirit of the words, trite as might be the image the^ con- 
veyed, there was something that contrasted so fearfully their own 
thoughts and miuds, that they sat silent, looking vacantly into 
each other's faces, and shrinking perhaps to turn tneir eyes within 
themselves. 

HELEN'S HYMN. 

" Ye fade, yet stiU how sweet, ye Flowers I 
Yotur scent outlives the bloom 1 
So, Father, may my mortal hours 
Grow sweeter towards the tomb 1 

" In withered leaves a healing cure 
The simple grleaners find; 
So may our withered hopes endure 
In virtues left behind ! 

" Oh, not to me be vainly given 
The lesson ye bestow. 
Of thougrhts that rise in sweets to Heaven, 
And turn to use below." 

The song died, but still the listeners remained silent, till at length 
shaking oft the effect, with his laugh of discordant irony, Vamey 
said, — 

" Sweet innocence, fresh from the nursery ! Would it not be sin 
to suffer the world to mar it P You hear the prayer—why not grant 
it, and let the flower ' turn to im below .^"* 

"Ah, but could it wither first!" muttered Lucretia, with an 
accent of suppressed rage. "Do you think that her— that his — 
daughter is to me but a vulgar life to be sacrificed merely for gold? 
Imagine away your sex, man ! Women only know what I— such as L 
woman still— feel in the nresence of the pure ! Do you fancy that 1 
should not have held death a blessing, if death could have found me in 
youth such as Helen is P Ah, could she but live to suffer ! Die ! 
WeU, since it must be— since my son requires the sacrifice— do aayou 
will with the victim that death mercifully snatches from mj grasp. 
I could have wished to prolong her life, to load it with some fragment 
of the curse her parents heaped upon me !— baffled love, and ruin, 
and despair ! I could have hoj^ed, in this division of the spoil, that 
mine had been the vengeance, if yours the gold. You want the life 
— I the heart ;— the heart to torture first, and then— why then— more 



184 LTTCBXTU. 

wiU^l^ than I do now, oonld I haye thrown the carcase to tlie 

Listen!" began Yamey^ when the door opened, and Helen herself 
stood nnoonsdonsly smihng at the threshold. 



CHAPTER YI. 

THB LAWTBE AND THE 30DT-SlffATCHEE. 

That same evening, Beck, according to appointment metPercival, 
and showed him the dreary-looking honse, wmoh held the fair stranger ' 
who had so attracted his youthful fancy. And Perdval looked at the 
hi^h walls, with the Failors bold desire for adventure, while confused 
visions reflected from plays, operas, and novels, in which scaling walls 
with rope ladders and dark huitems, was represented as the natural 
avocation of a lover, fliHted across his brain ;--and certainly he gave 
a deep sigh, as his coomion sense plucked him back from such 
romance. However, ha ing now ascertained the bouse, it would be 
easy to learn the name of its inmates, and to watch or make his 
opportunity. As slowlv uid reluctantly he walked back to the spot 
where he had left his cabiiolet, he entered into some desultory con- 
versation with his strangt guide ; and the niiy he had before con- 
ceived for Beck increased l dou him, as he talked and listened. This 
benighted mind, only illumk ed by a kind of miserable astuteness, and 
that ' cunning of the belly' ^ hich is bom of want to engender avarice 
-^this joyless temperament- his age in youth— this living r^roach, 
rising up from the stones of London against our sodal indifference to 
the sods which wither and rot under tne hard eyes of science and the 
deaf ears of wealth, had a pathos for his lively sympathies and his 
fresh heart. 

" If ever you want a friend, come to me," said St. John, abruptly. 

The sweeper stared, and a gleam of cfiviner nature, a ray oi gra- 
titude and unselfish devotion, oarted through the fog and darVnesa of i 
his mind. He stood, with nis hat off, watching the wheels of the I 
cabriolet, as it bore away the happy child of fortune, and then, 
shaking his head, as at some pimle that perplexed and, defied 
his comprehension, strode back to the town, and bent his way 
homeward. 

Between two and three hours after Perdval thus parted from the 
sweeper, a man whose dress was littile in accordance with the soene 
in which we present him, threaded his way through a foul labyrinth 
of alleys in the worst part of St. Giles's : a neighbourhood, indeed, 
carefully shunned at dusk, by wealthy passengers ; for here dweUnot 
only Penury in its grimmest shape, but the desperate and dangerous 
Guilt, which is not to be lightly encountered in its haunts and domi- 
ciles. Here children imbibe vice with their mother's milk. Hero 
Prostitution, conmiencing with childhood, grows fierce and san- 
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gtdiiary in the teens, and leagnes with theft and mnrder. Here slinks 
the pickpocket— here emerges the burglar— here skulks the felon. 
Yet all about and all around, here, too, may be found virtue in its 
rarest and noblest form— virtue outshining circumstance and defying 
temptation— the virtue of utter poverty, which groans and vet sins 
not. So interwoven are these webs of penury and fraud, that in one 
cotirt your life is not safe, but turn to the right hand, and in the 
other, you might sleep saJelv hi that worse than Irish shealing, 
though your pockets were full of gold. Through these haunts, the 
ragged and pemiiless may walk umearing, for they have nothing to 
dread from the lawless — more, perhaps, from the law; but the 
wealthy, the respectable, the spruce, the oainty, let them beware the 
spot, imless the policeman is in sight, or day is m the skies I 

As this passenger, whose appearance, as we have implied, was cer- 
tainlv not that of a denizen, turned into one of the suleys, a rough 
hand, seized him by the arm, and suddenlv a group of girls and tat- 
terdemalions issued from a house, in which the lower shutters 
unclosed, showed a light burning, and surrounded him with a hoarse 
whoop. 

The passeiieer wlijspered a word in tlip ear of tit ^im blackg^iard 
who had Hm, and his arm was instrLBtly rdeaaed, 

"Hist! a pal: he haa the catch," said the blackguard, furl ily. The 
group gave way, and by the Li^ht of llio clear starlit skies, and a single 
lamp hun*? at the entrance ofthe allty, prriznl npcfii tlte i^t rancor. But 
they made no effort to detain liim ; nud ns ht^ disapjifarcd irt f lie dis- 
tant shadowis, hastened back into ilir ivrcti'-hi:;d luistclrv^, wheie they 
had been meTry-making, Mean^Tbite, the st.rai]£;cr ijamed a narrow 
court, and stopped before a house in one of its anirles — a house taller 
than the reat.—ao much taller than tbe rest, tlial; it had the effect of a 
tower; you would have supposed it (perhaps rightly) to be the last 
remams of some ancient building ot importance, around which, as 
population thickened, and fashion changed, the nuts below it had 
msolently sprung up. Quaint and massive pilasters, black with the 
mire and soot of centuries, flanked the deep-set door; the windows 
were heavy with mullions and transoms, and strongly barred in the 
lower floor ; but few of the panes were wnole, and only here and there 
had any attempts been made to keep out the wind and ram by ra^, 
paper, old shoes, old hats, and other ingenious 6ontrivances. Beside 
the door was conveniently placed a row of some ten or twelve bell- 
uDa, appertaininff no doubt to the various lodgments into which the 
uilmng was subaivided. The stranger did not seem very familiar 
with the appurtenances of the nlace. He stood in some suspense, as 
to the proper bell to select: out at last, guided by a brass-piate 
amiexed to one of the pulls, which, though it was too aark to decipher 
the inscription, denoted a claim to superior gentility than the rest of 
that nameless class, he hazarded a tug, which brought forth a larum 
loud enough to startle the whole court from its stillness. 

In a minute or less the casement in one of the upper stories opened, 
a head peered forth, and one of those voices peculiar te low debauch 
—raw, cracked- and hoarse— called out, "Who waits P" 
" Is it you, Grabman P " asked the stranger, dubiously. 
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' " Yes ; Nicholas Grabman, attomey-at-law, sir, at your service: and 
your name ? " 
" Jason," answered the stranger. 

" Ho ! there— ho ! Beck ! " cried the cracked voice to some one 
■within; "go down and open the door." 

In a few moments the heavy portal swung and creaked, and javmed 
sullenly, and a gaunt form, half-undressed, with an inch of a farthing 
rushlight, glimmering through a battered lantern, in its hand, pre- 
sented itself to Jason. The last eyed the ragged porter sharply. 

"Do you live here?" 

"Yes." answered Beck, with the cringe habitual to him. "H-np 
the ladder, vith the rats, drat'em." 

" Well, lead on— hold up the lantern : a devil of a dark pLu5e this !'* 
grumbled Jason, as he nearly stumbled over sundir broken chattels, 
and gained a flight of rude, black, broken stairs, that creaked under 
his tread. 

" 'St ! 'st 1 " said Beck, between his teeth, as the stranger, halting 
at the second floor, demanded, in no gentle tones, whether Mi. Grab- 
man lived in the cnimney-pots. 

" 'St ! 'st ! — don't make such a rumpus, or No. 7 vnll be 
at you." 

What do I care for No. 7 P— and who the devil is No. 7 ? " 

"A body-snatcher!" whispered Beck, with a shudder. "He's a 
diUicut sleeper, and can't abide having his night's rest sp'ilt. And 
he's the houtrageoustest great cretur, when he's h-up in his tantrums 
—it makes your air stand on ind to ear him ! " 

" I should like very much to hear him, then," said the stranger, 
curiously. And while he spoke, the door of No. 7 opened abruptly. 
A huge nead, covered with matted hair, was thrust for a moment 
through the aperture, and two dull eyes, that seem covered with a 
film, uke that of the birds which feed on the dead, met the stranger's 
bold sparkling orbs. 

" Hell and fury ! " bawled out the voice of this ogre like a clap of 
near thunder, " ii you two keep— tramp, tramp there dose at my door, 
I'll make you meat for the surgeons— d—; — you ! " 
' " Stop a moment, my civil niend," said the stranger, advancing ; 
"just stand where yon are ; I should like to make a sketch of 
your head." 

That head protruded farther from the door, and with it an enormous 
bulk of chest and shoulder. But the adventurous visitor was not to 
be daunted. He took out, very cooUy, a pencil, and the back of a 
letter, and began his sketch. 

The body-snatcher stared at him an instant in mute astonishment; 
but that operation and the composure of the artist were so new to him. 
that they actualW inspired him with terror. He slunk back— bang[ea 
to the door ; ana the stranger, putting up his implements, said, vnth 
a disdainful laugh, to Beck, who had slunk away into a comer, — 

" No. 7 knows well how to take care of No. 1. Lead on, and be 
quick, then ! " 

As they continued to mount, they heard the body-snatcher growl- 
ing and blaspheming in his den, and the sound made Beck clamber 
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the quicker, till at the next landing-place, he took breath, threw open 
a door, and Jason, pushing him aside, entered first. 

The interior of the room bespoke better circumstances than might 
haye been supposed firom the approach ; the floor was covered with 
sxmdry scraps of carpets, formerly of different hues and patterns, but 
mellowed by time into one thr^dbare mass of grease and canvas. 
There was a good fire on the hearth, though the ni^ht was warm; 
there were sundry volumes piled round the walls, m the binding 
peculiar to law books ; in a comer stood a tall desk, of the fashion 
used by clerks, perched on tall slim legs, and companioned by a tall 
slim stooL On a table before the fire were scattered the remains of 
the nightly meal, — ^broiled bones, the skeleton of a herring; and the 
steam rose from a tumbler containing a hquid colourless as water, but 
poisonous as gin. 

The room was squalid and dirty, and bespoke mean and slovenly 
habits ; but it did not bespeak penury and want ; it had even an a& 
of filthy comfort of its own— the comfort of the swine in its warm sty. 
The occupant of the chamber was in keeping with the rlocahtiea. 
Eigure to vourself a man of middle height— not thin, but void of all 
muscular flesh, bloated, puffed, unwholesome. He was dressed in a 
grey flannel fflrmi and short breeclies, the stockings wrinkled and dis- 
tainec^ the feet in sKppers. The sioinachwas that of anortlyman, 
the legs those of a skeleton ; the cheeks, full and swollen, like a 
ploughboy'is, but Hvid, bat|00api4 Ckffi duU lead-colour, like a patient 
m the dropsy* The head, wn^f&a^ jsatches with thin yellowish hair, 
gave some ]icomisc of iutdJect, for thi^ forehead was high, and appearea 
still more lao &om pBJ^;^al baldness : the eyes, embedded in fat and 
wrinkled sldn, were small md reJo^, but they still had that acute 
look which eflvication uiid ixljiKi v roijntiunicate to the human orb; the 
mouth most showed the ammal— full-lipped, coarse, and sensual; 
while behind one of two great ears stuck a pen^ 

You see before you, then, this slatternly figure— slip-shod, half- 
dothed, with a sort of shabby demi-gentihty about it — half raga- 
muffin, half clerk ; while in strong contrast appeared the new comer, 
scrupulously neat, new— with bright black satin stock, coat cut 
jauntily to the waist, varnished boots, kid gloves, and trim 
moustache. 

Behind this sleek anE fdmely personage, on knock-knees, in torn 
shirt open at the thioatj wijCh apathetic, listless, unhghted face, stood 
the lean and fawky Beck. 

" Set a cbair for the geiil leman," said the inmate of the chamber to 
BecL with a difniified wave of the hand. 

"How do you do. Mr.— Mr.— humph— Jason P— how do you do?— 
always smart and bloouiinfr ; the world thrives with you." 

"The world is a, farm, Hiat thrives with all who till it properly, 
Grabman," answered Jason, drily ; and with his handkerchief he 
carefully dusted the chair, on which he then daintily deposited his 
person. 

"But who is your Ganymede, — your valet, — your gentleman 
usher?" 

" Oh ! a lad about town, who lodges above, and does o 
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far me— brushes my coat, cleans my shoes, and after his day's work 
goes an errand now and then. Make yourself scarce. Beck ! —Anatomy, 
vanish ! " 

Beck gfiinned, nodded, pulled hard at a flake of his hair, and dosed 
the door. 

*' One of your brotherhood, that P " asked Jason, carelessly. 

"TL\ !— no/' said Grabham, with profound contempt in his 
j^iek ly V I " He works for his bread ! — ^mstinct '.—turnspits, and 
truMG-ijo;jrs, and some silly men have it ! What an age since we met 
*-«haIl 1 in it you a tumbler P " 

" You kmw I never drink your vile spirits ; though in Champagne 
and Bordeaux I am any man's match." 

" And how the devil do you keep old black thoughts out of your 
minfl hv tin jse washy potations P " 
end l^l;t<;k thoughts !-of what P " 

"Of black actions, Jason. We have not met since yon paid 
nic for recommending the nurse who attended your unde in his last 
iUnessP"' 

"Well, poor coward P" 

Grabman knit his thin eyebrows, and gnawed his blubber lips,— 
" I am no coward, as you know.^* 

" Not when a thing is to be done, but after it is done. You brave 
the substance, and tremble at the shadow. I dare say you see ugly 
goblins in the dark, Grabman P " 

" Ay, ay ; but it is no use talking to you. You call yourself Jason 
because of your yellow hair, or your love for the ffolden fleece ; but 
your old comrades call you Battlesnake; and you nave its blood, as 
its venom." 

"And its charm, man," added Jason, with a strange smile, that, 
though hypocritical and constrained, had yet a certain softness, ana 
added greatly to the comeliness of features, which many might call 
beautiroL and all would allow to be regular and symmetrical. "I 
shall find at least ten love-letters on my table when I go home. But 
enough of these fopperies ; I am here on business." 

^ " Law, of course ; I am vour man— who*s the victim P" and a 
hideous grin on Grabm an's face contrasted the sleek smile that yet 
lingered upon his visitor's. 

No ; something less hazardous, but not less lucrative than our 
old practices. Tms is a business that may bring you hundreds, 
tho usands- that may take you from this hovel, to speculate at the 
West End— that may change your gin into Laffifte, and your herring 
into venison— that may lift the broken attorney again upon the wheel, 
—again to roll down, it may be ; but that is your affatt." 

" 'Fore Gad. open the case," cried Grabman, eagerly, and, shoving 
aside the ignoble relics of his supper, he leaned his elbows on the 
table, and liis chin on his damp pauns, while eyes that positively 
brightened into an expression oi greedy and relentless intelligence, 
were fixed upon his visitor. 

" The case runs thus," said Jason : " Once upon a time, there lived- 
at an old house in Hampshire, called Laughton, a wealthy baronet 
named St. John. He was a bacneloi^his estates at his own disposal 
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He had two nieces and a more distant' Idnsman. His eldest niece 
lived with him— she was supposed to be destined for his heiress ; 
circumstances, needless to relate, brought npon this girl her unde's 
displeasure— &e was dismissed his house. Shortly afterwards he 
diea,^ leaving to his kinsman— -a !Mr. Vernon— his estates, with 
remainder to Vernon's issue, and, in default thereof— first, to the 
issue of the younger niece, next to that of the elder and disinherited 
one. The elder married, and was left a widow, without children. 
She married offain, and had a son. Her second husband, for some 
reason or other, conceived iU opinions of his wife. In his last iUness 
(he did not live long) he resolved to punish the wife bv robbing the 
niother. He sent away the son—nor have we been able to discover 
him since. It is that son whom you are to find." 

"I see, I see!— go on" said Grabman. "This son is now the 
remaindermaa. How lost r— when P— what year P— what trace P " 

"Patience ! You wiU find in this paper the date of the loss, and 
the age of the child, then a mere infant, Now for the trace. This 
husband— did I tell you his name ?— no— Alfred Braddell— had one 
friend more intimate than the rest— John Walter Ardworth, a 
cashiered officer, a ruined man- pursued by bill-brokers, Jews, and 
bailiffs. To this man we have lately had reason to believe that the 
child was given. Ardworth, however, was shortly afterwards obliged 
to fly his creditors. We know that he went to India, but if resiomg 
there, it must have been under some new name, and we fear he is now 
dead. All our inquiries at least, after this man, have been fruitless. 
Before he went abroadJie left with Ms old tutor a child, corresponding 
in age to that of Mrs. JBraddell's. In this child she tmnks she recog- 
nises her son. All that vou have to do is to trace his identity, bv 
good legal evidence— don t smile in that foolish way — ^I mean sound, 
bond fide evidence, that will stmd the fire of cross-examination: you 
know what that is ! You wiU liierefore find out— first, whether Brad- 
dell did consign his child to Ardworth, and, if so. you must then 
follow Ardworth, with that child m his keeping, to Matthew Pidden's 
house, whose address you find noted in the paper I gave you, together 
with many other memoranda as to Ardworth's creditors, and those 
whom he is likely to have come across." 
"John Ardworth, I see !" 

"John Walter ArdwortL commonly called Walter; he, like me, 
preferred to be known only by his second baptismal name. He, 
because of a favourite Eadical godfather— I, because Honor^ i^ an 
inconvenient Gallicism, and perhans when Honor6 Mirabeau (m^ god- 
father) went out of fasnion with the satu-cidottes, my father thought 
Gabriel a safer designation. Now I have told you aU ! " 

" What is the mother's maiden name P " 

" Her maiden name was Glavering ; she was married under that of 
Pahbard. her first husband." 

"And,*' said Grabman, looking over the notes in the paper given to 
hii»« " it is at livexpool that the husband died, and whence the child 
waa s^t away ? " 

" It is so ; to Liverpool you will go first. I tell you fairly, the task 
is difficull^ fof hitherto it pas foiled me. I knew but one man who. 
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without flattery, could succeed; and therefore I spared no pains to 
find out Nicholas Grabman. You have the true ferret's faculty ; you, 
too, are a lawyer, and snuJff evidence in every breath. Find up a son 
—a legal son— a son to be shown in a court of law, and the moment 
he steps into the lands and the hall of Laughton, you have £6,000.*' 
" Can I have a bond to that effect ?" 

** Mj bond, I fear, is worth no more than my word. Trust to the 
last !— -if I break it, you know enouffh of my secrets to hang me !** 

" Don't talk of haumng— I hate tnat subject. But stop— if found, 
does this son succeed P Did this Mr. Vernon leave no heir — ^this 
other sister continue single, or prove barren P" 

" Oh, true ! he, Mr. Vernon, who by will took the name of St. John, 
— he left issue— but only one son stiU survives, a minor and un- 
married. The sister, too, left a daughter; both are poor, sickly 
creatures— their lives not worth a straw. Never mind them. You 
&id Vincent Braddell, and he will not be long out of his property, nor 
you out of your £5,000 ! You see, under these circumstances, a bond 
might become dangerous evidence t" 

Grabman emitted a fearful and tremulous chuckle— a laugh, like 
the laugh of a superstitious man when you talk to him of ghosts and 
churchyards. He chuckled — and his hair bristled 1 But, after a 
pauses i& which he seemed to wrestle with his own conscience^ he 
lid--*' Well well, jou are a strange man, Jason, you love your joke 
—I have nothing to do, except to find out this ultimate remainder- 
mnn— mind ttat r' 

" Perfect ly * nothing like subdivision of labour." 

'*The serirdi will he expensive !** 

** There oiJ fny yo^ir wheels," answered Jason, putting a note- 
book into lii.^ confidant's hands. "But mind, you waste it not; no 
IrioM. no falafi pl«sf^ mth me : vou know Jason, or if you like the 
ftame bcfi;cr» yon kiowthe Eattlesnake !" 

I will uocount for every penny," said Grabman, eagerly, and 
clasping his hands, while his pale face grew Uvid. 

"I do not doubt it, my quill-driver. Look sharp, start to-morrow ! 
Get thyself decent clothes, be sober, cleanly, and resnectable. Act 
as a man who sees before him five thousand pounas. And now, 
light me down stairs." 

With the candle in his hand. Grabman stole down the rugged ste^s 
even more timorously than Beck had ascended them, ana put Es 
finger to his mouth as they came in the dread vicinity of No. 7. But 
Jason, or rather Gabriel Vamey, with that fearless, reckless bravado 
of temper, which, while causing half his guilt, threw at times a false 
ghtter over its baseness, piqued by the cowardice of his comrade- 
gave a lusty kick at the closed door, and shouted out— "OM grave- 
stealer, come out, and let me finish your picture. Out, out !— I say 
— out !" Grabman left the candle on the steps, and made but three 
bounds to his own room. 

At the third shout of his disturber, the Resurrection-man threw 
open his door, violently, and appeared at the gap— the upward ^axe 
of the candle showing the deep lines ploughed m his hideous face, 
and the immense strength of his gigantic trunk and limbs. Slight, 
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fair^ and delicate as he was, Yamey eyed liim deliberately, and 
trembled not. 

" What do you want with me ? " said the terrible voice, tremulous 
•with rage. 

" Only to fini^ your portrait, as Pluto. He was the god of Hell, 
you know!" 

The next moment the vast hand of the ogre hung like a great 
cloud over Gabriel Varney. This last, ever on his guard, sprang 
aside, and the light gleamed on the steel of a pistol. Hands off !— 

The dick of the pistol-cock finished the sentence. The ruffian 
halted. A glare of disappoiated fury gave a momentary lustre to his 
dull eyes. P'raps, I shall meet you again one o' these days, or 
sights, and I shall know ye in ten thousand." 

Nothing like a bird in the hand. Master Grave-stealer ! Where 
can we ever meet again ? " 

" P'raps in the fi^ds— p'raps on the road— jp'raps at the Old Bailey 
— ^p'raps at the callows— p'raps in the convict-ship. I knows what 
that is ! 1 was chained night and day once to a chap jist like you— 
didn't I break his spurit— -didn't I spile his sleep? Ho, ho! — ^you 
looks a bit less varmently howdacious now^my mah. cove ! " 

Yamey hitherto had not known one pang of fear, one quicker beat 
of the heart before. But the image presented to his imtable fancy 
(always prone to brood over terrors) the image of that companion- 
chained to him night and day— suadenlv quelled his courage— the 
Image stood before him palpably like the Oulos Oneiros—^e Evil 
Dream of the Greeks. 

He breathed loud. The body-stealer's stupid sense saw that he had 
produced the usual effect of terror, which gratified his brutal self- 
esteem : he retreated slowly, inch by inch, to the door, followed by 
Vame/s appalled and staring eye— and cbsed it with such violence^ 
that the candle was extinguished. 

Yamey, not daring^yes, literally not daringM» call aloud to Grab- 
man for another light, crept down the dark stairs with hurried, ghost- 
like steps— and, ttfter eropiag at the door-handle with oneliand, 
while the other grasi)ea his pistol, with a strain of horror, he suc- 
ceeded at last in winning access to the street, and stood a moment to 
collect himself, in the open air— the damns upon his forehead, and his 
limbs trembling like one who has escaped by a hair-breadth the crash 
of a falling house. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 



THE EAPE OP THE MATTBJBSS. 



That Mr. Grabman slept calmly that ni^ht, is probable enou&rli, for 
his gin-bottle was empty the next monune; and it was with eyes 
more than usually heavy that he dozilv followed the moyemeats of 
Beck, who, according to custom, opened the shutters of the little den 
adjoining nis sitting-room, brushed his clothes, made his fire, set on 
the kettfe to boil, and hud Ids breakfast tlmm preparatory to his 
own departure to the duties of the day. Stretching hunself, however, 
and slmiog off slumber, as the remembrance of the enterprise he had 
undertaken glanced pleasantly across him, Grabman sat up in his bed, 
and said iu a voice that if not maudlin was affectionate, and if not 
affectionate was maudlin. — 

" Beck, you are a good fellow ! You have faults—you are bumftn ; 
kumanum eft err are, which means that you sometunes scorch my 
muffins. But, take you all iu all, you are a kind creature. Beck. I 
am gpio^ into the country for some days. I shall leave my key in tine 
hole in flie wall— you know ; take care of it when you come in. You 
were out late last night, my poor fellow. Very wrong ! Look well 
to yourself, or who blows, you may be clutched by that blackguard 
Eesurrection-man, No. 7. Well, well ! to think of that Jason's fool- 
hardiness. But he's the worse devil of the two. Eh ! what was I 
saying P And always give a look iuto my room every night before 
you go to roost. The place swarms with cracksmen, and one can't be 
too cautious. Lucky aog, you, to have nothing to oe robbed of I " 

Beck winced at that last remark. Grabman did not seem to notice 
his confusion, and proceeded, as he put on his stockings, "And Beck, 
you are a sood fellow, and have served me faithfully ; when I come 
back, I wUl bring you something handsome— a backey-box— or, who 
knows, a beautiful silver watch. Meanwhile. I think— let me see — 



munificent donation, andhavmg finished all his preparations, hastened 
first to his room, to examine at leisure, and with great admiraticm. 



wretched indosure which Beck called* his own. It was at the top of 
the house, under the roof, and hot— oh, so hot, in the summer ! It 
had one small begrimed window, through which the liffht of heaven 
never came, for the parapet, beneath which ran the choked gutter, 
prevented that. But the ram and the wind came in. So sometimes^ 
through four glasslcss panes, came a fugitive tom-cat. Ajs for tl^ 
rats, they held the place as their own. Accustomed to Beck, they 
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cared nothing for liiut They were the Mavors of that Palace— he 
only le roifatneant. They ran over his bed. at night ; he often felt 
them on his face, and was convinced they woidd have eaten him, if 
there had been anything worth eating upon his bones ; still, perhaps 
out of precaution rather than charity, he generally left them a potato 
or two, or a crust of bread, to take off the edge of their appetites. 
!Bat Beck was far better off than most who occupied the various set- 
lements in that Alsatia— he had his room to nimseK. That was 
necessary to his sole luxury— the inspection of his treasury, the safety 
of his mattretss ; for it he paid, without grumbling, what ne thought 
was a very high rent. To this hole in the roof there was no lock, — 
for a very good reason, there was no door to it. You went up a 
ladder, as you would go into a loft. Now, it had often been maUer 
of much intense cogitation to Beck, whether or not he should have a 
door to this chamber ; and the lesuLt of the cogitation was invariably 
the same— he dared not ! What should he want with a door— a door 
with a lock to it— for one followed as a consequence to the other. 
Such a novel piece of grandeur would be an ostentatious advertise- 
ment that he had something to g[uard. He could have no pretence 
for it on the ground that he was intruded on by neighbours ; no step 
but his own was ever caught by him ascending that ladder; it led to 
no other room. All the offices required for the lodgnnent he per- 
formed himself. Bis supposed poverty was a better safeguard tlian 
doors of iron. Besides this, a door, if dangerous, would be super- 
fluous ; the moment it was suspected that Beck had something worth 
guarding, that moment all the nicklocks and skeleton keys in the 
neighbourhood would be in a jingle. And a cracksman of high repute 
lodsed abeady on the ground-floor. So Beck's treasure, like the 
hira's-nest, was deposited as much out of sight as his instinct could 
contriye ; and the locks and bolts of civiEzed men were equally 
dispensed with by bird and Beck. 

On a rusty nail the sweep suspended the drab small-clothes, 
stroked them down lovingly, and murmured, " They he's too good for 
I — should like to pop 'em ! But vouldn't that be a shame ? Beck, 
ben't you a hungrateful beast to ^ for to think of nothin' but the 
tin, ven your 'art ought to varm with hemotion ? I vill vear 'em ven 
I vaits on him. Yen he sees his own smalls bringing in the muffins, 
he will say, * Beek, you becomes em ! "' 

Fraught with tms noble resolution, the sweep caught up his broom, 
crept down the ladder, and, with a furtive glance at the door of the 
room in w;hich the cracksman hved, let himself out, and shambled his 
way to his crossing. Grabman, in the meanwhile, dressed himself 
wifli more care than usual shaved his beard from a four-days* crop, 
and, while seated at his breakfast, read attentively over the notes 
which Vamey had left to him, pausing at times to maJce his own 
pencil memoranda. He then packed up such few articles as so mode- 
rate a won^nper of the Graces might require, denosited them in an 
old blue brief-bag I and this done, he opened his door, and creeping 
to tl^ threshold listened carefuUy. Below, a few soimds might be 
heard : here, the wail of a child—there, the shrill scold of a woman, 
in that accent above all others adapted to scold— the Irish. Farther 

o 



194 LtrCBXTIA. 

down still, the deep bass oath of the choleric Hesnrrection-man ; but 
above, all was silent. Only one floor intervened between Qrabman's 
apartment and the ladder that led to Beck's loft. And the inmates 
of that room gave no sonndof Jife. Grabman took oonrage. and, 
shnjGSing off his shoes, ascended the stairs ; he passed the closed door 
3f the room above— he seized the ladder witn a sluOdng hand — ^he 
inonntedj-— sten after step—he stood in Beck's room. 

Now, Nicholas Orabman, some moralists may be harsh enoQ^ 
to condemn thee for what thou art doing : kneeling yonder in the dim 
light, by that curtamless pallet^ with greedy fingers feeUng here and 
there, and a placid, self-nnggmg smile npon thy pale lips. That 
poor vagabond, whom thou art about to despoil, has served thee well 
and faitnfallv, has borne with thine ill-hnmonrs, thy sarcasmB, thy 
swearings, thy kicks and buffets — often, when in the bestial sleep of 
drunkenness, ne has found thee stretched helpless on thv floor, with a 
kindly hand he has moved away the sharp fender, too near that ' 
knavish head, now bent on his mm ; or closed the open window, lest 
the keen air, that thy breath tainted, should visit thee with rneum 
■and fever. Small has been his guerdon for uncomj)laining sacrifloe of 
the few hours spared to the weary drudge from his dailv toil — small, 
but gratefully received. And if Eeck had been tau^rht to pray, he 
would have prayed for thee as for a good man, miserable sinner ! 
And thou art going now, Nicholas Grabman, iipon an enterprise which 
promises thee large gains, and thy purse is nlled; and thou wantest 
nothing for thy wants, or thy swinish luxuries. Why should those 
shaking fingers itch for the poor beggar-man's hoards ? 

Butnadst thou been bound on an errand that would have given 
thee a million, thou wouldst not have left unrifled that secret store 
which thy prying eye had discovered, and thv hungry heart had 
coveted. No; since one night, fatal, alas ! to the owner of loft and 
treasure, when, needing Beck for some service, and fearing to call 
cdoud (for the Eesurrection-man in the floor below thee, whose oaths 
even now ascend to thine ear, sleeps ill, and has threatened to make 
thee mute for ever if thou disturbest mm in the few nights in which 
his dismal calling suffers him to sleep at all)— -thou didst creep up 
the ladder, and didst see the unconscious miser at his nightly work, 
and after the sight, didst steal down again, smiling^no ; since that 
night, no schoolboy ever more rootedly and ruthlessly set his mind 
upon nest of linnet, than thine was set upon the stores in Beck's 
mattress. 

And yet why, lawyer, should rigid moralists blame thee more 
than such of thy tribe as live honoured and respectable, upon the 
firail and the poor P Who among them ever left bft or mattress wliile 
a rap could be rung from either r Matters it to Astraoa, whether the 
spoliation be made, thus nakedly and briefly, or by all the acknow- ' 
ledged forms in which item on item, six-and-eightpence onsiz-and- 
eigh^ence. the inexorable hand doses, at length, on the last farthing 
m duped despair P Not — ^Heaven forbid !— that we make thee, fool 
Nicholas Grabman, a type for all the dass called attomeys-at-law ! 
Noble hearts, liberal nunds, are there amongst that brothcffhood, we 
know, and have experienced; but a type art thou of those "Aaax 
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want, and enor^ and need have proved-— alas, too weU—the lawyers 
of the poor. Aid even while we write, and even while ye read, many 
a Grabman steals from helpless toil the savings of a life. 

Ye poor hoards— ;darling delights of your otherwise joyless owner 
— ^how easily has his very fondness matte ye the prey of the spoiler ! 
How gleefully when the pence swelled into a shilling have they been, 
exchanged into the new bright piece of silver, the newest and brightest 
that could be got ; then the shillings into crowns, then the crowns 
into gold— got shly and at a distance, and contemplated with what 
rapture ! — so that, at last, the total lay manageable and light in its 
radiant compass. And what a total ! — ^what a surprise to Grabman ! 
Had it been but a sixpence, he would have taken it ; oui to grasp 
sovereig^ns, bv the handful, it was too much for him; and, as he rose, 
he positively laughed, from a sense of fun. 

But amongst his booty, there was found one thing that specially 
moved his mirth— it was a child's coral, with its little bells. Who 
could have given Beck such a bauble— or how Beck could have 
refrained from turning it into money would have been a fit matter for 
speculation. But it was not that at which Grabman chuckled; he 
laughed, first, because it was an emblem of the utter childishness and 
folly of the creature he was leaving penniless ; and, secondly, because 
it famished his ready wit with a capital contrivance to shut Beck's 
indignation from his own shoulders to a party more liable to suspicion. 
He left the coral on tiie floor near the bed, stole down the ladder 
reached his own room, took up his brief-bag, locked his door, slipped 
the key in the rat-hole, where the trusty, plundered Beck alone could 
find it, and went boldly down stairs ; passing successively the doors, 
within which still stormed the Resurrection-man, still waUed the 
child, still shrieked the Irish shrew : he paused at the ground-floor 
occupied by Bill the cracksman, and his lonff-fingered, slender, quick- 
eved imps, trained afready to pass through broken wmdow-panes, on 
tneir precocious progress to the hulks. 

The door was opeiL and gave a pleasant sight of the worthy family 
within. Bill, himself, a stout-looking fellow, with a flond, jolly 
countenance, and a pipe in his mouth, was sitting at his window, with 
his brawny legs lolling on a table covered with the remains of a very 
tolerable breakfast. Pour small Bills were employed in certain sports, 
which no doubt, according to the fashionable mode of education, 
instilled useful lessons under the artful guise of playful amusement. 
Against the wall, at one comer of the room, was affixed a row of bells, 
from which were suspended exceedingly tempting apples by slender 
wires. Two of the boys were engaged m the innocent entertainment 
of extricating the apples without occasioning any alarm from the 
bells ; a third was amusing himself at a table, covered with mock 
lings and trinkets, in a way that seemed realljr surprising ; with the 
end of a finger dipped probably in some glutinous matter, he just 
touched one of the gew-gaws, and lo, it vanished !— vanished so magi- 
cally, that the quickest eye could scarcely trace whither; sometimes 
up a cuff, sometimes into a shoe— here, there, anywhere— except back 
again upon the table. The fourth, an urcmn apparently about five 
years old; he might be much younger, judging from his stunted size; 
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somewliat older, judging from the ykxna adtieneas of his f aoe, on the 
floor under bis u^ePs chair, was diriiig his little hand into the pater- 
nal pockets in search for a marble, spcnrtiTely hidden in those capa- 
cioiis recesses. On the rising gemnses aroimd him. Bill the cracks- 
man looked, and his father's hesoi was proud. 

• Pausing at the threshold Grabman looked in. and said, cbeerfullj, 
" Good da^ to you— good daj to you all, my little dears." 

''Ah, Grabman," said Bil], rising, ana making a bow, far Bill 
Taked himself much on his politeness — "come to blow a doad, eh ? 
Bob !" (this to the eldest bom), " manners, sir ; wipe your nose, and 
set a chair for the gent." 

** Many thanks to you, BlQ, but I can't stay now— I have a long 
journey to take. But. bless my soul, how stupid I am; I haTe for- 
gotten my dothes-brush. I knew there was something on my mind 
aQ the way I was coming down stairs. I was saying to myself, 
* Grabman, there is something forgotten ! ' " 

''I know what that ere feSm' is," said BiS, thoughtfully; ''I had 

it myself the night afore last ; and sure enough when I got to the 

but thaf s neither here nor there. Bob, run up stairs, and fetdi down 
Mr. Grabman's dothcs-brush. 'Tis the least you can do for a gent 
who sav^ your father from the fate of them ere innocent appla, — 
your fist, Grabman. I have a heart in my buzzom ; — cut me open, and 
yon will find there * HaUbi and Grabman ! ' Give Bob your key." 

" The brush is not in my room," answered Grabman ; " it is at the 
top of the house ; up the ladder, in Beck's loft— Beck, the sweeper. 
The stupid dog always keens it there, and foigot to give it me. 
Sornr to occasion my mend Bob so much trouble. 

" Bob has a soul above trouble ; his Other's heart beats in his buz- 
zom. Bob, track the dancers. Up like a lark— and down like a 
dump." 

Bob grinned, made a mow at Mr. Grabman, and scampered up the 
stairs. 

You never attends our free-and-easy," said Bill; ''but we toasts 
you, with three times three, and up standing. 'Tis a hungrateful 
world ! But some men has a heart ; an(^ to those who has a heart, 
Grabman is a trump !" 

"I am sure, whenever I can do you a service, you may redcon on 
me. Meanwhile, if you could get that cursed bullying fellow who 
lives under me to be a little more dvil, you would obuge me." 

Under you? No. 7? No. 7— is it? Grabman, b-am I a man? 
Is this a h-arm, and this a bunch of fives ? I dares do all that does 
become a man ; but No. 7 is a body-snatcher ! No. 7 has bullied me 
—and I bore it ! No. 7 might whop me— and this h-arm would let 
mm whop ! He lives with graves, and churchyards, and stiff 'ons — 
that damnable No. 71 Ask some'at dse, Grabman. I dares not 
touch No. 7 any more than the ghostesses." 

Grabman sneered as he saw that Bill, stout rogue as he was, turned 
pole while he spoke : but at that moment Bob reappeared with the 
douies-brush, which, the ex-attomey thrust into nis pocket ; and 
shatang Bill by the hand, and patting Bob on the head, he set out on 
Ticy. 
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Bill reseated himself, muttering, "Bully a body-snatcher! 'droi 
that Grabman, does he want to get rid of poor Bill?" 

Meanwhile Bob exhibited slily, to his second brother, the sight of 
Beck's stolen coral. The children took care not to show it to their 
father. They were already inspired by the laudable ambition to set up 
in business on their own account. 



CHAPTER Vm. 

PBECIVAL VISITS LUCKETIA. 

Having once ascertained the house in which Helen lived- it was no 
difficult matter for St. John to learn the name of the suaroian whom 
Beck had supposed to be her mother. No common delight mingled 
with Perciyal s amaze, when in that name he recognized one borne by 
his own kinswoman. Very little, indeed, of the family history was 
known to him. Neither his father nor his mother ever willingly con- 
versed of the fallen heiress—it was a subject which the children had 
felt to be proscribed ; but in the neighbourhood, Percival had, of 
course, heard some mention of Lucretia, as the haughty and accom- 
plished Miss Claverinff^who had, to the astonishment of all, stooped 
to a mesalliance with her uncle's French librarian. That her loss of 
the St. John property, the succession of Pescival's father, were unex- 
pected by the villagers and squires around, and perhaps set down to 
the capnce of Sir Miles, or to an intellect impaired by apoplectic 
attacks, it was not likely that he should have heard. The rich have 
the pohsh of their education, and the poor that instinctive tact, so 
wonderful amongst the agricultural peasantry, to prevent such unman- 
nerly disclosures or unwelcome hints ; and, both dv rich and poor, the 
Vernon St. Johns were too popular and respected tor wanton allusions 
to subjects calculated to pam them. AU, therefore, that Percival 
knew of his relation, was that she had resided from infancy with Sir 
Miles ; that after their uncle's death, she had married an mferior in 
rank, of the name of Dalibard, and settled abroad; that she was a 
person of peculiar manners ; and, he had heard somewhere, of rare 
gifts. He had been unable to learn the name of the young lady 
staying with Madame Dalibard; he had learned only that she went 
by some other name, and was not the daughter of the lady who rented 
tne house. Certainly, it was possible that this last might not be his 
kinswoman, after all. The name, though strange to English ears, and 
not common in Prance, was no sufficient warrant for Percival's high 
spirits at the thought that he had now won legitimate and regular 
access to the h9use— still it allowed him to call ; it famished a fair 
excuse for a visit. 

How long he was at his toilet that day, poor boy ! How sedulously, 
with comb and brush, he sought to smoothe into straight precision 
that Juxuriant labyrinth of jetty curls, which, had never cost him a 
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thought before! Gil Bias says that; the toilet is a pleaAore to the 
young, though a labour to the old; Perciyal St. Johirs toilet was no 
pleasure to him that anxious mormn^. 

At last^ he tore himself, dissatisfied and desperate, from the erlass, 
caught his hat and his whip, threw himseK on nis horse, and rooe, at 
first very fast and at last verj slowly, to the old, decayed, shabby, 
neglected house, that lay hid, like the poverty of fallen pride, 
amidst the trim villas and smart cottages of fair and flounshing 
Brompton. 

The same servant who had opened the gate to Ardworth appeared 
to his summons, and, after eyeing him for some moments with, a 
listless, stupid stare, said, " You'U be after some mistake ! " and turned 
away. 

" Stop— stop!" cried Percival, trying to intrude himself through 
the gate: but the servant blocked up the entrance sturdily. "It is 
no mistake at all, my good lady. I have come to see Madame Balibard, 
my— -my relation ! " 

" Your relation !" and again the woman stared at Percival with a 
look through the dull vacancy of which some distrust was dimly 
perceptible. *' Bide a bit there, and give us your name." 

Perciyal gave his card to the servant, wim his sweetest and most 
persuasive smile. She took it with one hand, and, with the other, 
turned the key in the gate, leaving Percival outside. It was fire 
minutes before she returned, and she then« with the same pnnL 
smileless expression of countenance, opened the gate, and motionea 
him to follow. 

The kind-hearted boy sighed as he cast a glance at the desolate and 
poverty-stricken appearance of the house, and thought within himself 
—"Ah- pray Heaven she may be my relation, and then I shall have 
the right to find her, and that sweet girl, aveiy different home!" 
The old woman threw open the drawing-room door, and Percival was 
in the presence of his deadliest foe! The arm-chair was turned 
towards the entrance, and from amidst the coverings that hid the 
form, the remarkable countenance of Madame DaUbard emerged, sharp 
and earnest, directly fronting the intruder. 

" So," she said slowly, and, as it were, devouring him with her 
keen, steadfast eyes — "so, you are Percival St. Johu! Welcome! 
I did not know that we should ever meet. I have not sought you— 
you seek me ! Strange— yes. strange— that the young and the rich 
should seek the suffering ana the poor ! " 

Surprised and embarrassed bv this singular greeting, Percival 
haltea abruptly in the middle of the room; and there was somethinff 
inexpressibly winning in his shy, yet gracefcd confusion. It seemec^ 
with silent eloquence, to apologise and to deprecate. And when, in 
his silvery voice, scarcely yet tuned to the fulness of manhood, he said, 
feelingly, "Forgive me. madam, but my mother is not in England " — 
the excuse evinced such delicacy of ideau so exquisite a sense of nigh 
breeding, that the calm assurance of worldly ease could not have more 
attested the chivalry of the native gentleman. 

^ 1 have nothing to forgive, Mr. St. John," said Luoretia, with a 
aoftened manner, "Pardon me rather, that my inHriniiafliy do not 
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allow me to xise to leoeiTd you. This neat,— herOi-^next to me. Yoa 
htkYG a strong likeness to your father." 

Perdyal received this last remark as a compliment, and bowed, 
llien, as he lifted his ingenuous brow, he toot for the first time, a 
steady view of his new-found relation. The peculiarities of Lucretia'a 
countenance in youth had naturally deepened with middle-age. The 
contour, always too sharp and pronounced, was now strong and bony 
as a man's: the line between the eyebrows was hollowed into a 
furrow. The eye retamed its old uneasy, sinister, side-Ion^ glance; 
or, at rare moments (as when Percival entered), its searching nene- 
tration, and assured command; but the eyelids themsdves, red and 
injected, as with grief or vigil, ^ve something haj^gard and wild* 
wnether to glance or gaze. Despite the paralvsis of the frame, the 
fiice, though pale and thin, showed no bodily aeca;^. A vigour, sur* 
passing the strength of woman, might still be seen in the play dT the 
bold muscles, the firmness of the contracted lips. What physicians 
call " vitality " and trace at once (if experienced) on the physiognomy, 
as the prognostic of long life, undulated restlessly in every aspect oi 
the face, every movteidemi of those thin nervous hands, which, con- 
trasting the rest of that motionless form, never seemed to be at rest. 
The teeth were still white and regular, as in youth ; and when they 
shone out in speaking, gave a strange, unnatural freshness to a fact 
otherwise so worn. 

As Percival gazed, and. while gazinff, saw those wandering eyes 
bent down, mi jet felt they watched nim, a thrill, ahnost of fear, 
shot through his neut. Nevertheless, so much more impressionable 
was he to charitable and trustful than to suspicious and timid 
emotions, that, when Madame DaHoard, suddenly looking up, and 
shaking her head gently, said— 

''You see but a sad wreck, vonng kinsman," all those instincts, 
which nature itself seemed to (uctate for self-preservation, vanished 
into heavenly tenderness and pity. 

"Ah!" he saidL rising and pressing one of those deadly hands in 
both his own, while teiurs rose to his eyes. " Ah ! since you call me 
kinsman, I have all a kinsman's privileges. You must have the best 
advice— the most skilful surgeons. Oh, you will recover— you must 
not despond." 

Lucretia's lips moved uneasily. This kindness took her by sur- 
prise. She turned desperatelv away from the humsen p^leam that shot 
across the sevenfold g[loom 91 her soul: "Do not think of me," idie 
said, with a forced smile : "it is my peculiarity not to like allusion to 
myself, though this time I provoked it. Speak to me of the old cedar 
trees at Laughton— do they stand still P You are the master of 
LOTffhton, now :— it is a noble heritage 1" 

TheiL St. John, thinking to please her, talked of the old-manor- 
house, described the improvements made by his father, spoke gail^ of 
those which he had himself contemplated ; and as he ran on, Lucretia's 
brow, a moment ruffled, grew smooth and smoother, and the gloom 
settled back upon her soul. 

All at once, she interrupted him. "How did you discover me— 
was it through Mr. Yamey P I bade him not mention jner-j&t how 
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else cotdd yoa learn P " A& she spoke, there was an anxioas tnMible m 
her tone, which increased, while she obserred that St. John looJced 
confused. 

" Why," he began, hesitatingly, and brushing his hat with bis hand ; 
"why— perhaps you may have neard from the— that is—I think there 

is a young . Ah, it is you— it is you ! I see you once a^ain ! " 

And springing up, he was at the side of Helen, who at that ^instant 
had entered the room, and now, her eyes downcast, her cheeJca 
blushing, her breast gently heaving,— heard, but answoed not that 
passionate burst of joy. 

Startled, Madame Dalibard (her hands firmly graspioff the sides of 
her chair) contemplated the two. She- had heard notning, guessed 
nothing of their former meeting. All that had passed before between 
them was unknown to her. Yet, there, was evidence unmistakeable, 
conclusive— the son of her despoiler loved the daughter of her rival, 
and— if the virgin heart speaks by the outward sign— tiiose downcast 
eyes, those blushing cheeks, that heaving breast, told that he did not 
love in vain ! 

Before her lurid and murderous gaze, as if to defy her, the two 
inheritors of a revenge unglutted by the grave— stood, united myste- 
riously together. Up, from the vast ocean of her hate, rose that poor 
isle of love : there^ unconscious of the horror around them— the 
victims found their footing ! How beautiful at that hour their youth — 
their very ignorance of tneir own emotions— their innocent gladness 
—their sweet trouble ! The fell gazer drew a long breath of fiend- 
like complacency and dee, and her hands opened wide^ and then 
slowly closed, as if she felt them in her grasp. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE BOSS BENEATH THB TJPA8. 

Akd from that day, Fercival had his privileged entry into Madame 
Balibard's house. The little narrative of the circumstances con- 
nected with his first meeting with Helen, partly drawn from Perdval, 
partly afterwards from Helen (with blushing and faltered excuses 
irom the latter, for not having mentioned before an incident l^t 
might, perhaps needlessly, vex or alarm her aunt in so delicate a state 
of health), was received by Lucretia with rare ^aciousness. The 
connection, not only between herself and Percival, but between 
Percival and Helen, was allowed and even dwelt upon by Madame 
Dalibard, as a natural reason for permitting the artless intimacy 
which immediately sprang up between these young persons. She per- 
mitted Percival to call daily, to remain for hours, to share in their 
simple meals, to wander alone with Helen in the garden, assist her to 
bind up the ragged flowers, and sit by her in the old ivy-grown arbour, 
-'^en their work was done. She sheeted to look upon them both 
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a& t^fadldren, and to leave to them that happy familiarity ^hich child- 
hoed only sanctions, and compared to which, the affection of maturer 
years seems at once coarse and cold. 

Afithey grew more familiar, the differences and similarities in their 
characters came out, and nothing more delightful than the harmony 
into which even the contrasts blended, ever invited the guardian angel 
to pause and smile. As flowers in some trained parterre relieve each 
other, now softening, now heightening each several hue, till all unite 
in one concord of interwoven beauty, so these two blooming natures, 
brought together, seemed, where varying still, to melt and fuse their 
affluences into one wealth of innocence and sweetness. Both had a 
native buoyancy and cheerfulness of spirit^ a noble trustfulness in 
others, a singular candour, and freshness of mind and feeling. But 
beneaih the gaiety of Helen, there was a soft and holy under-stream 
of thoughtfolmelancholy, a high and relieious sentiment, that vibrated 
more exooisitely to the subtle mystenes of creation— the solemn 
unison between the bright world without, and the grave destinies of 
that world within (which is an imperishable soul)^ than the lighter 
and more vivid joyndness of Percival had yet conceived. In him. lay 
the germs of the active mortal, who might win distinction in the bold 
career we ran upon the surface of the earth. In her, there was that 
finer and more spiritual essence which lifts the noet to the golden 
atmosphere of dreams, and reveals in glimpses to tne saint the choral 
Populace of Heaven. We do not say that Helen would ever have 
found the utterance of the poet, that her reveries, undefined and 
unanalysed, could have taken the sharp, clear form ot words. For to 
the poet, practically developed and made manifest to the world, many 
other girts, besides the mere poetic sense, are needed; stem study, 
and logical generalisation of scattered tratns, and patient observation 
of the characters of men, and the wisdom that comes from sorrow and 
passion, and a sage's experience of things actual, embracing the dark 
secrets of human infirmity and crime. JBut, despite all that has been 
said in^ disparaffement or c&beliel of " mute inglorious Miltons," we 
maintain that there are natures in which the divinest element of poetry 
exists, the purer and more deUcate for escaping from bodily form, and 
evaporating from the coarser vessels into which the poet, so csdled, 
must pour the ethereal fluid. There is a certain virtue within us, 
comprehending our subtlest and noblest emotions^ which is poetij 
whue untold, and ^ws pjde and poor in proportion as we strain it 
into poems. Nay, it may be said of this airy property of our inmost 
being, that, more or less, it departs from us, according as we give it 
forth into the world, even, as only 1^ the loss of its particles, the rose 
wastes^ its perfdme on the air. So this more spuitual sensibility 
dwelt in Hden, as the latent mesmerism in water^ as the invisible 
fairy in an enchanted rin^. It was an essence or divinity, shrined and 
shrouded in herself, which gave her more intimate and vital union 
with all the influences of the universe, a companion toher loneliness, 
an angel hymning Iqw to her own listening soul. This made her 
enjoyment of Nature, in its merest trifles, exauisite and profound ; 
this gave to her tenderness of heart all the delicious and sportive 
varied bvo bcnnrows from imagination ; this lifted her piety above the 
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mere fonns of cQnTentiQiial reIigioii» and breached into her pxaym 
the ecstacT of the saint. 

But Helen was not the less Med with the sweet humanities of her 
age and sex ; her very navity was tin^ with rosy light, as a western 
cloud with the sun. She had sportiveness, ana capnce, and even 
whim, as the butterfly^ though the emblem of the soul, still flutters 
wantonly over every wild flower, and expands its glowing winjgs on 
the sides of the beaten road. And with a sense of weakness in the 
common world (growing out of her very strength in nobler atmo- 
spheres), she leaned the more trustfolly on the strong arm of her 
young adorer : not fancying that the difference between them arose 
from snperioriiy in her,— but rather as a bird, once tamed^ flies at the 
sight ofthe hawk to the breast of its owner : so from each airy flight 
into the loftier heaven, let but the thought of danger daunt her wing, 
and, as in a more powerful nature, she took refuge on that fostering 
heart. 

The love between these children, for so, if not literally in years, in 
their newness to all that steals the freshness and the dew from 
maturer life, they ma^ be riffhtly called, was such as befitted those 
whose souls nave not forfeitea the Eden. It was more like the love of 
fairies than of human beings. They showed it to each other, inno- 
cently and frankly; yet of love, as we of the grosser creation call it. 
with its impatient pains, and ouming hojpeB^ they never spoke nor 
dreamed. It was an unutterable, ecstatic K>ndness— a ohnging to 
each other— in thought, desire, and heart— a joy more than mortal in 
each other's presence : yet, in parting, not that idle and empty sorrow 
which unfits the weak for the homelier demMids on time and life. 
And this, because of the wondrous trust in themselves, and in the 
future, which made a main part of their credidous, happy natures. 
Neither felt fear nor jealousy— or if jealousy came, it was the pretty, 
childlike jealousies, which have no stinig— of the bird, if Selen 
listened to its note too lon^— of the flower, if Percival left Helen's 
side too Quioklv, to tie up its drooping petals, or refresh its dusty 
leaves. Close by the stir of the great city, with all its fret and chafe| 
and storm of life— in the desolate garden of that sombre house, and 
under the withering eyes of relentless Crime, revived the Arcady of 
old— the scene vocal to the reeds of idyllist and shepherd : and in the 
midst of the iron Tragedy, harmlessly and unconsciously arose the 
strain of the Pastoral Music. 

It would be a vain ^ort to describe the state of Lucretia's mind 
while she watched the progress of the affection she had favoured, and 
gazed on the spectacle of the fearless happiness she had promoted. 
The ima^ of a felicity at once so great and so holy, wore to her 
gloomy sight the aspect of a mocldng Fury. It rose m contrast to 
ner own ghastly and crime^tained lue : it did not upbraid her con- 
science with guilt so loudlv as it sconed at her intellect for foUy. 
These children, nlaying on the verge of life, how much more of life a 
true secret did thev already know, than she, with all her vast native 
powers and wasted realms of bLackened and chaired experience ! 
what had she studied, and schemed, and calculated, and toiled, and 
somedP As a congaerorstiiQken unto death would render up aU 
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rjBgicms vaaqiiislied by his sword for one drop of water to his burnuig 
lips, how gladly would she have given all the knowledge bought with 
blood and fire, to feel one moment as those children felt ! Then, from 
out her silent and grim despair, stood forth, fierce and prominent, the 
great fiend, Revenge. 

Ej a monomania, not ^common to those who have made ielf the 
centre of being:, Lucretia referred to her own sullen history of wrong 
and passion, au that bore analogy to it. however distant. She had 
never been enabled, without an intolerable pang of hate and envy, to 
contemplate courtship and love in others. JProm the rudest shape to 
the most refined, that master-passion in the existence, at least of 
woman,— reminding her of her own brief episode of human tenderness 
and devotion, opened every wound, and wrung every fibre of a heart 
that, while crime had indurated it to most emotions, memory still left 
morbidly sensitive to one. But if tortured by the sight of love in 
those who had had no connection with her fate,— who stood apart 
from her lurid orbit, and were gazed upon only afar (as a lost soul, 
from the abyss, sees the gleam of angels' wings within some planet it 
never has explored), how ineffably more fierce and intolerable was the 
wrath that seized her, when, in her haunted imasinalio^ she saw all 
Susan's rapture at the vows of Mainwaring mantunff in Helen's face I 
All that might have disarmed a heart as hard, but less diseased, less 
pre-occupied by revenge, only irritated more the consuming hate of 
that inexorable spirit. Helen's seraphic purity,— her exauisite, over- 
flowing kindness, ever forgetting self,— her airy cheerfulness,— «ven 
her very moods of melancholy, calm and seemin^br causeless as they 
were, perpetually gfdled and blistered that wntning, preternatural 
susceptibility wmch is formed by the consciousness of infamy, the 
dreary esotism of one cut off from the charities of the world, — with 
wbom au mirth is sardonic convulsion, aU sadness, rayless, and unre- 
signed despair. 

Of the two, Percival inspired her with feelings the most akin to 
humanity. Por him, despite her bitter memories of his fathen she 
felt something of compassion, and shrunk from the touch of his frank 
hand ia remorse. She had often need to whisper to herself that his 
life was an obstacle to the heritage of the son, of whom, as we have 
seen, she was in search, and whom, indeed, she believed she had 
already found in John Ardworth: that it was not in ^^i>i;h and in 
yenjgeance that this victim was to be swept mto tlu? v^x\i\-\\ liul, as an 
indispensable sacrifice to a cherished obiect — fi tlriri ^ijfjM li policy. 
As, in the studies of her youth, she had udoijtcd tlic ifi!icliia,Tdjfim of 
ancient statecraft; as a rule admissible in pi i vale hfc. so ahjQ MegQud 
scarcely to admit as a crime that whicl] ^v[i3 but the remaSl to m 
barrier between her aim and her end. Be i't>rc kIio lia'I beroTno per* 
sonally acquainted with Percival, she l:riil rt jcctLd j Jl ru^toii to 
know nim. She had suffered Vamev to uall upon Imii the old 
protege of Sir Miles, and to wind into his intimacy, meaning to leave 
to her 'accompUee, when the hour should arrive, the dread task of 
destruction. This, not from cowardice, for Gabriel had once rightly 
described her when he said, that " if she lived with shadows she could 
quell them,'' but simply because, more intell^ctaally unsparing than 
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constitutionally cruel (save where the old vindictive meinoiies 
thoroughly unsexed her), this was a victim whose pangs she desired 
not to witness, over whose fate it was no luxury to gloat and revel. 
Sbe wished not ti> s( c nor to know him living, only to learn that he 
was no ruort^ itnJ t!j;it Helen alone stood between Laughton and her 
son. Now that lie Und himself, as if with predestined feet, crossed her 
tJiMaM!,— 4hat In , like Helen, had delivered himself into her toils, 
the hideous guilt, bclbre removed from her hands, became haunting', 
tented her face to face, and filled her with a superstitious awe. 

Meanwliile, her outward manner to both her meditated victims, if 
moody aud fitful at times, was not such as would have provoked sus- 
picion ft vcu in lr:^s cii dulous hearts. From the first entry of Helen 
under hor i(>(>f, sIlo [lad been formal and measured in her welcome, — 
kept her, an it were, aloof, and aflfected no prodigal superfluity of dis- 
simulation ; but she had never been positively harsh or unkind in word 
or in deed, and had coldly excused herself for the repulsiveness of her 
manneK 

"I am irritable/' she said, " from long-suffering; I am unsocial 
from habitual solitude ; do not expect from me the fondness and 
warmth that should belong to our relationship. Do not harass your- 
self with vain solicitude for one whom all seeming attention but 
reminds more painfully of infirmity, and who, even thus stricken 
down, would be independent of all cares not bought and paid for. 
Be satisfied to live here in all reasonable liberty, to follow your own 
habits and caprices uncontrolled. Regard me but as a piece of neces- 
sary furniture. You can never displease me, but when you notice that 
I live and suffer." 

If Helen wept bitterly at these hard words when first spoken, it was 
not with auffer that her lovine heart was so thrown back upon her- 
self. On the contrary, she oecame inspired with a compassion so 
great, that it took the character of reverence. She regarded this very 
coldness as a mournful difi^iity. She felt srateful that one who could 
thus dispense with, should yet have sought her. She had heard her 
mother say that " she had been under great obligations toLucretia;" 
and now, when she was forbidden to repay them, even by a kiss on 
those weary eyelids, a daughter's hand to that sleepless pillow ; when 
she saw that the barrier first imposed was irremovable, — that no time 
diminished the distance her aunt set between them, — ^that the least 
approach to the tenderness of service beyond the most casual offices, 
really seemed but to fret those excitable nerves, and fever the hand 
that she ventured timorously to dasp ; she retreated into herself with 
a sad amaze that increased her pity, and heightened her respect. To 
her, love seemed so necessary a thing in the helplessness of human 
life, even when blessed with health and youth, that this rejection of 
all love tin one so bowed and crippled, struck her imagination as 
something sublime in its dreary grandeur and stoic pride of inde- 
pendence. She regarded it as of old a tender and pious nun would 
nave rej^Gurded the asceticism of some sanctified recluse— as Teresa 
(had she lived in the same age) might have regutled St. Simon 
Stylites existing aloft from human sympathy on the roofless summit 
column of stone : and with tms feeling she sought to inspire 
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Percival. He had the heart to enter into her oompasaion, but not the 
imagination to sympathise with her reverence. Even the repugnant 
awe that he had firat conceived for Madame Dalibard, so bold was he 
by temperament, he had long since cast ofP ; he recomised only the 
moroseness and petulance of an habitual invalid, and shook playfully 
his glossy curls, when Helen, with her sweet seriousness, insisted on 
his recognising more. 

To this house few, indeed, were the visitors admitted. The Mivers's, 
whom the benevolent officiousness of Mr. Eielden had originally sent 
thither to see their young kinswoman, now and then came to press 
Helen to join some partv to the theatre, or Vauxhall, or a pic-nic in 
Eichmond park : but when they found their overtures, which had at 
first been politely accepted by Madame Dalibard, were rejected, they 
gradually ceased their visits, wounded and indi^niEmt. 

Gertam it was, that Lucretia had, at one time, eagerly caught at 
their well-meant civilities to Helen — now she as abruptly declined 
them. Why ? It would be hard to plumb into all the black secrets 
of that he^. It would have been out natural to her, who shrank 
from dooming Helen to no worse calamity than a virgin's grave, to 
have designed to throw her in such uncopgenial guidance^ amidst all 
the manitold temptations of the corrupt city— to have sufiered her to 
be seen, and to be ensnared by those fpaUauts ever on the watch for 
defenceless beauty ; and to contrast with their elegance of mien, and 
fatal flatteries— the grossness of the companions selected for her, and 
the unloving discomfort of the home iato which she had been thrown. 
But now that St. John had appeared— that Helen's heart and fancy 
were steeled alike against more dangerous temptation,— the object to 
be obtained from the pressing courtesy of Mrs. Mivers existed no 
more. The vengeance flowed iato other channels. 

The only other visitors at the house were John Ardworth and 
Gabriel Vamey. 

Madame Dalibard watched vigilantl;^ the countenance and manner 
of Ardworth, when, after presenting him to Percival, she whispered 
— " I am glad you assured me as to your sentiments for Helen. She 
has found there, the lover you wished for her — * gay and handsome as 
herself.'/' 

And, ia the sudden paleness that overspread Ardworth's face, in 
his comprest lips, and convulsive start, she read with unspeakable 
rage the untold secret of his heart— tiU the rage gave way to compla- 
cency at the thought that the last insult to her wrongs was spared 
her— that her son (as son she believed he was) could not now, at 
least, be the successful suitor of her loathed sister's loathed child. 
Her discovery, perhaps, confirmed her in her countenance to Percival's 
progressive wooing, and half reconciled her to the pangs it inflicted on 
herself. 

At the first introduction Ardworth had scarcely glanced at Percival. 
He regarded him but as the sleek flutterer in the sunshine of fortune. 
And for the idle, the ^ay, the fair, the well-dressed, and wealthy— the 
sturdy jvorkman of his own rough way, felt something of the unchari- 
table disdain which the laborious have mts too usually entertain for 
the prosperous haves. But the moment the unwelcome intelligence 
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of Madame I^alibard was oonveyed to him, the smooth-faoed boy 
swelled into dignity and importance. 

Yet it was not merely as a rivaLthat that stroog manly heart,*^ after 
the first natural agony, regarded Percival. No, he looked upon him 
less with anger than witn interest— as the one in whom Helen's 
happiness was henceforth to be invested. And to Madame Dalibard's 
astoishment, for this nature was wholly new to her experience, she 
saw him, even in that first interview, composing his rough face to 
smiles, smoothing his bluff imperious accents into courtesv, listening 
natiently, watchini^ benignly, and at last thrusting his large hand 
nwikly forth—gripnig Percival's slender fingers in his own : and then, 
with an indistinct chuckle, that seemed half laugh and half eroan. as 
if he did not dare to trust himself farther, he made his wontea uncere- 
monious nod, and strode hurriedly from the room. 

But he came again, and agaiiL almost daily, for about a fortnight; 
sometimes, without entering the house, he would join the youii^ 
people in the garden, assist them with awkward hands in their 
playful work on the garden, or sit with them in the ivied bower ; 
ancL warming more and more each time he came, talk at last with the 
cordial frankness of an elder brother. There was no disguise in this 
— ^he be^^ to love Percival— what would seem more strange to the 
superficuJ, to admire him. Genius has a quick perception of the 
moral auaJities : genius which, differing thus from mere talent,^ is 
more allied to the heart than to the head, sympathises genially with 
goodness. Ardworth respected that young, ingenuous, unpolluted 
mind : he himself felt beuer and purer in its atmosphere. Much of 
the affection he cherished for Helen passed thus beautifolly and nobly 
into his sentiments for the one whom Helen not unworthily preferrea. 
And they grew so fond of him ! as the young and gentle ever will 
grow fona of genius — however rough — once admitted to its com- 
panionship ! 

Perciv^, by this time, had recalled to his mind where he had first 
seen that strong-featured, dark-browed countenance^ and he gailv 
reminded Ardworth of his discourtesv, on the brow oi the hill wmcn 
commanded the view of London. That reminiscence made his new 
friend writhe ; for then, amidst all his ambitious visions of the future, 
he had «een Helen in the distance— the reward of every labour— the 
fairest star in his horizon. But he strove stoutljr against the regret 
of the illusion lost^ the mvendi causa were left him still, and for the 
nymph that had ghded from his clasp, he clung at least to the laurel 
that was left in her place. In the folds of his robust fortitude, Ard- 
worth thus wrapped his secret. Neither of his young plajinates 
suspected it. He would have disdained himself if he had so poisoned 
their ^>leasure. That he suffered when alone, much and bitterly, is 
not to be denied ^ but in that masculine ana complete being. Love 
took but its legitimate rank, amidst the passions and cares ot man. 
It soured no existence— it broke no heart— the wind swept some 
blossoms from the bough, and tossed wildly the agitated branches 
from root to summit, but the trunk stood firm. 

In some of these visits to Madame Dahbard's, Ardworth renewed 
with her the more private conversation which had so unsettled his past 
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coimotions as to his birth, and so disturbed the calm, strong currents 
of bis mind. He was chiefly anxions to learn what conjeotnres 
Madame Balibard had formed as to his parentage, and what gronnd 
there was for belief that he was near in olood to herself, or that he 
was bom to a station less dependent on continuous exertion : but on 
these points the dark sybil preserved an obstinate silence. She was 
satisfied with the hints she had ahreadv thrown out, and absolutely 
refused to say more till better authorisea by the inquiries she had set 
on foot. Artfcdly, she turned from these topics of closer and more 
household interest to those on which she had previously insisted — 
connected with the general knowledge of mankmd, and the compli- 
cated science of practical life. To fire lus genius, wing his enernes, 
infame his ambition above that slow, laborious drudgery to whicn he 
had linked the chances of his career, and which her fiery and rapid 
intellect was wholly unable to comprehend— save as a waste of life 
for uncertain and distant objects— became her task. And she saw 
with delight that Ardworth fistened to her more assentingly than he 
had done at first, in truth, the pain shut within his heart, the con- 
flict waged keenly between his reason and his passion^ unfitted him, 
for the time, for mere mechanical employment, in which his genius 
could afford him no consolation. Now, genius is given to man, not 
only to enlighten others, but to comfort as well as to elevate himself. 
Thus, in all the sorrows of actual existence, the man is doubly inclined 
to turn to his genius for distraction. Harassed in this world of 
action, he knocks at the gate of that world of idea or fancy which he 
is privileged to enter : he escapes from the day to the spirit. ' And 
rarelv, till some great grief comes, does the man in whom the celes- 
tial fire is lod^d know all the gift of which he is possessed. At last, 
^dworth's visits ceased abruptly. He shut himself up once more in 
MS chambers ; but the law books were laid aside. 

Yamey, who generally contrived to call when Ardworth was not 
there, seldom interrupted^ the lovers in their little j)aradise of the 

fwden* but he took occasion to ripen and cement his intimacy with 
ercival : sometimes walked, or (if St. John had his cabriolet) drove 
home and dined with him, tete-a-tete^ in Curzon-street ; and as he made 
Helen his chief subject of conversation, Percival could not but esteem 
him amongst the most agreeable of men. With Helen, when Percival 
was not there, Vamey h3d some secret conferences — secret even from 
Percival; two or three times, before the hour in which Percival was 
accustomed to come, they had been out together : and Helen's face 
looked more cheerful than usual on their return. It was not surpris- 
ing that Gabrial Yarney, so displeasing to a man like Ardworth, 
should have won little less favour with Helen than with Percival; 
for, to say nothing of an ease and suavity of manner which stole into 
the confiaence of those in whom to confide was a natural propensity, 
his various acquisitions and talents, imposing, from the surface over 
which they spread, and the glitter which they made, had an inevitable 
effect upon a mina so susceptible as Helen's to admiration for art and 
respect for knowledge. But what chiefly conciliated her to Yarney, 
whom she regarded, moreover, as her aunfs most intimate friend, 
was that she was persuaded he was unhappy, and wronged by 
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the world or fortnne. Yamiey had a habit of so representing himself 
— of dwelling with a bitter eloquence— which his natural maligmty 
made forcible-— on the injustice of the world to superior intellect. He i 
was a great accuser of Fate. It is the illogical weakness of some ' 
evil natures to lav all their crimes, and the consequences of crime, , 
upon Destiny, There was a heat, a yi«)Ui^ a rush of wordi^ and a I 
readiness of strong, if trite, imagery in wnat V amey said, that deceived 
the young into the monstrous error that he was an enthusiast — misan- I 
thropical^ perhaps, but only so from enthusiasm. How could Helen, 
whose sligntest thought, wnen a star broke forth from the cloud, or a { 
bird sung suddenly mm the copse, had more of wisdom and of poetry 
than all Vamey's gaudy and pamted seemings ever could even mimic | 
— ^how could she be so deceived P Yet so it was. Here stood a man 
whose youth she supposed had been devoted to refined and eleyadng { 
pursuit, ffifted, neelected, disappointed, solitary, and unhappy. She 
saw little beyond. I on had but to touch her pity to win her mterest, 
and to excite her trust. Of anything farther, even had Fercival never 
existed, she could not have dreamed. It was because a secret and { 
undefinable repugnance, in the midst of pity, trust and friendship, put I 
Vamey altogether out of the light of a possible lover, that all those 
sentunents were so easily kindled. Tms repugnance arose not from 
the disparity between their years ; it was rather that nameless uncon- 
genialitv, wnich does not forbid friendship, but is irreconcilable with 
love. To do Vamey justice, he never offered to reconcile tJie two. 
Not for love did he secretly confer with Helen—not for love did his 
heart beat against the hand which reposed so carelessly on his mur- 
derous arm. 



CHAPTER X. 



THE BATTLE OP THE SNAKE. 

The progress of affection between natures like those of Fercival and 
Helen, favoured by free and constant intercourse, was naturally rapid. 
It was scarcely five weeks from the day he had first seen Helen, ana he 
already regarded her as his plighted oride. During the earher days 
of his courtship, Fercival, enamoured and absorbed for the first time 
in his life, did not hasten to make his mother the corfidante of his 
happiness. He had written but twice ; and though he said briefly, in 
the second letter, that he had discovered two relations, both mte- 
restiug, md one charming, he had deferred naming them, or entermg 
into detail. This, not alone from that indescribable coyness which 
all have experienced in addressing even those with whom they arc 
most intimate, in the early, half-unrevealed, and mystic emotions of 
first love ; but because Laav Mary's letters had been so full of her 
sister's declining^ health, of her own anxieties and fears, that he had 
shrunk from giving her a new subject of anxiety; and a confidence. 



fdlL of bope and joy, seemed to him tmfeeling and tmseasonable. He 
loiew how necessarily uneasy and restless an ayowaL that his heart 
was seriously engaged to one she had never seen, would make that 
tender mother ; and that his confession would rather add to her cares, 
than produce sympathy with his transports. But now, feeliuff impa* 
tient for his mother's assent to the formal proposals which had oeoome 
due to Madame Balihard and Helen, and taking advantage of the 
letter last received from her, which gave more cheering accounts of 
her sister, and expressed curiosity for farther explanation as to hss 
half discjosure, he wrote at length, and- cleared ms breast of all its 
secrets. It was the same day in which he wrote this confession, and 
pleaded his cause, that we accompany him to the house of his sweet 
mistress, and leave him by her side, in the accustomed garden. 
Within, Madame Dalibard, whose chair was set by the window, bent 
over certain letters, which she took, one by one, fix)m her desk, and 
read slowly, lifting her eyes from time to time, and glancing towards 
the young people, as tney walked, hand in hand, round the small 
demesnes, now hid by the fading foliage, now emerging into view. 
Those letters were the early love-epistles of William Mainwaring. 
She had not recurred to them for years. Perhaps she now felt that 
food necessary to the sustainment of her fiendish designs. It was a 
strange spectacle, to see this being, so full of vital energy, mobile 
and restless as a serpent; condemned to that helpless decrepitude, 
chained to the uneasy seat — not as in the resigned and jpassive im- 
becility of extreme age. but rather as one whom, in the prune of life, 
the rack has broken, leaving the limbs inert, the mind active, the 
form as one dead, the heart with superabundant vigour a cripple's 
impotence, and a Titan's will ! What, in that dreary imprisonment, 
and amidst the silence she habitually preserved, passed through the 
caverns of that breast, one can no more conjecture, than one can count 
the blasts that sweep and rage through the hollows of impene^ble 
rock, or the elements that conflict in the bosom of the volcano, ever- 
lastingly at work. She had read, and replaced the letters, and leaning 
her cheek on her hand, was gazing vacantly on the wall, when Vamey 
intruded on that dismal solitude. 

He closed the door after him, with more than usual care ; and, 
drawing a seat dose to Lucretia's, said, Belle mere, the time has 
arrived for you to act— my part is well-nigh closed." 
" Ay ! " said Lucretia, wearily ; " what is the news you bring ? " 
"First," replied Vamey, and, as he spoke, he shut the window, as 
if his whisper could possibly be heard without— "first, all this busi- 
ness connected with Helen is at length arranged. You know when, 
agreeably to your permission, I first suggested to her, as it were 
casually, that you were so reduced in fortune, that I trembled to 
regard your future,— that you had years ago sacrificed nearly hidf 
your pecuniary resources to maintam her parents — she of herself 
reminded me that she was entitled, when of age, to a sum far ex- 
ceeding all her wants, and " 

" That I might be a pensioner on the child of William Mainwaring 
and Susan Mivers," interrupted Lucretia. " I know that, and thank 
her not. Pass on." 

n 
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^ And you know too, that in the course of mj conyenation with tlie 
girl, I let out also incidentally that, even so, you were dependent on 
the chances of her life ; that if she died (and youth itself is mortal) 
before she was of age^ the sum left her by her grandfather woula 
revert to her father's familjr ; and so, by hints. I orew her on to ask 
if there was no mode by which, in case of her death, she might insure 
subsistence to you. So that you see the whole scheme was made at 
her own prompting. I did but, as a man of business, suggest the 
means— an insurance on her life.'' , 

" Vamey, these details are hateful. I do not doubt that you have 
done all to forestal inquiry and elude risk. The girl has insured her 
life to the amount of her lortune ? " 

" To that amount only ! Pooh ! Her death will buy more than 
that ! As no one single ot&ce will insure for more tlian £5,000^ and 
as it was easy to persuade her that such oifices were liable to failure, 
and that it was usual to insure in several, and for a larger amount 
tlian the sum desired, I got her to enter herself at three of the prin- 
cipal offices. The amount paid to us on her death will be fifteen 
thousand pounds. It will be paid (and here I have followed the best 
legal advice) In trust to me for your benefit. Hence, therefore, even 
if our researches fail us, if no son of yours can be found, witli sufii- 
cient evidence to prove, against the keen interests and bought 
advocates of heirs-at-law, the right to Laughton, this girl will repay 
us well, will replace what I have taken, at the nsk of my neck, per- 
haps — certainly at the risk of the hulks, from the cai>ital of my uncle's 
legacy— will refund what we have spent on the inquiry— and the 
residue will secure to you an independence, sufficing for your wants 
almost for life, and to me, what will purchase with economy"— and 
Vamey smiled — "a year or so of a gentleman's idle pleasures. Are 
you satisfied thus far P " 

"She will die happy and innocent!" muttered Lucretia, with the 
growl of demoniac disappointment. 

"Will you wait, then, till my forgery is detected, and I have no 
power to Duy the silence of the trustees— wait till I am in prison, and 
on a trial for life and death P Befiect every dav, every hour of delay, 
is fraught with peril. But if my naiety is notiimg compared to tlie 
refinement of your revenge, will you wait till Helen manies Percival 
St. John. You start ! But can you suppose that this innocent love- 
play will not pass ranidly to its denouements It is but yesterday 
that Percival confided to me, that he should write this very day to 
his mother, and communicate all his feeUngs and his hopes ;— that he 
waited but her assent, to propose formalB^ for Helen. Now one of 
two things must happen. Either this mother, haughty and vain as lady 
mothers mostly are. may refuse consent to her son's marriage with 
the daughter of a disgraced banker, and the niece of that Lucretia 

Dalibard whom her husband would not admit beneath lus roof " 

"Hold, sir!" exclaimed Lucretia, haughtily, and amidst all the 
passions that darkened her countenance and degraded her soul, some 
nash of her ancestral spirit shot across her orow; but it nassed 
quickly, and she added, with fierce composure^" You are right ; go 
on!" 
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"Eitlier-^and pardon me for an insult that comes not from me— 
either this will be the case; Lady Mary St. John will hasten back in 
alarm to London ; she exercises extraordinary control over her son ; 
she may withdraw hira from us altogether, from me as well as you, 
and the occasion now presented to us may be lost (who knows ?) for 
ever ; or she may be a weak and fond woman,— may be detained in 
Italy by her sister's illness,— may be anxious that the last lineal 
descendant of the St. Johns should marry betimes ; and, moved by 
her darling^s prayers, m&j consent at once to the union. Or a third 
coarse, which* Fercival thinks the most probable, and which, though 
most unwelcome to us of all, I had well nigh for^tten, may be 
adopted. She may come to England, and. in order to judge her son's 
choice with her own eyes, may withdraw Helen from your roof to hers. 
At all events, delays are dangerous — dangerous, putting aside my 
personal interest, and regarding only your own object — ^may bring to 
our acts new and searchmg eyes— may cut us off from the habitual 
presence either of Percival, or Helen, or both : or surround them, at 



tions. The birds now are in our hancw. Why then open the cage and 
bid them fly, in order to spread the net P This morning all the final 
documents with the Insurance Companies are completed. It remains 
for me but to pay the first quarterly premiums. For that I think I 
am prepared without drawing farther on your hoards or my own scanty 
resources, which Grabman wiU take care to drain fast enouffh." 

" And Fercival St. John P" said Madame Dab'bard. "We want no 
idle sacrifices. If my son be not found, we need not that boy*8 ghost 
amonsgt those who haunt us." 

" Surely not," said Vamey ; and for my part, he may be more useful 
to me ahve than dead. There is no insurance on his life, and a rich 
friend (credulous green-horn that he is !) is scarcely of that flock of 
geese which it were wise to slay from the mere hope of a golden esg. 
Fercival St. John is your victim, not mine— not till you give the order, 
would I lift a finger to harm him." 

"Yes, let him live, unless my son be found to me," said Madame 
Dalibard, almost exmtingly: "let him hve to forget yon fair-faced 
fool, leaning now. see you, so delightedlv on his arm, and fancving 
eternity ra(the hollow vows of love !— let nim Hve to wrong and aban- 
don her by forgetfulness, though even in the grave ; to laugh at his 
boyish dreams— to sully her memory in the arms of harlots r Oh, if 
the dead can suffer, let him live that she majr feel beyond the grave 
his inconstancy and his faU ! Methinks that that thought will comfort 
me, if Vincent be no more, and I stand childless in the world !" 

"It is so settled, then," said Varney, ever ready to clench the busi- 
ness that promised gold, and relieve his apprehensions of the detection 
of his fraud " And now to jour noiseless hands, as soon as may be, 
I consign the girl : she has hved long enough ! " 
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CHAPTEPt XI. 

LOYE AlfD INNOCENCE. 

While tliis the conference between these execrable and ravening 
birds of niffht and prey, Helen and her boy-lover were thus conversing 
in the garden, while the autumn sun— for it was in the second week of 
October— broke pleasantly through the yellowing leaves of the tranquil 
shrubs, and the flowers, which should have died with the gone summer, 
still fresh by their tender care, despite the lateness of the season, 
smiled gratefdly as their li^ht footsteps passed. 

"Yes, Helen,^' said Peraval— "yes, you will love my mother, for 
she is one of those people who seem to attract love, as if it were a 
property belonging to tnem. Even my dog Beau (you know how fond 
Beau iaoime !) always nestles at her feet when we are at home. I 
own she has pride, but it is a pride that never offended any one. 
You know there are some flowers that we call proud. The pnde of 
the flower is not more harmless than my mother's. But perhaps 

I)ride is not the right word— it is rather the aversion to anything 
ow or mean, the admiration for everything pure and high. Ah, 
how that very pride— if pride it be— will mate her love you, my 
Helen ! " 

" You need not tell me," said Helen, smiling seriously, "that I shall 
love your mother, — ^Ilove her akeady ; nay. from the first moment you 
said you had a mother, my heart leaped to ner. Your mother ! if ever 
you are really jealous, it must be other ! but that she should love me 
—that ill is what I doubt and fear. Eor if you were my brother, Per- 
cival, I should be so ambitious for you. A nymph must rise from the 
stream, a sylphid from the rose, before I could allow another to st^ 
you from my side. And if I think I should feel this only as your sister, 
what can be precious enough to satisfy a mother ? " 

" You, and you only." answered Percival, with his blithsome laugh 
— "you, my sweet Helen, much better than nymph or sylphid, about 
whom, between ourselves, I never cared three straws, even in a poem. 
How pleased you will be with Lauffhton ! Do you liow. I was lying 
awake all last night, to consider what room you would like best for 
your own. And at last 1 have decided : — come, listen ; it opens from 
the music-gallery that overhangs the hall. Prom the window you 
overlook the southern side of the park, and catch a view of the lake 
beyond. There are two niches in the wall— one for your piano, one 
for your favourite books. It is just large enough to hold four persons 
with ease, — our mother and myself, your aunt, whom by that tune we 
shall have netted into good-humour ; and if we can coax Ardworth 
there— the best good fellow that ever lived. — ^I think our party will be 
complete. By l^e wav, I am uneasy about Ardworth, it is so lon^ since 
we have seen him; Ihave called three times— nay, five,— but his odd- 
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looking clerk always swears he is not at home. Tell me, HelexL now, 
yon who know him so well— teU me how I can serve him P You know, 
I am so terribly rich (at least, 1 shall be in a month or two) ; 1 can 
never get through my money, unless my friends will help me. And 
is it not shocking that that noble fellow should be so poor, and yet 
suffer me to call him ' Mend,' as if in friendship one man should want 
everything, and the other nothing? Still,! don t know how to ventiire 
to propose : — come, you understand me, Helen : let us lav our wise 
hewAs together, ana make him weU off, in spite oi himself." 

It was in this loose boyish talk of Percival's that he had found the 
wray not only to Helen's heart, but to her soul. For in this she (grand 
unaeveloped poetess) recognised a nobler poetry than we chain to 
rhythm-M;he poetry of generous deeds. She yearned to kiss the warm 
hand she held^ and drew nearer to his side, as she answered, — " And 
sometimes, dear, dear Perdval, you wonder why 1 would rather listen 
to you than to all Mr. VameVs oitter eloquence, or even to my dear 
cousiu's aspiring ambition. They talk well, but it is of themselves ; 
while jrou " 

Percival blushed, and checked her. 

" Well," she said—** well, to your question. Alas ! you know little 
of my cousin, if you think all our wts could decoy nim out of his 
rugged independence, and, much as I love him, I could not wish it. 
But do not fear for him ; he is one of those who are bom to succeed, 
and without hdp." 

How do you know that, pretty prophetess ? '* said PerdvaL with 
the superior air of manhooa. **I have seen more of the world than 
you have, and I cannot see why Ardworth should iucceed, as you call 
it : or, if so, why he should succeed less if he swung his hammock in 
a oetter berth than that hole in Ghra/s Inn, and would just let me 
keep him a cab and a sroom." 

Had Percival talked of keeping John Ardworth an elephant and a 
palanquin. Helen could not have been more amused. She clapped her 
nttle hanos in a delight that provoked Percival, and laudied out loud. 
Then, seeing her boy-lover's lip pouted petulantly, and nis brow was 
overcast, she said, more seriously, — 

**Do you not know what it is to feel convinced of something which 
you cannot explain P Well, I feel this as to my cousin's fame and 
fortunes. Surely, too, you must feel it, you- scarce know why, when 
he spei^ of that future, which seems so dim and so far to as of 
something that belonged to him." 

"Very true, Hden," said Percival, '*he lays it out like the map of 
his estate. Cme can'i laugh when he says so carelessly, * At such an 
age I shall lead my circuit, — at such an age I shall be rich, — at such 
aa age I shall enter parliament,— and beyond that I shall look as yet 
no farther.' And, poor fellow, then he will be forty-three ! And in 
the meanwhile to suffer such privations ! " 

"There are no privations to one who lives in the future," said 
Helen, with that noble intuition into lofty natures, which at times 
flasheafrx)mher childish simplicity, foreshadowing what, if Heaven spare 
her life, her maturer intelle^ may devdope ; ** for Ardworth there is no 
such tmng as poverty. He is as rich in nis hopes as we are ia ^" 
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She stopped short, blushed, and continued, with downcast looks, " As 
well might you pity me in these walks, so dreary without you. I do 
not live in wiem— 1 live in my thoughts of you." 

Her voice trembled with emotion in those last words. She slid 
from Percival's arm, and timidly sat down (and he beside her) on a 
little mound under the single chestnut-tree, that threw its shade oyer 
the garden. 

Both were silent for some moments, — Percival, with grateful 
ecstacy,— Helem with one of those sudden fits of mysterious melaa- 
choly, to which ner nature was so subjected. 

He was the first to speak. "Helen," he isaid, gravely. " since \ 
have known you, I feel as if life were a more solemn thing than I ever 
regarded it before. It seems to me as if a new and more arduous duty 
were added to those for which 1 was prepared— a duty, Helen, to 
become worthy of you ! Will you smile r No— you will not smile, if 
I say I have had my brief moments of ambition. Sometimes as a boy, 
with Plutarch in my hand, stretched idly under the old cedar-trees 
at Laughton,— sometimes as a sailor, when, becalmed on the Atlantic, 
and my ears freshly filled with tales of Gollingwood and Nelson, I stole 
from my comrades, and leant musingly over the boundless sea. But 
when this ample heritage passed to me — ^when I had no more my own 
fortunes to make, my own rank to build up, such dreams became less 
and less frequent. Is it not true that wealth makes us contented to be 
obscure ? Yes ; I understand, whilel speak, why poverty itself befriends, 
not cripples, Ardworth's energies. But since Ihave known you, dearest 
Helen, those dreams return more vividly than ever. He who claims you 
should be— must be— something nobler than the crowd! Helen!" 
— and he rose by an irresistable and restless impulse — "I shall 
not be oontented till you are as proud of your choice as I of 
mine ! " 

It seemed, as Percival spoke and looked, as if boyhood were cast 
from him for ever. The unusual weight and gravity of his words, to 
which his tone gave even eloquence,— the steady flash of his dark 
eyes, — ^his erect, clastic form,— all had the dignity of man. Helen 
gazed on him silently, and with a heart so full, that words, would 
not come^ and toars overflowed instead. 

That sight sobered him at once.— he knelt down beside her, threw 
his arms around her— it .was his nrst embrace,— and kissed the tears 
away. 

"How have I distressed you P— why do jou weep P " 

" Let me weep on, Percival, dear Percival ! These tears are like 

prayers,— they speak to Heaven— and of you 1 " 
A step came noiselessly over the grass, and between the lovers and 

the sunBght stood Gabriel Vamey. 
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CHAPTEH XU. 



SUDDEN CELEBRITY A>fD PATIEKT nOPB. 



Percival was unusually gloomy and abstracted in his way to town 



those animal spirits which he owed to liis unrivalled physical organisa- 
tion and the ootuseness of his conscience. Seeing, at lend;h, that his 
gaiety did not communicate itself to Percival, he pausea and looked 
at him suspiciously. A falling leaf startles the steed, and a shadow 
the ffuilty man. 

" louare sad, Percival?" he said, inquiringly. "What has dis- 
turbed you P" 

" It IS nothing— ^r, at least, would seem nothing to you," an- 
swered Percival, with an effort to smile, "for I have heard you 
lau^li at the doctrine of presentiments. We sailors are more super- 
stitious." 

" What presentiment can you possibly entertain ? " asked Vamey, 
more anxiously than Percival could have anticipated. 

"Presentiments are not so easily defined, vamey. But, in tmth, 
poor Helen has infected me. Have you not remarked that, gay as she 
oabitually is, some shadow comes over her so suddenly, that one 
cannot trace the cause P " 

"My dear Percival," said Vamey, after a short pause, "what you 
say does not surprise me. It would be false kindness to conceal from 
you that I have heard Madame Dalibard say tliat her mother was, when 
about her age^ threatened with consumptive symptoms, — ^but she lived 
many years afterwards. Nay, nay, rally yourself ; Helen's appearance, 
despite the extreme purity of her complexion, is not tnat of one 
threatened by the terrible malady of our climate. The young are 
often haunted with the idea of early death. As we grow older, that 
thought is less cherished ; in youth it is a sort of luxury. To this 
moumful idea (which you see you have remarked as well as I) we must 
attribute not only Helen's occasional melancholy, ])ut a generosity of 
forethought which I cannot deny myself the pleasure of communi- 
cating to you, though her delicacy would be shocked at my indiscre- 
tion. You blow how helpless, her aunt is. Well, Helen, who is 
entitled, when of age, to a moderate competence, has persuaded me 
to insure her life, and accept a tmst to hold the moneys (if ever 
unhappily due) for the benefit of my mother-in-law, so that Madame 
Dalibard may not be left destitute, if her niece die before she is 
twenty-one. How like Helen !— is it not ? " 

Percival was too overcome to answer. 

Vamey resumed ; — "I entreat you not to mention this to Helen; 
it would offend her modesty to have the secret of her good deeds thus 
betrayed by one to whom alone she confided them. I could not resist 



tliat day, though Vamey was his 




and in the full play of 
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her entreaties, though, entre^nous, it cripples me not a ]jttle to advance 
for her the necessarjr sums for the premiums. Apropos, this brines 
me to a point on wmch I feel, as the vulgar idiom goes, ' very awS- 
ward,'— as I always do in these confounded money matters. But you 
were good enough to ask me to naint you a couple of pictures for 
Laughton. Now, if you could let me have some portion of the sum, 
whatever it be (for I don't price my paintings to you), it would very 
much oblige me.'' 

Perdval turned away his face as he wrung Yamey's hand, and 
muttered, with a choked voice, ^'Let me have my share in Helen's 
divine forethought. Good heavens! she, so young, to look thus 
beyond the grave, always for others— for others " 

Callous as the wretch was, Percival's emotion and his proposal 
struck Yarney with a sentiment like compunction. He had designed 
to appropnate the lover's gold, as it was now offored; but that 
Percival himself should propose it, blind to the ffiave, to which that 
gold paved the wav, was a horror not counted in those to which 
His feU cupidity ana his goading apprehensions had familiarised his 
conscience. 

" No," he said, with one of those waprard scruples to which the 
blackest criminals are sometimes suscepnble-— no. I have promised 
Helen to regard this as a loan to her, which she is to repay me when 
of age. "What you may advance me is for the pictures. I have a 
right to do as I please with what is bought bv my own labour. And 
the subjects of the pictures— what shall they be ? 

" Por one picture trv and recall Helen's aspect and attitude when 
yoa came to us in the garden, and entitle your subject — 'The 
torebodinff.'" 

" Hem r' said Yazney. hesitatingly, And the other subiect P" 

''Wait for that, till the joy-befls at Lauffhton have welcomed a 
bride, and then—and then, Vamey," added Percival, with something 
of his natural joyous smile, *' you must take the expression as you fina 
it. Once under my care, and, please Heaven, the one picture shall 
laughingly upbraid the other !" 

As this was said, the cabriolet stopped at Percival's door. Yarney 
dined with him that day ; and if the conversation flagged, it did not 
revert to the subject which had so darkened the bright spirits of the 
host, and so tried the hypocrisy of the guest. When Vame^ left, 
which he did as soon as the dinner was concluded, Percival silently ' 
put a cheque into his hands, to a greater amount than Yainey had 
anticmated even from his generosity. 

" Tjna is for four pictures, not two," he said shakinghis head; 
and then, with his characteristic conceit, he added— ''Well, some 
years hence, the world shall not call them overpaid. Adieu, my 
Medici; a dozen such men, and Art would revive in England." 

When he was left alone, Percival sat down, and, leaning his face on 
both hands, gave way to the gloom which his native manliness, and 
the delicacy that belongs to true affection, had made him strusm not 
to indulge m the presence of another. Never had he so loveoHelea 
as in that hour; never had he so intimatelv and intensely felt her 
matobless worth. The image of her unselfish, quiet, mdanoholy 
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consideration for that austere, uncaresaing, nnsympatliising relation, 
Tind^ whose shade her young heart must have withered seemed to 
Mm filled with a celestial pathos. And he ahnost hated Vamey that 
the cynic painter could nave talked of it with that business-like 
phlegm. The evening deepened; the tranqnil street grew stiU; the 
air seemed dose; the solitude oppressed nim; he rose abruptly, 
seized his hat, and went forth, slowly, and still with a h^yy 
heart. 

As he entered Piccadilly, on the broad step of that house succes- 
sively inhabited by the Dvke of Queensbury and Lord Hertford,— on 
the step of that mansion, up which so many footsteps light with 
wanton pleasure have gaily tiod, Percival's eye fell upon a wretched, 
sanalid, ragged obiect, doubled up, as it were, in that last despondency 
wnich has ceased to beg, that has no care to steal, that has no wish to 
live. Perdval halted, and touched the outcast. 

" What is the matter, my poor fellow ? Take care— the policeman 
will not suffer you to rest here. Come, cheer up, I say ! There is 
something to find you a better lodging !" 

The silver feU unheeded on the stones. The thinp of rags did not 
even raise its head, but a low broken voice, muttered— 

" It be too late now— let 'em take me to prison— let 'em send me 
'cross the sea to Buttany— let 'em hang me, if they please. I he's 
good for nothin' now— nothin* !" 

Altered as the voice was. it struck Percival as familiar. He looked 
down and caught a view oi the drooping face. 

" Up, man, up !" he said, cheerily ; " see. Providence sends you an 
old friend in need, to teach vou never to despair again." 

The hearty accent, more than the words, touched and aroused the 
poor creature. He rose mechanically, and a sickly, grateful smile 
passed over his wasted features, as he recognised St. John. 

" Come ! how is this P I have always understood that to keep a 
crossing was a flourishing trade now-a-days." 

" I 'as no crossin'. I 'as sold her ! " groaned Beck. " I he's good 
for nothin' now, but to cadge about the streets, and steal, and filch, 
and han^ like the rest on us ! Thank you, kindly, sir," (and Beck 
pulled his forelock), " but, please your 'onor, I vould rather make an 
mdonit!" 

" Pooh, pooh ! did'nt I tell you when you wanted a friend to come 
to me? Why did you doubt me, fooBsh fellow? Pick up those 
shilUngs — ^get a bed and a supper. Come and see me to-morrow at 
nine o'clock ; you know where— the same house in Ourzon-street : 
vou shall tell me then your whole story, and it shaU go hard but ru 
buy you another crossing, or get you something just as good." 

Poor Beck swayed a moment or two on ms slender le^, like a 
drunken man. and then suddenly falling on his knees, he Kissed the 
hem of his benefactor's garment, and fairly wept. Those tears 
relieved him— they seemed to wash the drought oT despair from his 
heart. 

" Hush, hush!* or we shall have a crowd round us. You'll not 

foTffet, my poor friend. No. , OnMon-street--nine to-morrow. 

^Uke baste, now, and get food and rest— yon look, indeed, as if you 
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wanted them. Ah ! would to heaven all the poyerty in this huge 
city stood here in thy person, and we could aia it as easily as I can 
thee!" 

Perciyal had moved on as he said those last words, and, looking 
back, he had the satisfaction to see that Beck was slowly crawling 
after him, and had escaped the grim question of a very portly police* 
man, who had no doubt expressed a natural indi^tion at the 
audacity of so ragged a skeleton not keeping itself respectably at 
home in its churchyard. 

Entering one of the dubs in St. James's-stieet, Perdval found a 
small knot of politicians in eager conversation respecting a new book 
which had been published but a day or two before, but which had 
already seized the public attention with that strong grasp which con- 
stitutes always an era in an author's life, sometimes an epoch in a 
nation's literature. The newspapers were full of extracts from the 
work— the gossips, of oosjectiure as to the authorship. We need 
scarcely sav that a book which makes this kind of sensation must hit 
some popular feeling of the hour, supply some popular want. Ninetjr- 
nine tmies out of a hundred, theretore. its character is political : it 
was so in the present instance. It may be remembered that that year 
Parliament sat during great part of the month of October, that it was 
the year in which the Eeform Bill was rejected by the House of 
Lords, and that public feeling in our time had never been so keenly 
excited. This work appeared during the short interval between the 
rejection of the Bill ana the prorogation of Parliament.* And what 
made it more remarkable was, that while stamped with the passion of 
the time, there was a weight of calm and stem reasoning, embodied 
in its vigorous periods, which gave to the arguments oi the advo- 
cate something of the impartiality of the judge. Unusually abstracted 
and unsocial— for, despite his youth and that peculiar oashfulness 
before noticed, he was generally alive enough to all that passed around 
him— Percival paid httle attention to the comments that circulated 
round the easy chairs in his vicinity, till a subordmate in the admiuis- 
tratioiL with whom he was slightly acquainted, pushed a small volume 
towardis him, and said : 

** You have seen this, of course, St. John ? Ten to one you do not 

guess the author. It is certainly not B m, though the Lord Chan- 

^llor has energy enough for anything, II says it has a touch of 

^ " Could M ^y have written it ? " asked a young member of Par- 
liament, timidly. 

" M y !— very like his matchless style, to be sure ! You can 

have read very little of M y. I should tiiink," said the subordinate, 

with the true sneer of an official and a critic. 

The young member could have slunk into a nutshell. 

Percival, with very lanjguid interest, glanced over the volume. But 
despite his mood, and his moderate affection for political writings, 
the passage he opened upon struck and seized him unawares. Though 
the sneer of the official was just, and the style was. not comparable to 

♦ Parliament wm proroffued October 20th j the bUl r^ect(4 by the Lordt, 
October 8th. 
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M fs, (whose is ?) still the steady rush of strong words, strong 

with strong thoughts— heaped massively together — showed the ease 
of genius and the gravity of thought the absence of all effeminate 
glitter— the iron cra])Dlewith the pith and substance of the argument 
opposed, seemed faminar to Percival. He thought he heard the deep 
bass of John Ardworth's earnest voice, when some truth roused his 
advocacy, or some falsehood provoked ms wrath. He put down the 
book bewildered. Gould it be the obscure, briefless lawyer in Gray's 
Iiui (that very morning the object of his younff pity), who was thus 
lifted into fame P He smiled at his own oredmity. ^But he listened 
with more attention to the enthusiastic praises that circled round, 
and the various guesses which accompamed them. Soon, however, 
his former gloom returned— the Babel oe^^ to chafe and wear;^ him. 
He rose and went forth again into the au*. He strolled on without 
purpose, but mechanically, into the street where he had first seen 
Helen. He paused a few moments under the colonnade which faced 
Beck's old deserted crossing. His pause attracted the notice of one 
of the unhappy beings whom we suffer to pollute our streets and rot in 
our hospitsQs. She approached and spoke to him— to him whose 
heart was so full of Helen ! He shuddered, and strode on. At 
len^h, he paused before the twin towers of Westminster Abbey, on 
which the moon rested in solemn splendour ; and in that space, one 
man only shiured his solitude. A figure with folded aims leant against 
the iron rails, near the statue of Canning, and his gaze comi>rehended 
in one view, the walls of the Parliament, in which tdl passions wage 
their war, and the glorious abbey, which gives a Walhalla to the 
great. The utter stillness of the figure, so in unison with the stillness 
of the scene, had upon Percival more effect than would have been 
produced by the most clamorous crowd. He looked round curiously, 
as he passed, and uttered an exclamation as he recognised John 
Ardworth. 

"You, Percival 1" said Ardworth— "a strange meeting-place at 
this hour ! What can brin^ you hither ? " 

** Only whim, I fear— and you? " as Percival linked his arm into 
Ardworfli's. 

" Twentv years hence I will tell you what brought me hither ! " 
answered Araworth, moving slowly back towards Whitehall. 
" If we are alive then ! " 

" We live till our destinies below are fulfilled ; till our uses have 
passed from us in this sphere, and rise to benefit another. Por the 
soul is as a sun, but with this noble distinction, the sun is confined in 
its career— day after day, it visits the same lands, gilds the same 
planets, or rather, as the astronomers hold, stands the motionless 
centre of moving worlds. But the soul, when it sinks into seeming 
darkness and the deep, rises to new destinies, fresh regions unvisitea 
before. What we call Eternity, may be but an endless series of those 
transitions, which men call deaths, abandonments of home after home, 
ever to fairer scenes and loftier neights. Age after age, the spirit, 
that glorious Nomad, may shift its tent, fated, not to rest in the dull 
Elysium of the Heathen, out carrying with it evermore its elements, 
—Activity and Desire. Why shoula the soul ever repose P God, its 
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Principle, reposes never. While we speak, new worlds are si>ark]ing 
forth— suns are throwing off their nebnlflB—ncbnlaB are hardening into 
worlds. ThG Almighty proves his existence by creating. Think you 
that Plato is at rest, and Shakspeare only basking on a snn-cloud P 
Labour is the very essence of spirit as of divinity; labour is the pur- 
^tory of the erring j it may become the hell of the wicked, but labour 
IS not the less heaven of the good ! " 

Ardworth spoke with unusual earnestness and passion; and his 
idea of the future was emblematic of his own active nature : for each 
of us is wisely left to shape out. amidst the impenetrable mists, his 
own ideal of the Hereaftet. The warrior child of the biting north 
placed Ms Hela amid snows, and his Himmel in the banquets of vic- 
torious war ; the son of the East, parched by relentless summer — ^his 
hdl amidst fire, and his elysium by cooling streams; the weary 
peasant sighs through life for rest, and rest awaits his vision beyond 
the grave ; the workman of geniusr-ever ardent, ever young^honours 
toil as the glorious development of bemg— and springs reneshed over 
the abyss of the grave— to follow, from star to star, the progress that 
seems to him at once the supreme felicity and the necessary law. So 
be it with the fantasy of eacn ! Wisdom that is infallible, and love 
that never sleeps, watch over the darkness— and bid darkness be, that 
we may dream! 

"Alas I" said the young listener— "what reproof do you not 
convey to those, like me, who, devoid of the power which gives 
results to every toil, have little left to them in life, but to idle life 
away. ^^All have not the gift to write, or harangue, or speculate, 

" Priend,*' interrupted Ardworth bluntly : " do not belie yourself. 
There lives not a man on earth— out of a lunatic asylum— who has 
not in him the power to do good. What can writers, haranguers, or 
speculators do more than that ? Have you ever entered a cottage — 
ever travelled in a coach— ever talked with a peasant in the fidd, or 
loitered with a mechanic at the loom, and not found that each of those 
men had a talent you had not, knew some things you knew not ? The 
most useless creature that ever yawned at a club, or counted the 
vmnin on his rags under the suns of Calabria, has no excuse for want of 
intellect. What men want is, not talent, it is purpose j— in other words, 
not the power to achieve but the will to labour, lou, Perdval St. 
John— ^tw affect to despond, lest you should not have your uses — ^you, 
with that fresh warm heart— you, with that pure enthusiasm for what 
is fresh and good—you, who can even admire a thing like Yamey, 
because, through the tawdry man, you recoenise art and skiU, even 
thoujrh wastea in spoiling canvas — you, wno have only to five as 
vou leel, in order to difrase blessings all around vou^fie, foolish 
ooy !— you. will own your error when I tell you wny I come from 
my rooms at Graves Inn to see the walls in which Hampden, a pJain 
country squire like you, shook with plain words the tyranny of eight 
hundred years." 

'* Ardworth, I will not wait your time to tell me what took you 
yonder. I have penetrated a secret that you, not kindly, kept mun 
^e. This morning you rose and found yourself funous ; this errmnf; 



?'0U haye come to gaze upon the scene of the career to which that 
ame will more rapidly conduct you " 

" And upon the tomb which the proudest ambition I can form on 
earth must content itself to win ! A poor conclusion, if all ended 
here!" 

" I am right, however," said Percival, with boyish pleasure. "It 
is 70U whose_praises have just filled my ears. You, dear— dear 
Araworth I flow rejoiced I am ! " 

Ardworth pressed neartily the hand extended to him: " I should 
have trusted you with my secret to-morrow. Percival ; as it is, keep 
it for the present. A craving of my nature nas been satisfied, a gnS 
has found distraction : as for the rest, any child who throws a stone 
into the water with all his force can make a splash ; but he would be 
a fool indeed, if he supposed that the splash was a sign that he had 
turned a stream." 

Here Ardworth ceased abruptly — and Percival, engrossed by a bright 
idea, which had suddenly occurred to him, exchumed— 

" Ardworth— your desire, your ambition is to enter parliament: 
there must be a dissolution shortly— the success of your book will 
render you acceptable to many a popular constituency. All you can 
want is a sum for the necessary expenses. Borrow tmit sum from me 
— ^repay me when you are in the cabinet, or attomey-generaL It shall 
be so ! " 

A look so bright, that even by that dull lamplight, the glow of the 
cheek, the brilliancy of the eye were visible— flashed over Ardworth's 
face. He felt at that moment what ambitious man must feel when 
the object he has seen dimly and afar is placed within his grasp ; 
but his reason was proof even against that strong temptation. 

He passed his arm round the coy's slender waist, and drew him to 
his heart, with g^ratefol affection, as he replied, 

" And what, if now in parliament, givmg up my career— with no 
regular means of subsistence— what could I be, but a venal adven- 
turer P Place would become so vitally necessary to me, that I should 
feed but a dangerous war between my conscience and my wants. In 
chasing Fame, the shadow, I should lose the substance. Independence, 
— ^why, that very thought would paralyse my tongue. No, no — ^my 
generous friend. As labour is the arch elevator of man, so patience 
is the essence of labour. First let me build the foundation, I may 
then calculate the height of my tower. Pirst let me be independent 
of the great— I wiU then be the champion of the lowly. Hold 1 — 
tempt me no more— do not lure me to the loss of self-esteem ! And 
now, Percival," resumed Ardworth, in the tone of one who wishes to 
plunge into some utterly new current of thought—" let us forget for 
awhile these solemn aspirations, and be frolicsome and human. 
' Nemo moiialium omnibus horis sapit.' ' Neque semper arcum iendit 
Apollo* What say you to a cigar r " 

Percival stared. He was not yet familiarised to the eccentric 
whims of his friend 1 

' " Hot negus and a cigar ! " repeated Ardworth, while a smile, full of 
drollery, played round the comers of his lips, and twinkled in his deep- 
set eyes. 
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'* Are you serious?" 

"Not serious— I have been serious enough," (and Ardworth 
sighed) " for the last three weeks. Who goes * to Corinth to be 
sage ' or to the Cider Cellar to be serious ?" 

* I subscribe, then, to the negus and cigar," said Percival, smiling ; 
and he had no cause to repent his comphancc, as he accompanied 
Ardworth to one of the resorts favoured by that strange person in his 
rare hours of relaxation. 

For, seated at his favourite table, which happened, luckily, to be 
vacant, with his head thrown carelessly back, and his ne^s steaming 
before him, John Ardworth continued to pour forth, till the clock 
struck three, jest upon jest— pun upon j)un— broad drollery upon 
broad drollery, without flagging, without mtermission— so varied, so 
copious, so ready, so irresistible, that Percival was transported out of 
aUhis melancholy, in enjoying, for the first time in his life, the exube- 
rant gaiety of a grave mmd once set free— all its intellect sparkling 
into wit — all its passion rushing into humour. And this was the man 
he had pitied ! — supposed to nave no sunnv side to his life ! How 
much greater had been his compassion ana his wonder, if he could 
have known all that had passed, within the last few weeks, through 
that gloomy, yet silent breast, which, by the very breadth of nismirtli, 
showed what must be the depth of its sadness! 



CHAPTER Xm. 

THE LOSS OP THE CEOSSING. 

Despite the lateness of the hour before he got to rest, Percival had 
already breakfasted, when his valet informed him, with raised, super- 
cilious eyebrows, that "an uncommon ragged sort of a person insisted 
that he had been told to call." Thouj^h Beck had been at the house 
before, and the valet had admitted him— so much thumer. so much 
more ragged was he now, that the trim servant — ^no close observer of 
such folks— did not recognise him. However, at Percival's order, too 
weU-bred to show surprise, he ushered Beck up with much civility : 
and St. John was paiiSolly struck with the ravages a few weeks had 
made upon the sweeper's countenance. The unes were so deeply 
ploufl^ed— the dry hair looked so thin, and was so sown with grey, 
that Beck nught have beat all Earren's skill in the part of an old man. 

The poor Sweeper's tale, extricated from its peculiar phraseobgy, 
was sim{)le enough, and soon told : — He had returned home at mght 
to find his hoards stolen, and the labour of his life overthrown. How 
he passed that night he did not very well remember. We mav 
well suppose that the little reason he possessed was well nigh berett 
fhom him. No suspicion of the exact thief crossed his perturbed 
mind. Bad as Grabman's character might be, he held a respectable 
position compared with the other lodgers in the house. Bill, the 
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cracksman, naturally, and by vocation, su^ested the hand that had 
despoil^ him '—how hope for redress, or extort surrender, from such 
a quarter? Mechanically, however, when the hour arrived to return 
to nis day's task, he stole down the stairs, and lo, at the verv door of 
the housCi Bill's children were at play^ and in the hand of the eldest 
he recogmsed what he called his " cumL" 
" Your cuiril !" interrupted St. John. 

"Yes, curril — vot the little uns bite, afore they gets their 
teethin'." 

St. John smiled, and supposing that Beck had some time or other 
been puerile enough to purchase such a bauble, nodded to him to con- 
tinue ; — ^to seize upon the urchin, and, in spite of kicks, bites^ shrieks, 
or scratches, repossess himself of his treasure, was the feat of a 
moment. The brat's clamour drew out the father— and to him Beck 
(pocketing the coral, that its golden bells mi^ht not attract the more 
experienced eve, ana influence the more formidable greediness, of the 
paternal thief) loudly, and at first fearlessly, appealed. Him he 
charged, and accused, and threatened with all vengeance, human and 
divine. Then changmg his tone, he implored— he wept— he knelt. 
As soon as the startled cracksman recovered his astonishment at such 
audacity, and comprehended the nature of the charge against himself 
and his family, he felt the more indignant from a strange and un- 
familiar consciousness of innocence. Seizing Beck by the nape of the 
neck, with a dexterous application of hand and foot, he sent him 
spinning into the kennel. 

" Go to Jericho, mud-scraper !" cried Bill, in a voice of thunder— 
"and if ever thou savst such avopner agin — ^^sparaging the characters 
of them 'ere motherless babes— 1^ seal thee up in a 'tato sack, and 
sell thee for fiv'penoe to No. 7, the great body-snatcher. Take care 
how I ever sets eyes agin on thy h-ugly mug ! " 

With that Bill clapped-to the door, and Beck, frightened out of his 
wits, crawled from the kennel, and bruised and smartmg, crent to his 
crossing. But he was unable to discharge his duties that day ^ his 
ill-fed, miserable frame was too weak for the stroke he had received. 
Lon^ before dusk, he sneaked away, and dreading to return to his 
lodging, lest, since nothing now was left worth robbing but his 
carcass. Bill might keep his word and sell that to the bodv-snatcher, 
he took refuge under the only roof where he felt he could sleep in 
safety. 

And here we must pause to explain. Li our first introduction of 
Beck, we contented ourselves with implying to the ingenious and 
practised reader, that his heart might still be large enough to hold 
something besides his crossing. Now^ one of the small alleys that 
have their vent in the great stream of Meet Street, there dwelt an old 
widow-woman, who eked out her existence by charing — an industrious, 
drudging creature, whose sole occupation, since ner husband, the 
loumeyman bricklayer, fell from a scaffola, and, breaking his neck, 
left her happily childless, as wcU as penniless — had been scrubbing 
stone-floors, and cleaning out dingy houses when about to be let, — 
charing, in a word. And in this vocation had she kept body and 
soul together, till a bad rheumatism and old age had put an end to 
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her utilities, and entitled her to the receipt of two shillings weeldy 
from parocmal mnnifcence. Between this old woman and Beck there 
was a mysterious tie— so mysterious that he did not well comprehend 
it himself. Sometimes he called her "mammy"— sometimes "the 
h-old crittur." But certam it is, that to her he was indebted for that 
name which he bore, to the puzzlement of St. Giles's. 

Becky Garruthers was the name of the old woman ; but Becky was 
one oft hose good creatures who are always called by their Ghnstian 
names, and never rise into the importance of the surname, and the 
dignity of "Mistress;"— lojpping off the last syllable of the familiar 
appellation, the outcast christened himself "Beck." 

And," said St. John, who in the course of question and answer 
had got thus far into the marrow of the Sweepers narrative, "is not 
this good woman really your mother ?" 

"Mother!" echoed Beck, with disdain; "no, I 'as a gritter 
mother nor she. Sint Poll's is my mother. But the h-old crittnr 
tuk care on me." 

"I really don't understand you. Saint Paul's is your mother?— 
How?" 

Beck shook his head mysteriously, and without answering the 
question, resumed the tale, which we must thus paraphrastically 
continue to deliver. 

When he was a little more than six years old, Beck began to earn 
his own hvelihood, hj running errands, holding horses, scraping 
together pence and hair-pence. Betimes, his passion for saving began : 
at first with a good and unselfish motive, that of surprising " mammy,'^ 
at the week's end. But when " mammv," who then gained enou^ 
for herself, patted bis head and called mm good boy, and bade him 
save for Ms own uses, and told him what a great thing it would 
be if he could lajr by a pretty penny against he was a man, he 
turned miser on ms own account; and the miserable luxury grew 
upon him. At last, by the permission of the police inspcSctor, 
strengthened by that of the owner of the contiguous house, he made 
his ^:reat step in life, and succeeded a deceased ne^ in the 
digmtv and emoloments of the memorable crossing. Prom that 
hour ne felt himself fulfilling his proper destmy; but poor Becky, 
alas, had abready fallen into the sere and yellow leaf! with her 
decline, her good qualities were impaired. Sne took to drinking — 
jiot to positive intoxication, but to making herself "comfortable;" 
— and, to satisfy her criiving. Beck, waking betimes one moiuuig, 
saw her emptying his pocLets. Then he resolved, quie% and with- 
out upbimdiug heT], to remove to a safer lodging. To save had 
become the nnp^iatiTe necessity of his existence. But to do him 
justice^ Beck liad a jrlLmmertiig sense of what was due to the " h-old 
critlur." Saturdfiy evening, he called at her house, and 

deposited wit h her n ccrts[in sum, not lai^ even, in proportion to his 
earoiiifjSj but. whkh seemed to the poor ignorant miser, who grudged 
cvGfy for thing to [iim!>e[f, ml enormous deduction from his total, and 
a sum flufflo^t for evij ry possible want of humankind, even to satiety, 
iisd TusWf in returuin^j d^Apoiled of alL save the few pence he Imd 
wqilNiirttot jjj^isoiifcSagtoh^ thatnot his least bitter pang 
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was in the remembrance that this was the only Saturday on which, 
for the first time, the weekly stipend would fail. 

But so ill and so wretched did he look when he reached her little 
room, that " mammy " forgot all thought of herself : and when he had 
told his tale, so kind was her comfortmg, so unselfish her sympathy, 
that his heart smote him for his old parsimony, for his hard resentment 
at her single act of peculation ; — ^had not she the right to all he made P 
But remorse and grief alike soon yanished in the fever that now 
seized him; for several days he was insensible; and wh6n he recovered 
sufficiently to be aware of what was around him, he saw the widow 
seated beside him, within four bare walls,— everything, except the 
bed he slept on, had been sold to support him in his illness. As soon 
as he could totter forth. Beck hastened to his crossing-;-alas, it was 
pre-occupied. His absence had led to ambitious usurpation. A one- 
legged, sturdy sailor had mounted his throne, and wielded his sceptre. 
Tnei decorum of the street forbade altercation to the contending 
parties; but the sailor referred discussion to a meeting at a flash 
hm se in th e "Rn nVnry that evening. There, a jury was appointed, and 
the c.'iitj ojK rif d the conventional laws that regulate this useful 
comiiniuiti', Beck was still in his rights ; his reappearance sufficed to 
ne^TB kb cbimaj aud au appeal to the policeman would no doubt 
re^tabHsh hia authority. But Beck was still so ill and so feeble, 
that he had a melancholv persuasion that he could not suitably per- 
form the duties of his office ; and when the sailor, not a bad fellow on 
the wliolt.% off (red to pay down on the nail what really seemed a very 
libt-ral sum tVr ]jf < k's peaceful surrender of his rights, the poor 
wretcL tlioutrhi of the bare walls at his "mammy's," of the long, 
dreary intcnal that must elapse, even if able to work, before the 
furmlnr^i pawned could be redeemed by the daily profits of his post, 
niiti a ^roan, he held out his hand, and concluded the bargain. 

Crc^f'puig hornc^ to his "h-old crittur," he threw the purchase-money 
into litr lap; llicii, broken-hearted, and in despair, ne slunk forth 
again in a sort of vague, dreamy hope, that the law, which abhors 
vi^bonds, would seize and finish him. 

When this tale was done, Percival did not neglect the gentle task 
of admonition, which the poor Sweeper's softened heart and dull 
remorse made the easier. He pointed out, in soft tones, how the 
avarice he had indulged had been, perhaps, mercifully chastised ; 
and drew no ineloquent picture of the vicious miseries of the con- 
firmed miser. Beck listened humbly and respectfully, though so little 
did he understand of mercy, and Providence, and vice, that the diviner 
part of the homily was quite lost on him. However, he confessed 
penitently that " the mattress had made him vorse nor a beast to the 
n-old crittur;" and that "he was cured of saving to the end of his 



" And now," said PercivaL "as ?^oti really seem not strong enough to 
bear this out-of-door work (the winter coming on, too), wnat say you 
to entering into my service ? I want some help m my stables. The 
work is easy enough ; and you are used to horses, you know, in ft 
sort of a way." 

Beck hesitated, and looked a moment undecided. At last^ he said, 
Q 
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"Please your 'onoitr, if I beant strong enongb for the crossm*, I*se 
afeard I'm too h-ailing to sarve you. And vouldn't I be vorse nor a 
wiper, to take your vages, and not vork for 'em h-as 1 h-ought ?" 

^' Pooh, we'll soon make you strong, my man. Take my advice — 
don't let your head run on the crossing. That kind of industry 
exposes you to bad company and bad thoughts." 

'^That s vot it is^ sir," said Beck, assentingly, laying his dexter 
forefi^er on his simster palm. 

" Well ! you are in my service, then. Go downstairs now, and get 
your breakfast : — ^by-and-by, you shall show me your * mammj^s * 
house, and we'll see what can be done for her." 

Beck pressed his hands to his eyes, trying hard not to cry ; but it 
was too much for him ; and as the valet, wnQ appeared to Percival's 
summons, led him down the stairs, his sobs were heard from attic to 
basement. 



CHAPTER XTV. 

KEWS moHL GRABSCAir. 

Thai? day, opening thus auspiciously to Beck^ was memorable also 
to other and more prominent persons m this history. 

Early in the forenoon a parcel was brought to Madame Dalibard 
which contained Ardworth's already famous Book, a goodly assortment 
of extracts from the newspapers thereon, and the following letter from 
the young author : — 

" You win see, by the accompanying packet^ that your counsels 
have had weight with me. I have turned aside m my slow leg itimate 
career. I have, as you desirei made * men talk of me.* Wmt solid 
benefit 1 ma.y reap from this, 1 know not. 1 shall not openhr avow 
the book. Such notoriety, cannot help me at the bar. But Uberam 
aninum excuse my pedantry— I have let my soul fi«e for a 

moment— I am now catchmg it back, to put bit and saddle on again. 
I will not tell you how you nave disturbed me— how you have stung 
me into this premature rush amidst the crowd— how, after robbing me 
of name and father, you have driven me to this experiment with my 
own mind, to see if I was deceivedL when I groaned to myself, 'The 
Public shall give you a name, and Fame shall oe your motner.' I am 
satisfied with the experiment. I know better now what is in me : 
and I have regained my peace of mind. If, in the success of this 
hasty work, there be that which will gratify the interest you so kindly 
take in me, deem that success your own: I owe it to you— to your 
revelations— to your admonitions. I wait patiently your own time for 
further disclosures ; till then, the wheel must work on, and the grist 
be ground. Kind and generous friend, till now I would not wonnd 
you by returning the sum you sent me— nay, more, I knew I should 
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t>lease tou by devotrng* part of it to the risk of giving this essay to 
the world, and so manng its eood fortune doably your own work. 
Now, when the publisher smiles^ and the shopmen bow, and I am 
acknowledged to have a bank m my brains,— you cannot be 
offended to receive it back. Adien. When my mind is in train again, 
and I feel my step firm on the old dull road, I will come to see yon. 
Till then, yours— bv what name ? Open the * Biographical Dictionary/ 
at hazard, and send me one." 
" Gre7*8 Inn." 

Not at the noble thoughts, and the deep sympathy with mankind, 
that glowed through that worl^ over which Lucretia now tremulously 
hurried, did she feel delight. AH that she reoo^pised, or desired to 
recognise, were those evidences of that Idnd of mtellect which wins 
its way through the world, and which, strong and unmistakeable, 
rose up in every page of that vigorous logic and commanding style. 
The book was soon dropped thus read : the newspaper extracts pleased 
even more. 

" TMs," she said, audibly, in the freedom of her solitude— "this is 
the son I asked for— a son in whom I can riso— in whom I can 
exchange the sense of crushimpf infamy for the old delicious ecstacy 
of pride I For this son can I rio tc>o nnu.-li ! No ; in what I may do 
for nim, methinks there will be > rc l . i. [ A rki lie caUs lus success 
mine — ^mine !" Her nostrils dilEited^ and her fn>Ejt rose erect. 

In the midst of this exultai^cm, Y&ntey found I ter, and before he 
could communicate the busindfts which had bronglit him, he had to 
listen, which he did with the seccet gmwing envy that every other 
man's success occasioned him, to her &ttghty self-felicitations. 

He could not resist saying, with a suf^er^ when she paused, as if to 
ask his svmpathy :— 

" AH this is very fine, Mle mere; and yet I should hardly have 
thought that coarse-featured, uncouth limb of the law, who seldom 
moves without upsetting a chair— never laughs but the panes rattle 
in the window— 1 should hardly have thought him the precise person 
to gratify your pride, or answer the family ideal of a gentleman and a 
8t. John." 

" Gabriel," said Lucretiaj sternly;— "you have a biting tongue, and 
it is folly in me to resent those privileges which our fearful connection 
gives you. But— this raillery- — " 

" Come, come, I was wrong— forgive it ! " interrupted Vamey, who, 
dreading nothing else, dreaded much the rebuke of his grim step- 
mother. 

" It is forgiven," said Lucretia, coldly, and with a slight wave of 
her hand ; then she added^ with composure : — 

" Long since— even whde heiress of Laughton— I parted with mere 
pride in the hollow seemings of distinction. Had I not, should I have 
stooped to William Mainwaring P What I then respected, amidst all 
the degradations I have known, I respect still; talent, ambition, 
intellect, and wiU. !Do you think I would exchange these in a son of 
mine, for the mere sraces which a dandng-master can sell him P Eear 
not. Let us give but wealth to that intelleot, and the world will see 
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no clumsiness in ibe moyements that inarch to its high places, aiid 
hear no discord in the laugh that triumphs over fools ! But you have 
some news to communicate, or some proposal to suggest/' 

" I have both," said Vamey. "In the first place, I have a letter 
from Grabman!" 

Lucretia's eyes sparkled, and she snatched eagerly at the letter her 
son-in-law drew forth. 

" Liyerpool, October, 1831. 

" Jason,— I think I am on the road to success. Having first i)os- 
sessed mvself of the fact, commemorated in the narish register, of the 
birth ana baptism of Alfred Braddell's son, for we must proceed 
regularly in these matters, I next set my wits to work, to trace that 
son's exodus from the paternal mansion. I have hunted up an old 
woman-servant, Jane Pnor, who lived with the BraddeUs. She now 
thrives as a laundress; she is a rank Puritan, and starches for the 
gpdly. She was at first very warjr and reserved in her communica- 
tions, but by siding with her prejudices and humours, and by the 
intercession of theHev. Mr. Graves fof her own persuasion), ihave 
got her to open her lips. It seems that these Braddells hved very 
unhappily— the husband, a pious dissenter, had married a lady who 
tumea out of a very different practice and oelief . Jane Prior pitied 
her master, and detested her mistress. Some circumstances m the 
conduct of Mrs. Braddell made the husband, who was then in his last 
illness, resolve, from a point of conscience, to save his child from 
what ne deemed the contamination of her precepts and example. 
Mrs. Braddell was absent from Liverpool, on a visit, which was 
thought very unfeeling bv the husband's friends : during this time 
Braddell was visited constantly by a gentleman (Mr. Ardworth), who 
differed from him greatly in some things, and seemed one of the 
carnal, but with whom agreement in politics (for they were both great 
politicians and republicans) seems to have established a link. One 
evening, when Mr. Ardworth was in the house, Jane Prior, who 
was the only maid-servant (for they kept but two, and one had been 
just discharged), had been sent out to the apothecary's. On her return, 
Jane Prior going into the nursery missed the infant; she thought it 
was with her master ; but coming into his room, Mr. Braddell told her 
to shut the door, informed her that he had intrusted the boy to Mr. 
Ardworth, to be brought up in a righteous and pious manner, and 
implored and commanded her to keep this a secret from his wife, whom 
he was resolved, indeed, if he lived, not to receive back into his house. 
Braddell. however, did not survive more than two days this event. 
On his death, Mrs. Braddell returned; but circumstances connected 
with the symptoms of his malady, and a strong impression which 
haunted himself, and with which he had infected Jane Prior, that he 
had been poisoned, led to a posthumous examination of his remains. 
No trace of poison was, however, discovered, and suspicions that had 
been directed against his wife could not be substantiated by law ; 
still, she was regarded in so unfavourable a Ught by all who had known 
them both, she met with such little kindness or sympathy in her 
widowhood, and had been so openly denounced by Jane Prior, that it 
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is not to be wondered at that she left the place as soon as possible. 
The house, indeed, was taken from her, for Braddell's affairs were 
found in such confusioiL and his embarrassments so ^reat, that ever^- 
thinff was seized and sold off, — nothing left for the widow nor for the 
chila (if the last were ever discovered). 

" As ma^ be supposed, Mrs. BraddeA was at first very^ clamorous for 
the lost cmld ; but Jane Prior kept her promise, and withheld aU clue 
to it. And Mrs. Braddell was forced to auit the place, in .iffnorance 
what had become of it ; since then no one had heard of her ; out Jane 
Prior says that she is sure ' she had come to no good.' Now, though 
much of this may be, no doubt, familiar to you, dear Jason, it is right, 
when I put the evidence before you, t^t you snould know and guard 
against what to expect ; and in any. trial at law, to prove the identitv 
of Yincent Braddell, Jane Prior must be a principal witness, and will 
certainly not spare poor Mrs. Braddell. Por the main point, however, 
viz., the suspicion (n poisoning her husband, the inquest and verdict 
may set aside all alarm. 

' My next researches have been dnected on the track of Walter 
Ardworth, after leaving Liverpool, which (I find by the books at the 
inn where he lodged and was known) he did in debt to the innkeeper 
the very night he received the charge of the child. Here, as yet, I 
am in fault : but I have ascertained that a woman, one of the sect, of 
the lyune oi Joplin, living in a village fifteen miles from the town, had 
the care of some infant, to replace her own, which she had lost. I am 
going to this village to-morrow. But I cannot expect much in that 
quarter, since it would seem at variance with your more probable 
belief tnat Walter Ardworth took the child at once to Mr. !Eielden's. 
However, you see I have already gone very far in the evidence. — ^the 
birth of the child,— the delivery of the child to Ardworth. I see a 
very pretty case already before us, and I do not now doubt for a 
moment of ultimate success.— -Yours, ' 

Lucretia read steadilv, and with no change of countenance, to the 
last line of the letter. Then, as she put it down on the table before 
her, she repeated, with a tone of deep exultation—" No doubt of 
ultimate success ! ' 

" You do not fear to brave all which the spite of this woman, Jane 
Prior, maj prompt her to say against you P asked Vamey. 

Lucretia's brow fell. "It is another torture." she said, "even to 
own my marriage with a low-bom hypocrite. But I can endure it for 
the cause," she added, more haughtily. "Nothing can rea^ hurt me 
in these obsolete aspersions, and this vague scandal. The inquest 
acquitted me, and the world will be charitable to the mother of him 
who has wealth and rank, and that vigorous genius which, if proved in 
obscurity, shall command opinion in renown." 

"You are now, then, disposed at once to proceed to action. Por 
Helen all is prepared.— the insurances settled,— the trust for which I 
hold them on your behalf is signed and completed. But for Perdval 
St. John, I await your directions. Will it be best first to prove your 
son's identity, or when morally satisfied that that proof is forthcoT"^'"" 
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to remoye betimes both the bairien to his inheritance. If we ttaay 
for the last, the remoyal of 8t. John beoomes more snspdons than it 
does at a tiine when you have no visible interest in his death. BeBides. 
nowwe have the occasion, or can make it— can we tell howlonfit will 
last ? A^aoL it will seem more natnial that the lover shonla break 
his heart m the first shock of *' 

"Ay" intermpted Lucretia, ''I would have all thonght and con- 
templotion of crime at an end; when, clasping my boy to my heart, 1 can 
say, ' Yonr mother's inheritance is vours/ I would not have a murder 
before my eyes, when thev shonla look only on the £eur prospects 
beyond. I wonld cast back aU the hideons images of horror into the 
rear of memory, so that hope may for once visit me again nndistorbed. 
No, Gabriel, were I to speak for ever, yon wonld comprehend not 
what I msp at in a son ! It is at a future 1 BoDing a stone over 
the sepmchie of the past—it is as a resurrection into a fresh world, — 
it is to know acain one emotion not impure — one scheme not oriminaL 
It is, in a wor£ to cease to be as myseK to think in another soul, to 
hear mv heart beat in another form. AU this I covet in a son. And 
when all this should smile before me in his image, shall I be plucked 
back again into my heU^ bv the consciousness that a new crime is to 
be done P No ; wade ouickly through the passage of blood, that we may 
dry our garments, and breathe the au: upon the bank where sun shines 
and flowers bloom ! " 

" So be it, then ! " said Yamev. ** Before the week is out, I must 
be under tiie same roof as St. John. Before the week is out, why not 
all meet in the old halls of Laughton P'' 

" Ay. in the halls of Laughton ! on the hearth of our ancestors the 
deeds done for our descendants look less dark ! " 

And, first, to prepare the wa]r, Helen should sicken in these fogs 
of London, and want change of air.'' 

''Place me before that desk. I will read William Mainwarin^s 
letters again and again, till from every shadow in the past a voice 
comes forth, ' The child of your rival, your betrayer, your undoer, 
stands between the daylight and your son I ' " 



CHAPTER XV. 

YABISTIBS. 

JjELTDsa the guilty pair to concert their schemes, and indulge their 
atrocious hopes, we accompany Percival to the hovel occupied by 
Becky Garruthers. 

On following Beck into the room she rented, Percival was greatly 
surprised to find, seated comfortably on the on^ chair to be seen, no 
less a person than the worthy Mrs. Mivers. This good lady, in her 
spinster days, had earned her own bread by hard work. Shenad cap- 
tivated Mr, Mivers when but a simple housemaid in the service of 
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one of his relations. And wliile this humble condition in her earlier 
lilema^ account for much in her language and manners which is now- 
a-days inconsonant with the breeding and education that characterise 
the wives of opulent tradesmen, so perhaps the remembrance of it made 
her unusuallj susceptible to the duties of charity. For there is no 
class of society more prone to pity and relieve the poor than females 
in domestic service ; and this vnrtue Mrs. Mivers had not laid aside, 
as many do, so soon as she was ia a condition to practise it with 
effect, Mrs. Mivers blushed scarlet on being detected in her visit of 
kindness, and hastened to excuse herself by the i^ifonnation that she 
belonged, to a society of ladies for the Bettering the Condition of the 
Poor," and that having just been informed of Mrs. Becky's destitute 
state, she had looked m to recommend her— a ventilator ! 

"It's quite shooking to see how little the poor attends to the 
proper wentilating their houses. No wonder there's so much typus 
about ! " said Mrs, Mivers. " And for one-and-siipence we can intro- 
duce a stream of hair that goes up the chimbly, and carries away all 
that it finds!" 

"I'umbly thank you, marm," said the poor bundle of rags that 
went by the name of "Becky," as with some difficulty she contrived 
to stand in the presence of tne benevolent visitor; "but I'm much 
afeard that the hair will make the rheumatiz weary rumpatious ! " 

"On the contrary — on the contrary," said Mrs. Mivers. tri- 
umphantly; and she proceeded philosophically to ei^pkin that all the 
fevers, aches, pains, and physical ills that harass the poor arise from 
tiie want of an air-top in the chimney, and a perforated net-work in 
the window-pane. , Becky listened paliently ; for Mrs. Mivers was 
only a'philosopher in her taUc, and she had proved herself anything 
but a philosopher in her actions, by the spontaneous present of five 
shillings, and the promise of a basket oi victuals, and some oood 
wine, to keep the cold wind she invited to the apartment out of the 
stomach. 

Perdval imitated the silence of Becky, whose spirit was so bowed 
down by an existence of drudgery, that not even the sight of her 
foster-son could draw her attenUon from the respect due to a 
superior. 

And is this poor cranky-boking cretur your son, Mrs. Becky P " 
said the visitor, struck at last by the appearance of the ex-Sweeper, as 
he stood at the threshold, hat in hand. 

"No, indeed marm," answered Becky; "I often says— says I— 
'child, you be the son of Sint Poll's.' " 

Beck smiled proudly. 

"It was agin the grit church, marm—but it's a long story. My 
poor good man had not a long been dead— as good a man as h>ever 
lived, mann," and Becky dropped a curtsey ; "he fell off a scaffol, 
and mtchea light on his 'ead--or I should not have come on the 
parish, marm— and that's the taruth bn't ! " 

" Very well, I shall call and hear all about it— a sad case, I dare say. 
You see, your husband should have subscribed to our Loan Society, 
and then they'd have {pund him a 'andsome coffin, and given three 
pounds to his vndder. But the poor are so benighted in these ^' 
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I'm sure, sir, I can't guess what brought you here P— but that* s no 
business of mine. And how are all at Old ^Brompton P " — ^here Mrs. 
Mivers bridled indignantly. " There was a time when Miss Main- 
waring was very glad to come and chat with Mr. M. and myself ; but 
now *rum has nz/ as the saving is— not but what I dare say if s not 
her fault, poor thing !— that stiff aunt of hera^she need not look so 
hi^i—pride and j)overty, forsooth ! " 
While delivenng these conciliatory sentences. Mrs. Mivers had 

Sthered up her sown, and was evidently in the bustle of departure. 
i she now nodoed to Becky, Percival stepped up, and, with nis irre- 
sistible smile, offered her his arm. Much surprised^ and much flattered, 
Mrs. Mivers accepted it. As she did so, he gently detained her, while 
he said to Beckj : — 

'* My good fnend, I have brought you the poor lad. to whom you 
have been a mother, to tell you that good deeds find their reward 
sooner or later. As for him, make yourself easy : he will inform you 
of the new step he has taken; and for you, good, kind-hearted crea- 
ture, thank the boy you brought up, if your old age shall be made 
easy and cheerfoL iSow. Beck, siUy lad, go and tell all to your nurse ! 
Take care of this step, Mrs. Mivers." 

As soon as he was in the street, Percival, who, if amused at the 
ventilator, had seen the five shillings gleam on Becky's palm, and felt 
that he hiad found under the puce-coloured gown a ffood woman's 
heart to understand him, gave Mrs. Mivers a short sketch of ixwr 
Beck's history and misfortunes, and so contrived to interest her in 
behalf of the nurse, that she wiUingly promised to become Perdval's 
almoner, to execute his commission, to improve the interior of Becky's 
abode, and distribute weekly the liberal stipend he proposed to settle 
on the old widow. They had grown, indeed, quite friendly and inti- 
mate by the time he reacned the smart jslate-gla^d mahogany-coloured 
fagade, within which the flourishing business of Mr. Mivers was carried 
on ; and when, knocking at the private door, promptly opened by a 
lemon-colourea page, she invited nim upstairs, it so chanced that the 
conversation had slid off to Helen, and Percival was sufiidentily in- 
terested to bow assent, and to enter. 

Though all the way up the stairs Mrs. Mivers, turning back at every 
other step, did her best to impress upon her young visitor's mind the 
important fact that they kept their household establishment at their 
"wilier," and that their apartments in Reet-street were only a " con- 
wenience," the store set by the worthy housewife upon her jgoods and 
chattels was sufficiently visible in the iruKf^ that threaded its narrow 
way up the gay Brussels stair-carpet, and m certain layers of paper, 
which protected from the profanation of immediate touch the mimo- 
sany hand-rail. And nothmg could exceed the fostering care exhi- 
bited in the drawing-room, when the door thrown open admitted a 
view of its damask moreen curtains, pinned back from such imperti- 
nent sunbeams as could force their way through the foggy air of the 
east into the windows, and the eUs of yellow muslin that gruarded the 
frames^ at least, of a collection of coloured prints, and two kit-kat 
portraitures of Mr. Mivers and his lady, from the perambulations of 
the flies. 
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But Percival's view of this interior was somewhat impeded by his 
portiy guide, who. uttering a little exclamation of surprise, stood 
motionless on the threshold, as she perceived Mr. Mivers seated by 
the hearth in close conference with a gentleman whom she had never 
seen before. At that hour, it was so rare an event, in the life of Mr. 
Mivers to be found in the drawinff-room, and that ne should have an 
acquaintance unknown to his helpmate was a circumstance so much 
rarer still, that Mrs. Mivers may well be fornven for keeping St. 
John standing at the door till she had recovered her amaze. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Mivers rose in some confusion, and was apparently 
about to introduce his ^est, when that gentleman coughed and 
pinched the host's arm significantly. Mr. Mivers coughed also, and 
stammered out — " A gentleman, Mrs. M. — a friend stay with us a 
day or two. Much honoured— hum ! " 

Mrs. Mivers stared and curtseved, and stared a^in. But there 
-was an open, good-humoured smile in the face of the visitor, as he 
advanced and took her hand, that attracted a heart very easily con- 
ciliated. Seeing that that was no moment for further explanation, 
she plumped herself into a seat, and said— 

"But bless ns and save us, I am keeping you standing, Mr. St. 
John!" 

"St. John repeated the visitor, with a vehemence that startled 
Mrs. Mivers. 

"Your name is St. John, sir— related to the St. Johns of Laugh- 
ton!'* 

"Yes, indeed," answered Percival, with his shy, arch smile, 
"Laughton at present has no worthier owiier than myself." 

The gentleman made two strides to Percival, and shook him heartily 
by the hand. 

" This is pleasant, indeed ! " he exclaimed. " Yon must excuse my 
freedom ; but I knew well poor old Sir Miles, and my heart warms 
at the sight of his representative." 

Percival elanced at his new acquaintance, and on the whole was 
prepossessed in his favour. He seemed somewhere on the sunnier 
side of jSfty, with that superb yellow bronze of complexion which 
betokens long residence under eastern skies. Deep wrinkles near 
the eyes, and a dark circle round them, snoke of cares and fati^e, 
and perhaps dissipation. But he had evidently a vigour of constitu- 
tion that had borne him passably through all ; his frame was wiry and 
nervous ; his eye bright and full of life; and there was that abrupt, 
unsteady, mercurial restlessness in his movements and manner, which 
usually accompanies the man whose san^ne temperament prompts 
him to concede to the impulse, and who is blessed or cursea with a 
superabundance of energy, according as circumstance may favour or 
judgment correct, that equivocal gift of constitution. 

Perdval said something appropriate in reply to so much cordiality 
paid to the account of the ^ Miles whom he had never seen, and 
seated himself— colouring slightly nnder the influence of the fixed, 
pleased, and earnest look still oent upon him. 

Searching for something else to say, Percival asked Mrs. Mivers if 
she had lately seen John Ardworth. 
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The guest, who had just reseated himself, turned his chair round at 
that qnestioii with such vivacity, that Mrs. Mivers heard it crack. 
Her cluurs were not meant for such usage. A shade fell over her 
rosy countentmce as she replied— 

No, indeed (please, sir, them chairs is brittle) ! No — ^he is like 
Madam at Brompton, and seldom condescends to favour us now. It 
was but last Sunday we asked him to dinner. I am sure be need not 
turn up his nose at our roast beef and pudding V* 

Here Mr. Mivers was taken with a violent fit of cougbinff. which 
drew off his wife's attention. She was afraid he had taken oold. 

The stran^r took out a large 8nuff*boz. inhaled a long pinch of 
snuff, and said to St. John 

''This Mr. John Ardworth, a pert enough Jackanapes^ I suppose— 
a limb of the law, eh P" 

"Sir," said Percival gravely, "John Ardworth is my particular 
friend. It is clear that you know very little of him." 

"That's true," said the stranger— *"pon my life, that's very true. 
But I suppose he's like all lawyers— cunniog ana tricky, conceited 
and supercilious, full of prejudice and cant, and a red-hot Toiy into 
the baraain. I tnow them, sir— I know them !" 

"W^" answered St. Jonn, half gaily, half angrily, "your general 
experience serves vou very httle h^e; for Ardworth is exactly the 
opposite of all you nave described." 

''Even in politics P" 

"Why, I tear he is half a Radical— certainly more than a Whig," 
answered St. John, rather mournfully ; for his own theories were all 
the other way, notwithstanding his unpatriotic for^etfulness of l^em, 
in his offer to assist Ardworth's entrance into parliament. 

" I am veiT glad to hear it," cried the stranger, again taking snuff. 
"And this Madame at Brompton—perhaps I know ner a little better 
than I do young Mr. Ardwoixh— Mrs. Biiid— I mean Madame Dali- 
bard!" and the stranger glanced at Mr. Mivers. who was slowly 
recoverinff &om some vigorous slaps on the back, aaministered to him 
by his wife, as a counter-irritant to the cough. " Is it true tiiat she 
has lost the use of her limbs P" 

Percival shook Ms head. 

"And takes earn of poor Hcl^n Mumwaring, the orphan P Well, 
well ! that 1 ij i j k am iab fe i o i j .rlj ] n i ust see — ^I must see I " 

"Who fsliull £ say iciquircd 'JU:r her^when I see Madame DaU- 
bardP" aaked Peroival, with some curioaity. 

"Who? Oh,Mr.Tomkins. She wiU not recollect him, though,"-^ 
and the strim^er laughed, and Mr. Mivers laughed too : and Mrs. 
Mivers. "w ho, indec4 always koghed when other people laughed, 
laughed also. So Permval thouFrlit he ought to laugh for the sake of 
good company, and tDl \BXl^\\cd va^^cliLL r, as he arose and took leave. 

He had not. however^ U^iw the house, on his way to his 

cabriolet, I ioli ha lind fi. ]iy Ti'iii]:)]<: Bar, when, somewhsit to his 
surprise, liti fumid Mr. Tomkms at his elbow. 

' I beg your oardon, Mr. St. John, but I have only just returned 
to Englajio^ ana on such occasions a man is apt to seem curious. 
This young lawyer ; you see the elder Ardworth (a goodrfor-nothiiig 
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scamp !) was ft sort of friend of mine— not exactly friend, indeed, 
for. by Jove, I think he was a worse Mend to me than he was to any- 
body else — still I had a foolish interest for him. and should be glad to 
bear something more about any one bearing nis name, than I can 
coax out of that droll little linen-draper. You are reaUy intimate 
with young ArdwortL eh ?" 

•* Intimate ! poor fellow, he will not let any one be that ! He works 
too hard to be sociid. But I love him sincerely; and I admire him 
beyond measure." 

The do^ has industry, then— that* s good. And does he make 
debts, like that rascal, Ardworth senior P" 

" Aeally, sir, X must say, this tone with respect to Mr. Ardworth's 
father " 

" What the devil, sir! Do you iske the father's part, as well as 
the son's?" 

" I don't know anything about Mr. Ardworth, senior," said Percival, 
ponldnff ; " but I do know that my friend would not allow any one to 
speak 31 of his father in his presence ; and I beg you, sir, to consider, 
tnat whatever wotdd offend him, must offend me.'' 

" Gad's my life I He's the luckiest yoimg rogue to have such a 
friend. Sir, I wish you a very good day." 

Mr. Tomkins took off his hat— boWed— and passing St, John with 
a rapid step, was soon lost to his eye amongst the crowd hurrying 
westward. 

But our business being now rather with him than Percival, we leave 
the latter to mount his cabriolet, and we proceed with Mr. Mivers's 
mercurial guest on his eccentric way through the throng. 

There was an odd mixture of thou^htinil abstraction and quick 
observation in the soliloquy in which this gentleman indulged, as he 
walked briskly on. 

" A pretty young spark, that St. John ! A look of his father, but 
handsomer, and less affected. I like him. Vine shop that— very ! 
London wonderfully imnroved. A hookah in that window!— God 
bless me !— a real hookah ! This is all very good news about that 
poor boy— very. After all, he is not to blame if his mother was such 

a damnable must contrive to see and judge of him myself as 

soon as possible. Can't trust to others— too sharp for that ! What 
an ugly dog that is, looking after me ! It is certainly a bailiff. Hang 
it !— wiiat Qo I care for bsmiffs P Hem— hem ! " And the gentleman 
throst his hands into his pockets, and laughed, as the jingle of coin 
r^iohed his ear through the din without. Well, I must make haste 
to decide; for, really there is a very troublesome piece of business 
before me. Plagutf take her !— what can have become of the woman P 
I shall have to hunt out a sharp lawyer. But John's a lawyer himself. 
No— attorneys, I suppose, are the men, Gad! they were sharp 
euough when they had to hunt me ! Whaf s that great bill on the 
waU about P— ' Down with the Lords.' Pooh, pooh ! Master John 
Bull you love Lords a great deal too much tor that. A prettyish 
giriT English women are very good-looking: certainly. ThatLucretia 

—what sEall I do, if ^Ah, time enoign to, think of feer^ wheuX 

I have got over that njighty stiff if/" 
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In such cogitations and mental remarks onr traveller wliiled away 
the time, till he found himself in Ficcadilljr. There, a publisher^! 
shop (and he had that keen e^e for shops which betrays the stranger 
in London), with its new pubhcations exposed at thewindow, attracted 
his notice. Conspicuons amongst the rest was the oi>en title-pa^ of 
a book, at the foot of which was placed a placard, with the enticing 
words— "FouBTH Edition: just out," in red capitals. The title 
of the work struck his irritable, curious fanc^; he walked into the 
shop— asked for the volume— and while looking over the contents^ 
with muttered ejaculations : " Good '.—capital ! why this reminds one 
of Home Tooke I What's the price P verv dear— must have it though 
— must. Hal ha! home-thrust there! —while thus tumin^f over 
the leaves, and rending them asunder with his forefinger, regardless 
of the paper-cutter extended to him by the shopman, a gentleman 
pushing b7him, asked if the publisher was at home ; and as the shop- 
man, bowmg very low, answered, "Yes/* the new-comer darted into 
a Uttle recess behind the shop. Mr. Tomkins, who had looked up 
very angrily on being jostled so unceremoniously, started and changed 
colour, when he saw the face of the offender. " Saints in heaven !" 
he murmured almost audibly; "what a look of that woman! and yet 
— no— it is gone!** 

^^Who is that gentleman?" he asked, abruptly, as he paid for his 

The shopman smiled, but answered, "I don't know, sir." 
" That's a lie !— you would never bow so low to a man you did not 
know!" 

The shopman smiled again. " Why, sir. there are many who come 
to this house who don't wish us to know them.*' 

Ah, I understand ! you are political publishers— a£raid of libels, I 
dare sav. Always the same thmg in this cursed country, and then 
they tell us we are ' free ! ' So I suppose that gentleman nas written 
something William Pitt does not like. But, William Pitt !— ha— 
he*8 dead!— very true, so he is! Sir. this httle book seems most 
excellent ; but. m my time, a man would have been sent to Newgate 
forprinting it." 

While thus running on, Mr. Tomkins had edeed himself pretty 
close to the recess, within which the last comer had disappeared; ana 
there, seated on a high stool, he contrived to read and to talk at the 
same time, but his eye and his ear were both turned every instant 
towards the recess. 

The shopman, little suspecting that in so very eccentric, garrulous 
a person, he was permitting a spy to encroach upon the secrets of the 
house, continued to make up sundry parcels of the new publication 
which had so enchanted his customer, while he e:roatiated on the 
prodiffious sensation the book had created; and whue the customer 
himself had already caught enough of the low conversation witJun the 
recess to be aware that the author of the book was the very person 
who had so roused his curiosity. 

, Not till that gentleman, foflowed to the door by the polite pub- 
lisher, had quitted the shop, did Mr. Tomkins put his volume in his 
pocket, and, with a familiar nod at the shopman, take himself ofL 
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He was scarcely in the street, when he saw Fercival St. John leaning 
out of his cabriolet, and conversing with the author he had discovered 
He halted a moment irresolute, out the young man, in whom our 
reader recognises John Ardworth, declining St. John's invitation to 
accompany him to Brompton, resumed his way through the throng; 
the cabriolet drove on; and Mr. Tomkins, though with a graver mien, 
and a steadier step, continued his desultory rambles. Meanwhile, 
John Ardworth strode gloomily back to his lonely chamber. 

There, throwing himself on the well-wom chair before the crowded 
desk, he buried his face in his hands, and for some minutes he felt all 
that profound despondency, peculiar to those who have won fame, to 
add to the dark volume of experience the conviction of fame's notlung- 
ness. Tor some minutes, he felt an illiberal and ungrateful envv of 
■St. John— so fair, so li^ht-hearted, so favoured by fortune, so rich in 
friends— in a mother's love, and in Helen's half flighted troth. And 
he, from his very birth, cut off from the social ties of blood— no 
mother's kiss to reward the toils, or gladden the sports, of childhood 
— no father's cheering word up tne steep hill of man ! And Helen, 
for whose sake he had so often, when his heart grew weary, nerved 
himself a«kin to labour, saying — "Let me be rich, let me oe great, 
and then 1 will dare to teU Helen that I love her !"— Helen smiling 
upon another, unconscious of his pangs ! What could fame bestow 
in compensation P What matter that strangers praised, and the 
babble of the world's running streair. lingered its brief moment round 
the pebble in its way. In the bitterness of his mood, he was unjust to 
his nval. All that ex(iuisite,' but half-concealed treasure of imagina- 
tion and thought, which lay beneath the surface of Helen's childlike 
smile, he believea that he alone— he, soul of power and son of genius, 
was worthy to discover and to prize. In the pride not unfrequent with 
that kinghest of aU aristocracies, the Chiefs of Intellect, he forgot the 
grandeur which invests the attributes of the heart— forgot that, in the 
fists of lov^ the heart is at least the equal of the mind. In the 
reaction that follows great excitement, Araworth had morbidly felt, 
that day, his utter solitude— felt it in the streets through which he 
, had passed— in the home to which he had returned— the burning tears, 
' shed for the first time since childhood, forced themselves through his 
clasped fingers. At length, he rose, with a strong effort at self- 
mastery— some contempt of his weakness, and much remorse at his 
ungrateful envy. He gathered together the soiled manuscript and 
dingy proofe of his book, and thrust them through the grimy bars of 
his grate ; then, opening his desk, he drew out a small nacket, with 
tremulous fingers, unfolding paper after paper, and gazed, with eyes 
still moistened, on the relics kept till then, in the devotion of the only 
sentiment inspired by Eros, that had ever, perhaps, softened his iron 
natiire : these were two notes from Helen— some violets she had once 
given him, and a little purse she had knitted for him (with a playful 
prophecy of future fortunes), when he had last left the vicarage. 
Nor blame hhn, ye who with more habitual romance of temper, md 
richer fertility of^ima^matipn, can reconcile the tenderest memories 
with the sternest duties, if he. with all his strength, felt that the 
associations connected with those tgkens would but enervate hia 
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resolres, and embitter Mb resignation. Yon can gness not tlie extent I 
of the sacrifice, the bitterness of the pang, when, ayerting his he«d, j 
he dropped those relics on the hearth. The evidence of the desnltorj 
ambition, the tokens of the yisionarj love— the same flame leapt up 
to devonr both ! It was as the fnneral pyre of his youth 1 

" So !" he said to himself, "let all that can divert me from the tme 
ends of my life — consume !— Labonr, take back your son." 

An hour afterwards, and his clerk, returning home, found Ardwortii 
employed as calmly as usual on his Law Reports. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE INVITATIOW TO lATJOHTOK. 

That day. when he called at Brompton, Percival reported to 
Madame Dalibard his interview with the eccentric Mr. Tomkins. 
Lucretia seemed chafed and disconcerted by the inquiries with which 
that gentleman had honoured her, and as soon as rercival had gone, 
she sent for Vamey. He did not come till late—she repeated to him 
what St. John had said of the stranger. Vamey participated m her 
imeasy alarm. The name. Indeed, was unknown to them, nor could 
they conjecture the bearer of so ordinary a patronymic ; but there had 
been secrets enow in Lucretia's life, to render ner apprehenaire of 
encountering those who had known ner in earlier years ; and Vamey 
feared lest anv rumour reported to St. John might create his mistrust, 
or lessen the hold obtained upon a victim heretofore so unsuspicious. 
They both agreed in the expediency of withdrawing themselves and 
St. John, as soon as possible, from London, and frus&ating Perdval's 
chance of closer intercourse with the stranger, who had evidently 
aroused his curiosity. 

The next day Helen was much indisposed, and the symptoms grew 
so grave towards the evening, that Madame Dalibara expr»sed 
alarm, and willingly suffered Percival (who had only been permitted * 
to see Helen for a few minutes, when her lassitude was so extreme 
that she was obliged to retire to her room) to go in search of a physi- 
cian: he returned with one of thf^ mni emiiipiit of the faculty. On 

the way to Brompton, in reply to 1 hc^ qur ; l^ -i^ nf Dr . . Perdval 

spoke of the dejection to which 11 1 1 i j i v. ; , , i „ i . ■ i ; . 1 1 y »uqeot, and 
this circumstance confirmed Dr - - * liiii r hv. huA seen hb patient, 
in his view of the case. In addit i on Ui so ■ n n k vcn sh mi i^^tanutory 
symptoms which he trusted liis j^rL-^pripiions would speldQ^nmoy& 
he found great neryous debility, nnd wiOiur^ly i'cU in wiUi uiB casual 
suggestions of Vamey, who was present, t Imt. a chwifre of air would 
greatly improve Miss Mainwarin'^^ft ^t twvn] hvni^h, fis soon is the 
temporary acute attack had subsj dni I1 1 : « I i d u L>t i < ' ud t h oresent 
cqmpkint very seriously, and reassured poor PutgitbI hj \m dieerful 
mien and sanguine predictions. Pmxrd iMsamMlifc .tfeftiiiM tiie 
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-whole day, and had the satisfaction, before he left, of hearing that the 
remedies had abeady abated tlie fever, and that Helen had fallen into 
a profound sleep. Walking back to town with Vamey. the last said, 
hesitatingly— **Tou were saying to me the other day, tnat you feared 

Eu shonla have to go for a few days, both to Vernon Grange and to 
lughton, as your steward wished to point out to you some extensive 
alterations in the management of your woods to commence this 
autumn. As you were so soon coming of age. Lady Mary desired 
that her directions should yield to your own. Now: since Helen is 
recommended change of air, why not invite Madame Dalibard to visit 
you at one of these places r I would suggest Laughton. My poor 
mother-in-law, I know, longs to revisit the scene of her youth, ana you 
could not compliment or conciliate her more thaa by sucn an in- 
vitation." 

"Oh," said Percival, joyfully, "it would realise the fondest dream 
of my heart to see Helen under the old roof-tree of Laushton; but as 
my mother is abroad, and there is therefore no lady to receive 
themjperhaps " 

" yVky*' mterrupted Vamey, "Madame Dalibard herself is ahnost 
the very person whom les bienseances might induce you to select to do 
the honours of your house in Lady Mar/s absence : not only as kins- 
woman to yourself, but as the nearest surviving relative of Sir Miles 
— ^the most immediate descendant of the St. Johns; her mature 
3rears and decorum of life, her joint kindred to Helen and yourself, 
surely remove every appearance of impropriety." 

"If she thinks so, certainly— I am no accurate judge of such 
formalities. You could not oblige me more, Vamey, than in pre- 
obtaining her consent to the proposal. Helen at Laughton 1— Oh, 
blissful thought!" 

" And in what air would she be so likely to revive ?'* said Vamey, 
but his voice was thick and husky. 

The ideas thus presented to hmi, ahnost banished its anxiety from 
Percival's breast. Li a thousand delightful shapes they haunted him 
during the sleepless night. And when, the next morning, he found 
that Helen was surprisingly better, he pressed his invitation upon 
Madame Dalibard, with a warmth that made her cheek yet more pale, 
and the hand, which the boy grasped as he pleaded, as cold as the 
dead. But she briefly consented, and Percival, allowed a brief inter- 
view with Helen, had the rapture to see her smile in a delight as 
childlike as his own at the news he communicated, and listen, with' 
swimming eyes, when he dwelt on the walks tney should take 
together, amidst haunts to become henceforth dear to her as to him- 
self. Pfuryland dawned before them. ^ 

The visit of the physician justified Perdval's heightened spirits. 
All the acuter symptoms had vanished abready. He sanctioned his 
patient's departure from town as soon as Madiune Dalibard's conve- 
nience would permit, and recommended only a course of restorative 
medicines to slrengthen the nervous system, which was to commence 
with the following morning, and be persisted in for some weeks. He 
dwelt much on the effect to be derived from taking these medicines, 
the first thing in the day, as soon as Helen woke. Vamey a^'^ 
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Madame Dalibard exchanged a rapid glance. Charmed with the 
success that in this instance had attended the skill of the great physi- 
cian, Percival, in his usual zealous benevolence, now eagerly pressed 

upon Madame Dalibard the wisdom of consulting Dr. for her 

own malady ; and the doctor, puttiag on his spectacles, and drawing 
his chair nearer to the frownms cripple, began to question her of her 
state I but Madame Dalibard abruptly and discourteously put a stop 
to all mterrogatories — she had already exhausted all remedies art could 
suggest— she had become reconciled to her deplorable infirmity, and 
lost all faith in physicians some day or other she misht try the 
baths at Egra, dux, till then, she must be permitted to suffer 
undisturbed. 

The doctor, by no means wishing to undertake a case of chronic 
paralysis, rose smilingly, and with a uberal confession that the German 
baths were sometimes extremely efficacious in such complaints, 
pressed Percival's outstretched hand, then slipped his own into his 
pocket, and bowed his way out of the room. 

Relieved from all apprehension, Percival very ^ood-humouredl? 
received the hint of Madame Dalibard, that the excitement througn 
which she had gone for the last twenty-four hours rendered her uimt 
for his society, and went home to write to Laughton, and prepare 
aU things for uie reception of his guests. Yamey accompanied nim. 
Percival found Beck m the hall, already much altered, and embel- 
lished, by a new suit of livery. The ex-sweeper stared hard at Vamey, 
who, without recocnisinff, in so smart a shape, the squalid tatter- 
demalion who hadlightea him up the stairs to Mr. Grabman's apart- 
ments, passed him by into Percival's little study, on the ground- 
floor. 

"Well, Beck," said Percival, ever mindful of others, and attri- 
buting his groom's astonished gaze at Yamey to his admiration of 
that gentleman's showy exterior — "I shall send you down to tlie 
country to-morrow with two of the horses — so you may have 
to-day to yourself, to take leave of your nurse. 1 flatter myself 
you will find her rooms a little more comfortable than they were 
yesterday." 

Beck heard with a bursting heart; and his master, giving him a 
cheering tap on the shoulder, left him to find his way into the streets, 
and to Becky's abode. 

He foxmd, indeed, that the last had already undergone the magic 
.transformation which is ever at the command of god-like wealth. 
Mrs. Mivers, who was naturally prompt and active, had had pleasure 
in executing Percival's commission. Earlv in the mominff, floors had 
been scruboed— the windows cleaned— tne ventilator fixed ;— then 
followed porters with chairs and tables, and a wonderfol Dutch dock, 
and new beddings, and a bright piece of carpet ; and then came two 
servants belongmg to Mrs. Mivers to arrange the chattels: and 
finally, when all was nearly completed, the Avater of Mrs. Mivers 
herself, to give the last finish with her own mittened hands, and in 
her own housewifely apron. 

The ffood ladv was still employed in ranging a set of tea-cups on 
the shelves of the dresser, when Beck entered ; and his old nurse, in 
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the overflow of her gratitude, hobbled np to her foundling, and threw 
r her arms round his neck. 

? "That's right!" said Mrs. Mivers, good-humouredly, turning 
: round, and wiping the tear from her eye. You ought to make much 
f of him, poor lad ; he has turned out a ^d-send, indeed : and, upon 
: my word, he looks ybtv respectable in his new clothes. But what is 
this — a child's coral P as, opening a drawer in the dresser, she dis- 
5 covered Beck's treasure. " Dear me, it is a veiy handsome one— why, 
these bells look like gold!" — and suspicion oi her prot^gS's honesty 
for a moment contracted her thoughtftd brow — "how ever on eartn 
i did you come by this, Mrs. Becky P" 

"Sure and sartin," answered Becky, dropping her mutilated 
curtsey, " I he's glad it be found now, instead of sum days afore, or I 
might mve been vicked enough to let it ^ with the rest to the pop- 
shop : and I'm sure the time 's out of mmd, ven that 'ere boy was a 
h-urcnin, that I've risted the timtashung, and said, 'No^ Becky 
Carruthers. that maun't go to my h-uncle's !' " 
"And wny not, my good woman P" 

" Lor' love you, marm. if that curril could speak, who knows vot 
it might say— ek lad, wno knows P You sees, marm, my good man 
had not a long been dead— I could not a get no vork, no vavs — 
'Becky Carruthers,' says I, *you must go out in the streets a 
begging!' I niver thought I should a come to that. But my poor 
husband, you sees, marm, feU from a scaffol,— as good a man as 
h-ever " 

" Yes, yes, you told me all that before," said Mrs. Mivers, growing 
impatient, and already diverted from her interest in the coral by a 
new cargo, all bright from the tinman, which, indeed, no less instan- 
taneously, absorbed the admiration both of Beck and his nurse. And 
what with the inspection of these articles, and the comments each 
provoked, the coral rested in peace on the dresser, tiU Mrs. Mivers, 
when just about to renew her inquiries, was startled by the sound 
of the Dutch clock striking four, a voice which reminded her of 
the lapse of time, and her own dinner-hour. So, with many pro- 
mises to call again, and have a ffood chat with her humble friend, 
she took her departure, amidst the blessings of Becky, and the less 
noisy, but not less grateful salutations of Beck. 

Very happy was the evening these poor creatures passed together 
over their first cup of tea from the new bright copper kettle, and 
the almost-forgotten luxury of crumpets, in which their altered cir- 
cumstances permitted them, without extravagance, to indulge. In 
the course of conversation. Beck communicated how much ne had 
been astonished by recognising the visitor of Grabman, the provoker 
of the irritable grave-stealer, in the familiar companion of his master ; 
and when Becky told him how often, in the domestic experience her 
avocation of charing had accumulated, she had heard of the ruin 
brought on rich young men hj gamblers and sharpers. Beck pro- 
mised to himself to keep a sharp eye on Grabman's showy acquamt- 
ance. " Por master is but a babe fike " said he, majestically; " and 
I'd be cut into mincemeat afore I'd let an 'air on his 'cad come to 
'arm, if so he's h-as ow I could perwent it." 
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We need not eay that his nurse confirmed him in these good reso- 
lutions. 

" And now " said Beck, when the time came for parting, " you'll 
keep from tne gin-shop, old 'oman, and not shame the young 
master?" 

" Sartin sure," answered Becky ; " it is only ven vun is down in 
the vorld that vun goes to the licker-shop. Now, h-indeed," — and she 
looked round very proudly — " I 'as a 'spectable stasliion, audi 
vouldn't go for to lower it, and let 'em say that Becky Camithers 
does not Imow how to conduct herself. The curril will oe safe enaff 
now— but praps you had best take it yourself, lad." 

" Vot should I do vith it P I've had enuff of the 'sponsibility. Put 
it up in a 'ankerchiff, and praps ven master gets married, and 'as a 
babby vots teethin*, he vil say, ' Thank ye, 3eck, for your curril/ 
Vonld not that make us proud, mammy ?" 

Chuckling heartily at that vision. Beck kissed his nurse, and tirinsr 
hard to keep himseli upright, and do credit to the dignity of Ida clotb, 
returned to his new room over the stables. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

THE WAKING OP THE SERPENT. 

And how, O Poet of the sad belief, and eloquence, " like ebony at 
once dark and splendid " * how couldst thou, august Lucretins, 
deem it but sweet to behold from the steep the strife of the 
great sea, or, safe from the peril, ^aze on the wrath of the battle, 
or, serene in the temples of the wise, look afar on the wanderings 
of human error? Is it so sweet to survey the ills from which thou 
art delivered? Shall not the strong law of Simfatht find thee 
out, and thy heart rebuke thy philosophy? Not sweet, indeed, can 
be man's shelter in self, when he says to the storm, " I have no bark 
on the sea ;" or to the gods of the battle, " I have no son in the 
slaughter;" when he smiles unmoved upon Woe, and murmurs, 
" Weep on. for these eyes know no tears ;"-;-when unappalled, he 
beholdeth the black deeds of crime, and cries to his conscience, 
" Thou art cahn :"— Yet solemn is the si^t to him, who lives in ail 
life; seeks for Nature in the storm, and Providence in the battle; 
loses self in the woe } probes his heart in the crime ; and owns no 
philosophy that sets him free from the fetters of man. Not in vain 
do we scan all the contrasts in the large framework of civilised earth, if 
we note, " when the dust groweth into harcbess, and the clods cleave 
fast together." Range, Art, through all space, clasp together all 
extremes, shake idle wealth from its lethargy, and bid States look in 

* It was said of TtertnlUan, that " his style w like ebony, dark and splendid.'* 



hoveh, where the teacher is dumb, and Heason nnweeded rnns to rot ! 
Bid haughty Intellect pause ia its triumph, and doubt if intellect alone 
can deliver the soul from its tempters '.—Only that lives uncorrupt, 
which preserves in all seasons the human affections in which Vie 
breath of God breathes, and is ! Go forth to the world, O Art !— 
go forth to the innocent, the guilty the wise, and the duU !— go 
forth as the still voice of Fate !— speak of the insecurity even of 
Goodness below! — carry on the rapt vision of suffering Virtue 
through " the doors of the shadows of death !"--show thedim reve- 
lation svmboUed forth in the Tragedy of old !— how incomplete is 
man's destiny, how undeveloped is the justi6e divine, if Antigone 
sleep eternally in the ribs of the rock, and (Edipus vanish for ever 
in the Grove of the Furies ! Here, below, " the waters are Idd 
with a stone, and the face of the deep is frozen!" But above 
liveth He " who can bind the sweet influences of the Pleiades, and 
loose the bands of Orion." Go with Fate over the bridge, and she 
vanishes in the land beyond the gulf! Behold where the Eternal 
demands Eternity for the progress of His creatures, and the vindica- 
tion of His justice ! ^ 

It was past midnight, and Lucretia sat alone in her dreary room ; 
her headquried on ner bosom^ her eyes fixed on the ground, her 
hands resting on her knees : — it was an image of inanimate prostra- 
tion and decrepitude that might have moved compassion to its 
depth. The door opened, and Martha entered, to assist Madame 
Dalibard, as usual, to retiro to rest. Her mistress slowly raised her 
eyes at the noise oi the opening door, and those eyes took their 
searching, penetrating acuteness, as they fixed upon the florid nor 
uncomely countenance of the waiting-woman. 

In her starched cap, her sober-coloured stuff gown— in her prim, 
quiet manner, and a certain sanctified demureness of aspect, thero was 
something in the first appearance of this woman, that impressed you 
with the notion of respectability, and inspired confidence in those 
steadjr good qualities which we seek in a Ixusty servant. But, more 
doseur exammed, an habitual observer might have found much to 
Qualigr, perhaps to disturb, his first preposessions. The exceedii^ 
lowness of the forehead, over which tli^t stiff harsh hair was so puri- 
tanically parted— the severe hardness of those thin small lips, so 
pursed up and constrained— even a certain dull cruelty in those light, 
cold blue eyes, might have caused an uneasy sentiment^ ahnost 
approaching to fear. The fat grocer's spoiled child instmctively 
recoiled from her. when she entered the shop to make her household 
purchases ; the old, grey-wluskered terrier dog, at the pubUo house, 
slunk mto the tap when she crossed the threshold. 

Madame DaUbard silently suffered herself to be wheeled into the 
adjoining bed-room, and the process of disrobing was nearly completed 
before she said, abruptly— 

So you attended Mr.Yamey's undo in his last illness. Did he 
suffer much?" 

"He was a poor creature at best," answered Martha; "but he 
gave me a deal of trouble afore he went. He was a scranny corpse 
when I strecked him out." 

b2 
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Madame Dalibard shrank from the hands at that momisnt employed 
upon herself, and said— 

It was not, then, the first corpse yon have laid out for the 
grave P" 

" Not by many." 

" And did any of those you so prepared, die of the same com- 
plaint?" 

" I cjan't say, Tm sure," returned Martha. " I never inquires how 
folks die ; my bizness was to nurse 'em till all was over, and then to 
sit up. As tney say in my country—' Riving Pike wears a hood, when 
the weather bodes ill.' "* 

" And when you sat up with Mr. Vamey's uncle, did you feel 
no fear in the dead of the night P— that corpse before you — no 
fear?" 

" Young Mr. Vamey said I should come to no harm. Oh, he's a 
clever man. What should I fear, ma'am P" answered Martha^ with a 
horrid simplicity. 

" You have belonged to a very religious sect, I think I have heard 
you say— a sect not unfamiliar to me— a sect to which great crime is 
very rarely known P" 

Yes, ma'am, some of 'em be tame enough, but others be weelf 
deep!" 

'^You do not believe what they taught you ?" 
" I did, when I was young and silly." 
" And what disturbed your belief?" 

" Ma'am, the man what taught me, and my mother afore me, was 
the first I ever kep company with," answered Martha, without a 
change in her florid nue, which seemed fixed in her cheek, as the red 
in an autumn leaf. After he had mined me, as the girls say, Le told 
me as how it was all sham !" 

"You loved him, then?" 

" The man was well enough, ma'am, and he behaved handsome, and 
got me a husband. I've known better days." 

"You sleep weE at night?" 

" Yes, ma'am, thank you, I loves my bed." 

" I have done with you," said Madame Balibard. stifling a groan, 
as now. placed in her bed, she tamed to the wall. Martha ertin- 
guishea the candle, leaving it on the table by the bed, with a book 
and a box of matches, for Madame Dalibard was a bad sleeper, and 
often read in the night. She then drew the curtains, went 
her way. 

It might be an hour after Martha had retired to rest, that a hand 
was stretched from the bed, that the candle was lighted, and Lueretia 
Dalibard rose ; with a sudden movement she threw aside the coverings, 
and stood in her long night-gear on the floor. Yes, the helpless, 
paralysed cripple rose— was on her feet— tall, elastic, ereet ! It was 
as a resuscitation from the grave. Never was change 'more startling 

* " If Biyiag Pike do wear a hood, 

The day, be sore, viU ne'er be g^ood.*' 

A Laitcashirb Distzcs. 

t Wed,— whirlpool. 
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than that simple action effected— not in the form alone, but the whole 
chajnacter of the face. The solitary light streamed upward on a 
countenance, on every line of which spoke sinister power and strong 
resolve. If vou had ever seen her before, in her false, crippled state, 
prostrate ana helpless, and could have seen her then— those eyes^ if 
haggard stilly now full of life and vigour— that frame, if spare, towering 
aloft in commanding stature, perfect in its proportions as a Grecian 
image of Nemesis— your amaze would have merged into terror, so 
prerematural did the transformation appear!— so did aspect and 
bearing contradict the very character of her sex; uniting the two 
elements, most fotmidable in man or in fiend — wickedness and 
power I 

She stood a moment motionless, breathing loud, as if it were a Joy 
to breathe free from restraint, and then, liffcm^ the light, and gliding 
to the adjoining room, she unlocked a bureau m the comer, and bent 
over a small casket, which she opened with a secret spriuj^. 

Eeader, cast back your eye to that passage in this h£tory, when 
Lucretia Glavering took down the volume from the niche m the 
tapestried chamber at Laughton, and numbered, in thought, the hours 
left to her uncle's life. Look back on the ungrrateful thought— behold, 
how it has swelled and ripened into the guuty deed ! There, in that 
box. Death guards his treasure-crypt. There, all the science of Hades 
numbers its murderous inventions. As she searched for the ingre- 
dients her design had pre-selected, something heavier than those small 
packets she deranged, fell to the bottom of the box with a low and 
hollow sound. 8he started at the noise, and then smiled, in scorn of 
her momentary fear, as she took up the rin^ that had occasioned the 
sound— a ring plain and solid, like those used as signets in the Middle 
Ages, with a large duU opal in the centre. What secret could that 
bauble have in common with its ghastly companions in Death's cr^t ? 
This had been found amongst Ohvier's papers ; a note in that precious 
manuscript, which had given to the hands of his successors the keys 
of the grave, had discovered the mystery of its uses. By the pressure 
of the hand, at the touch of a concealed spiinff, a barbed point 
flew forth- steeped in venom, more deadly than the Indian extracts 
from the bag of the cobracapella, — a venom to which no antidote 
f is known, wnich no test can detect. It corrupts the whole mass 
J of the blood— it mounts in frenzy and fire to the brain— it rends 
the soul from the body in spasm and convulsion. But examine 
the dead, and how divme the effect of the cause?— how go back 
^ to the records of the Borgias, and amidst all the scepticism of tunes 
2 in which, happilv, such arts are unknown, unsuspected, learn from 
fhe hero of Sf acmavel how a dasp of the hand can get rid of a foe ? 
Easier and more natural to point to the living puncture in the skin, 
r and the swoUen flesh round it, and dilate on the danger a rusty nail — 
^? nay, a pin, can engender— when the humours are peccant, and the 
blood is imi)ure 1 The fabrication of that bauble, the discovery of 
Borgia's device, was the masterpiece in the science of Dalibard ; a 
curious and philosophical triumph of research, hitherto unused by its 
inventor and his heirs ; for that casket is rich in the choice 
gentile mateiiab ; but the use yet may come. As she gaz'^ 
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ring, there was a complacent and proud expression on Liiicretia's 
face. 

"Dumb token of Caesar Borgia!" she murmured— him of the 
wisest head and the boldest hand that ever grasped at empire ; — whom 
Machiavel, the yirtuous. rightly praised as the model of accompEsfaed 
ambition ! Why should I falter in the paths which he trod with his 
royal step, only because my goal is not a throne P Every circle is as 
complete m itself, whether rounding a elobule or a star. Whv groan 
in the belief that the mind de^es itself By the darkness thronm whidi 
it slides on its object, or the mire through which it ascends to the 
liillP Murderer as he was, poisoner, ana fratricide— did blood clog 
lus intellect P or crime impoverish the luxury of his genius ? Was 
his verse less melodious,*^ or his love of art less intense, or his elo- 
quence less persuasive, because he sought to remove every banier, 
revenge every wrong, crush every foe P " 

In tne wondrous corruption to which her mind had descended, thus 
murmured Lucretia. Intellect had been so louff made her sole god, 
that the very monster of history was lifted to Her reverence by his 
ruthless intellect alone : lifted, m that mood of feverish excitement, 
when conscience, often less silenced, lay crushed under the load of the 
deed to come, into an example and a guide. 

Though, at times, when looking back, oppressed by the blackest 
despair, no remorse of the past ever weakened those nerves, when the 
H9ur called up its demon, and the Will ruled the rest of the human , 
being as a machine. 

She replaced the ring— she redosed the casket, and rdocked its 
depository j then passedf asain into the adjoining chamber. 

A few mmutes afterwards, and the dim light that stole from the 
heavens (in which the moon was partially overcast), through the case- 
ment on the staircase, rested on a shapeless figure, robed in black 
from head to foot— a figure so obscure and indefinaole in outline, so 
suited to the gloom in its hue, so stealthy and rapid in its movements, 
that, had you started from sleep, and seen it on your floor, you would, 
perforce, nave deemed that your fancy had befooled you ! 

Thus darkly, through tne darkness, went the Poisoner to her 
prey. 

* It is weU known that Csesftr Borgia was both a munificent patron and an 
exquisite appreciator of art- well known also are his powers of persoasion ; but 
the general reader may not perhaps be acquainted with the fact, that this tenrfble 
criminal was also a poet. 
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* CHAPTER XYIIL 

KBTEOSPECT. 

Wb have now arrived at that stage in this history when it is neces- 
sary to look back on the interval in Lucretia's life— between the 
death of Dalibard, and her re-introduction, in the second portion of 
our tale. 

One day, without previous notice or warning, Lucretia arrived at 
"William Mamwaring s house ; she was in the deep weeds of widow- 
hood, and that garb of mourning sufficed to add Susan's tenderest 
conmiiseration to the warmth of ner affectionate welcome. Lucretia 
appeared to have forgiven the past, and to have conquered its more 
painful recollections; she was gentle to Susan, though she rather 
suffered than returned her caresses; she was open and frank to' 
William. Both felt inexpressibly grateful for her visit— the forgive- 
ness it betokened, and the confidence it implied. At this time, no 
condition could be more promising an(l prosperous than that of the 
young banker. Trom the first, the most active partner in the bank, 
ne had now virtually almost monopolised the business. The senior 
partner was old and infirm ; the second had a bucolic turn, and was 
much taken up by the care of a large farm he had recently purchased ; 
so that Mauiw;aring. more and more trusted and honoured, became 
the sole managing administrator of the firm. Business throve in his 
able hands ; and with patient and steady perseverance there was little 
doubt but what, before middle age was attained, his competence 
would have swelled into a fortune sufficient to justify him in realising 
the secret dream of his heart— the parliamentary representation of 
the town in which he had already secured the affection and esteem of 
the inhabitants. 

It was not long before Lucretia detected the ambition William's 
industry but partially concealed; it was not long before, with the 
ascendancy natural to her wiU and her talents, she began to exercise 
considerable, though unconscious, iiifluencp over a man in wliom n 
thousand ^good <|N.!ilit.ie:i, jujd i^cuwii gn-^it ttJ(.^Tits, were niLha]')i)ily 
accompanied by infirm piirpase and weat resolutions, Tlie ordiiiriry 
conversation o£ Juijusretia unsettled hh mind and inflamed his Yi\m\j— 
a conversation abifl) aspiringj full both of knowledge drawn from 
books, and of that experience of public men, which ner residence in 
Paris (whereon, with its new and greater CbarlemngnCi the eyes of 
the world were fuTJiDd) had added to her arrjuijiitfoiis in tlie lore of 
human life. Kothing more diaftu b.^ i[ tiiirjii like William Maiii- 
waring's than that species of elooueuco wliieh rebukes its patience in 
the present, bjiafimniiif &11 ita hopes iit tha foture. Lucretia had 
none of the chanoiii^ Mi^^ ^ womeu-'ivw of that tender interest 
in household cletgjb^iii^m mm;^ ti imm^ W^ iflMij^iiMmM 
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the intellect while softening the heart. Hard and yigoroius, ber sen- 
tences came forth in eternal appeal to the reason, or address to the 
sterner passions in which love has no share. Beside this strong 
thinker, poor Susan's sweet talk seemed frivolons and inane. Her 
soft hold upon Mainwarin^ loosened. He ceased to consult her upon 
business— he began to repme that the partner of his lot could haTe 
little symj)athy with his dreams— more often and more bitterly now 
did his discontented glance, in his way homeward, rove to the roof- 
tops of the rural memoer for the towi^; more eagerly did he read the 
parliamentary debates— more heavily did he si^ at the thought of 
eloquence denied a vent, and ambition delayed in its career. 

When arrived at this state of mind, Lucretia's conversation took a 
more worldly, a more practical turn. Her knowledge of the specula- 
tors of Paris mstructed her pictures of bold ingenuity creating sudden 
wealth ; she spoke of fortunes made in a day;— of parvmushxiisiaBg 
into mUlionmires — of wealth as the necessary instrument of ambitdon, 
as the arch ruler of the civilised world. Never once, be it observed, 
in these temptations, did Lucretia address herself to the heart — ^the 
ordinary channels of vulgar seduction were disdained bv her: she 
•would not have stooped so low as Mainwarinp's love, could she have 
commanded or allured it ; she was willing to leave to Susan the hus- 
band reft from her own passionate youth, but leave him with the 
brand on his brow and the worm at his heart— a scofT and a wreck. 

At this time, there was in that market-town one of those adven- 
turous speculative men, who are the more dangerous impostors, 
because unposed upon by their own sanguine chimeras^ who have a 
plausibility in their calculations, an earnestness in their arguments, 
which account for the dupes they daily make in pur most sober ana 
wary of civilised communities. Unscrupulous in their means, yet 
really honest in the belief that their objects can be attained, they are 
at once the rogues and fanatics of Mammon ! This person was held 
to have been fortunate in some adroit speculations ia the com trade, 
and he was brought too frequently into business with Mainwaring not 
to be a frequent visitor at the house. In him. Lucretia saw the very 
instrument of her design, she led him on to talk of business as a game 
— of money as a realiser of cent, per cent. — she drew him into details 
— she praised him. she admired. In his presence she seemed onlv to 
hear lum — in his absence, musingly, she started from silence to exclaim 
on the acuteness of his greniiis and the accuracjr of his figures. Soon 
the tempter at Mainwanng's heart gave signincation to these praises 
— soon this adventurer became his most mtimate friend. Scarcely 
knowing why, never ascribing the change to her sister, poor Susan 
wept, amazed at Mainwaring*s transformation— no care now for the 
new books from London, or the roses in the garden 1— the music on 
the instrument was unheeded ! Books, roses, music !— what are those 
trifles to a man thinking upon cent, per cent, f Mainwariag's very 
countenance altered— it lost its frank, affectionate beauty;— sullen, 
abstracted, morose— it showed that some great care was at the core. 
Then Lucretia herself began grievingly to notice the change to Susan 
—gradually she altered her tone witn regard to the speculator, and 
hinted vague fears, and urged Susan to remonstrance and wamiog. 
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AA she antioipated, warning and Temonstrance came in vain to the 
man, who comparing Lncretia's mental power to Susan's^ had learned 
to despise the unlearned timid sense of the last. 

It is unnecessary to trace this change in Mainwaring step br step, 
or to measure the time which sufficed to dazzle his reason ana blind 
his honour. In the midst of schemes and hopes, which the lust of 

fold now pervaded, came a thunderbolt. An anonymous letter to the 
ead parhier of the bank provoked suspicions that led to minute 
examination of the accounts. It seemed that sums had been irregu- 
larly advanced (upon bills drawn upon men of straw) to the speculator 
by Mainwaring ; and the destination of these sums could be traced to 
gambling operations in trade, in which Mainwaring had a private 
interest and partnership. So ff^&t, as we have said, had been the 
confidence placed in William's abilities and honour that the facilities 
afforded him, in the disposal of the joint stock, far exceeded those 
usually eranted to the partner of a firm, and the breach of trust 
appeared the more flagrant from the extent of the confidence mis- 
placed. Meanwhile, William Mainwaring, though as yet unconscious 
of the proceedings of his partners, was gnawed by anxiety and re- 
morse, not unmixed with hope. He depended upon the result of a 
bold speculation in the purchase of shares in a Canal Companv, a biU 
for which was then before Parliament, with (as he was lea to believe) 
a certainty of success. The sums he nad, on his own responsibility^ 
abstracted from the joint account were devoted to this adventure. 
But, to do him justice, he never dreamed of appropriating the j)rofits 
anticipated, to himself. Though knowing that the bills, on which the 
monies had been advanced, were mere^ nominal deposits, he had 
confidently calculated on the certainty of success for the speculations, 
to which the proceeds so obtained were devoted, and he looked for- 
ward to the moment when he might avow what he had done, and 
justify it by doubling the capital withdrawn. But to his inconceivable 
horror, the bill of the Canal Company was rejected in the Lords— the 
shares bought at a premium went down to zero ; and, to add to his 
perplexity, the speculator abruptly disappeared from the town. In 
this crisis^ he was summoned to meet his mdignant associates. 

The evidence against him was morally danming, if not legaLLy con- 
clusive. The unhappy man heard all in the silence of despair. 
Crushed and bewilderea, he attempted no defence. He asked but an 
hour to sum up the losses of the bank, and his own; thev amounted 
within a few hundreds to the ten thousand pounds he had brought to 
the firm, and which, in the absence of marriage-settlements, was 
entirely at his own disposal This sum he at once resigned to his 
associates, on condition that they should defray from it his personal 
HabiHties. The money thus repaid, his partners naturally relinquished 
all further inquiry. They were moved by pity for one so gifted and 
so fallen— they even offered him a subordinate, but lucrative situa- 
tion, in the firm in which he had been partner; but Mainwaring 
wanted the patience and resolution to wont back the redemption oi 
his name — perhaps, ultimatelv of his fortunes. In the fatal anguish 
of his shame and despair, he fled from the town, his flight con£med 
for ever the rumours agamst him— romoura worse than the reality. 
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It was long before he even admitted Susan to the kno^edge of i^e 
obscure imige he had sought; there, at length, she joined him. 
Meanwhile, what did LncretiaF— she sold nearly half of her own 
fortune, constituted principally of the moiety of her portion, which, 
at Dalibard's death, had passed to herself as sunrivor, and partly 
of the share in her deceased husband's effects, which the Rencn 
law awarded to her; and with the proceeds of this sum she 
purchased an annuity for her victims ! W as this strange generosity 
the act of mercy— the result of repentance ? No; it was one of the 
not least subtle and delicious refinements of her revenge. To know 
him who had rejected her— the rival who had supplanted— the miser- 
able pensioners of her bounty, was dear to her haughty and disdamfol 
hate. The lust of power, ever stron£;er in her than avarice, more than 
reconciled her to the saCTifice of gold;— yes, here, she, the despised, 
the degraded— had power still;— her wrath had ruined the fortunes 
of her victim, blastd the repute, embittered and desolated evermore 
the fnture, — ^now her contemptuous charity fed the wretched lives 
that she spared in scorn. She had no small difficulty, it is true, in 
persuading Susan to accept this sacrifice, and she did so only by sus- 
taining her sister's belief that the nast vet could be retrieved — that 
Mainwarmg's energies could yet rebuila their fortunes, — and that as 
the annuity was at any time redeemable, the aid therefore was onlv 
temporary. With this understanding, SusaiL overwhelmed with 
patitude, weeping and broken-heartedL departed to join the choice of 
ner youth. As the men, deputed by the auctioneer to arrange and 
ticket the furniture for sale, entered the desolate house, Lucretia 
then, with the step of a conqueror, passed from the threshold. 

"Ah!" she murmured as she paused, and gazed on the walls— 
"ah, they were happy when I first entered those doors! — ^hapnv in 
each other's tranquil love— happier still, when they deemed i nad 
for^ven the wrong, and abjured the nast ! How honoured was then 
their home ! How knew I then, for the first time, what the home of 
love can be? and who had destroyed for me, uiion all the earth, a 
home like theirs P— they on whom that home smiled with its serene 
and taunting peace!— I— I, the guest!— I— I, the abandoned!— 
the betrayed— what dark memories were on my soul ! what a hell 
boiled within my bosom !— Well might those memories take each a 
voice to accuse them !— well, from that helL might rise the Alecto ! 
Their lives were in my power ! — ^my fatal dowry at my command — 
rapid death, or slow consuming torture ;— but to nave seen each cheer 
the other to the grave, lighting every downward step with the eyes of 
love— vengeance, so urged, would have fallen only on myself! Ha! 
deceiver, didst tnou plume thyself, forsooth, on spotless reputation? 
— didst thou stand, me by thy side. among[st thy perjured household 



reputation, it is a scoff— thine honour, it is a ghost that shall haunt 
thee ! Thy love, can it linger yet P— Shall the soft eyes of thy wife 
not bum into thy heart, ana shame turn love into loathing ? Wrecks 
of my vengeance— minions of my bountv — did well to let ve live ! I 
shake the dust from my feet on your threshold live on— nomeless, 
hopeless, and childless ! The curse is fulfilled ! 
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"From that hour, Lucretia never paiised from her career to inquire 
dTnrther of her victims she never entered into communication with 
either. They knew not her address, nor her fate, nor she theirs. As 
she had reckoned, Mainwaring made no effort to recover himscLF from 
liis fall. ALL the high objects that had lured his ambition were gone 
from him evermore. No place in the state^ no authority in the 
senate, awaits in England the man with a bbghted name. Vox the 
lesser objects of life, he had no heart, and no care. They lived in 
obscurity in a small village in Gomwau, till the Peace allowed them 
to remove to France. The rest of their fate is known. 

Meanwhile, Lucretia removed to one of those smaller Londons — 
resorts of pleasure and idleness, with which rich England abounds, 
and in which widows of hmited mcome can make poverty seem less 
plebeian. And now, to all those passions that had hitherto raged 
-within her, a dismal apathy succeeded. It was the great calm in her 
sea of life. The winds fell, and the sails drooped. Her vengeance 
satisfied, that which she had made so pretematuraJly the main object 
of existence, once fulfilled, left her ia youth objectless. 

She strove at first to take pleasure m the society of the place, but 
its frivohties and pettiness of purpose soon wearied that masculine and 
gasping mind, already made insensible to the often healthful, often 
innocent, excitement of trifles, by the terrible ordeal it had passed. Can 
the touch of the hand, scorched by the burning iron, feel pleasure in the 
softness of silk, or the light down of the cygnet's plume P She next 
sought such rehef as study could afford; andner natiial bent of thought, 
and her desire to vindicate her deeds to herself plunged her into the 
fathomless abyss of metaphysical inquiry, with the hope to confinn into 
positive assurance her earher scepticism— with the atheist's hope to 
annihilate the soul, and banish the presiding God. But no voice that 
could satisfy her reason came from those dreary deeps : contradiction 
on contradiction met her in the maze. Only when, wearied with 
book-lore, she turned her eyes to the visible nature, and beheld every- 
where hannony, order^ system, contrivance, art, aid she start with 
the amaze and awe of mstinctive conviction ; and the natural religion 
revolted from her cheerless ethics ! Then came one of those sudden 
reactions common with strong passions and exploring minds— but 
more common with women, however manlike, than with men. Had 
she lived in Italy then, she had become a nun I Eor in this woman, 
tmlike Vamey and Dahbard, the conscience could never be utterly 
silenced. In her choice of evil, she found only torture to her spirit in 
aU the respites afforded to the occupations it indulged. When em- 
ployed upon ill, remorse gave way to the zest of scheming ; when the 
ill was done, remorse came with the repose. 

It was in this peculiar period of her life that Lucretia, turning 
everywhere, and desperately, for escape from the past, became ac- 
ouainted with some members of one of the most rigia of the sects of 
dissent. At first, she permitted herself to know and commune with 
these persons from a kind of contemptuous curiosity; she desired to 
encourage, in contemplating them, her experience of the follies of 
human nature ; but in that crisis of her mmd, in those struggles of 
her reason, whatever showed that which she yearned most to discover 
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—vk,f earnest faith, rooted and genuiiie conyictioii« whether of 
anniliilatioii or of immortality— a pmiosophy tliat might reconcile ha 
to crime by destroying the providence of good, or a creed that could 
hold out tne hope of redeeming the past, and exorcising sin hy the 
mystery of a Divine sacrifice, — ^had over ner a power which she had 
not imagined or divined. Gradually the intense convictions of her 
new associates disturbed and infected her. Their affirmations, that 
as we are bom in wrath, so sin is our second nature, our mystmous 
heritage, seemed, to her understanding, willing to be blinded, to 
imply excuses for her past misdeeds. Their assurances that the worst 
sinner may become the most earnest saint— that through but one act 
of the will, resolute faith, all redemption is to be found, — these 
affirmations and these assurances, which have so often restored the 
^Tuilty, and remodelled the human heart, made a salutary, if brie( 
impression upon her. Nor were the lives of these dissenters (for the 
most part, austerely moral), nor the peace and self-complacency which 
thev evidently found in the satisfaction of conscience and fuiiilment 
of duty, without an influence over her, that, for awhile, both chastened 
and soothed. 

Hopeful of such a convert the good teachers strove hard to con- 
firm tne seeds spiinging up nrom the granite and amidst the weeds ; 
and amongst them came one man more eloquent, more seductive than 
the rest, Alfred Braddell. This person, a trader at Liverpool* was one 
of those strange living paradoxes that can rarely be found out oi a 
commercial community. He himself had been a convert to the sect, 
and like most converts, he pushed his enthusiasm into the bigotry oi 
the zealot. He saw no salvation out of the pale into which he had 
entered ; but thoup^h his belief was sincere, it did not ^r^nially operate 
on his practical life ; with the most scrupulous atten^n to foi^, he 
had the worldliness and cunning of the camaL He had abjured 
the vices of the softer senses, but not that which so seldom wars on 
the decorums of outer life. He was essentially a money-maker- 
close, acute, keen, over-reaching. Good works with him were indeed 
as nothing— faith, the all in all. He was one of the elect, and could 
not fall. StiQ, in this man there was all the intensity which often cha- 
racterises a mind in proportion to the narrowness of its compass ; that 
intensity gave fire to his gloomy eloquence, and strength to his 
obstinate will. He saw Lucretia, and his zeal for her conversion 
soon expanded into love for her person ; jet that love was secondary 
to his covetousness. Though ostensibly in a flourishing business, he 
was greatly distressed for money to carry on operations which swellea 
bejrond the reach of his capitgd; his fingers itched for the sum 
which Lucretia had still at her disposal ; but the seeming sincerity of 
the man. the persuasion of his goodness, his reputation for sanctity, 
deceived her ; she believed herself honesilv and ardently beloved, and 
by one who could guide her back, if not to happiness, at least to 
repose. She herself loved him not, — she could love no more. But it 
seemed to her a luxury to find some one she could trusty she conld 
honour. If you had probed into the recesses of her mmd at that 
time, you would have found that no religious belief was there settled 
—only the desperate loish to believe^— only the disturbance of all 
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preyions infidelity, — only a restless gnawing desire to escape from 
memory, to emerge from the ffulf. In this troubled, impatient, dis- 
order of mind and feeling, she nnrried into a second mamage as fatal 
as the first. 

I'or awhile she bore patiently all the privations of that ascetic 
hotisehold ^ assisted in all those external formalities, centered all her 
intellect within that iron range of existence. But no grace descended 
on her soul— no wamj ray unlocked the ice of the well. Then, gra- 
dnally becoming aware of the niggardlv meamiesses^ of the narsh 
nncharitable judffments, of the decorous frauds that, with unconscious 
hypocrisj, her husband concealed beneath the robes of sanctity, a 
■weary disgust stole over her, — ^it stole, it deepened, it increased ; it 
became intolerable, when she discovered that !Braddell had knowingly 
deceived her as to his worldly substance. In that mood in which 
she had rushed into these ominous nuptials, she had had no thought 
for vulgar advantages ; had Braddell been a beggar, she had mamed 
him as rashly. But he, with the inability to comprehend a nature like 
hers — dim not more to her terrible vices than to the sinister grandeur 
which made their ordinarv atmosphere, — ^had descended cunningly to 
address the avarice he thought as potent in others as himself,— to 
enlarge on the worldly prosperity with which Providence had blessed 
him; and now irfie saw ihat her dowry alone had saved the crippled 
trader from the bankrupt list. With this revolting discovery,— with 
the scam it produced, vanished all Lucretia's unstable visions of 
reform. She saw this man a saint amongst his tribe, and would not 
believe in the virtues of his brethren, great and unquestionable as 
they might have been proved to a more dispassionate and humble 
inquirer. The imposture she detected, she deemed universal in the 
circle in which she dwelt \ and Satan once more smiled upon the sub- 
ject he regained. Lucretia became a mother-;-but their child formed 
no endearmff tie between the ill-assorted pair ; it rather embittered 
their discord. Dimly, even then, as she bent over the cradle, that 
vision which now, in the old house at Brompton, haunted her dreams, 
and beckoned her over seas of blood into the fancied future, was fore- 
shadowed in the ism of her w£mi son. To be bom again in that 
birth,— to live only hi that life^—to aspire as man may aspire, in that 
fature man wl^run i^ho ^\■^vM tr^thi to knowledge, and lead to power — 
these were thf: In 1 111^:^1 with uiiu-h ihat sombre mother gazed upon 
her babe. Tl ic i \ i i if t h < ■ lo v/ - h r 1 m grovelling father had the sole 
right over that son's dcet iriv, hmi the. authority to cabin his mind in 
the walls of f(>rm. liii^rj ]\m\ do^n to the sordid apprenticeship, 
debased, not di-riiJlt il ' the solemn mien- roused her indignant 
wrath— she siokcat d whi-n ISniddell touched ner child. All her pride 
. of intellect, ihixt \n\i\ nt'vcr slept— fdl her j)ride of birth, long dormant, 
woke up to prEittM t the lieir of hi r ^ ambition, the descendant of her 
race, from tnc di^lileinf/nt of thi-^ In r's nurture. Not long after her 
conunement, bkc i'orincd a ^laji lor escape — she disappearea from the 
house with ner child. Taking refuge in a cottage, Hvinff on the sale 
of the few jewels she possessed, she was for some weeks ahnost happy. 
But BraddeU, less grieved by the loss than shocked by the scandal, 
was indefatigable in his researches— he discovered her retreat. The 
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scene between them was terrible. There was no resistmg the pcywer 
which aU ciyilised laws give to the rights of husband and father. 
Before this man, whom she scorned so unutterably, Lucretia wns 
impotent. Then all the boiling passions long suppressed beneath that 
command of temper, which she owed both to habitual simulatioii and 
intense disdain, rushed forth. Then she ajppalled the impostor with 
her indimant denunciations of his hypocrisy, his meanness^ and bis 
guile. Then, throwing ofT the mask she had worn, she hurled her 
anathema on his sect, on his faith, with the same breath that smote 
his conscience, and left it wordless. She shocked all the notions he 
sincerely entertained, and he stood awed by accusations from a blas- 
phemer whom he dsured not rebuke. His raffe broke at leng^th from 
Lis awe. Stung, maddened by the scorn of himself, his blood fired 
into juster indignation by her scoff at his creed, he lost all self-posses- 
sion, and struck her to the ground. In the midst of shame, and dread 
at disclosure of his violence, which succeeded the act so proToked he 
was not less relieved than amazed when Lucretia, rising^ slowly, laid 
her hand gently on his arm, and said, " Kepent not, it is past ; fear 
not. I willbe silent I Come, you are the stronger— you prcTaSL I 
will follow my child to your home.". 

In this unexpected submission in one so imperious, Braddell's 
imperfect comprehension of character saw but fear, and his stupidity 
exulted in his triumph. Lucretia returned with him. A few days 
afterwards, Bradddl became ill; the illness increased, — slow, gradual, 
wearing. It broke his spirit with his health ; and then the stead&st 
imperiousness of Lucretia's stem will ruled and subjugated him. 
He cowered beneath her haughty, searching gaze, he shiyered at 
her sidelong, mali^ant glance \ but with tms tear came neces- 
sarily hate ; and this hate, sometimes suficin^ to vanquish the fear, 
spitefully evinced itself in thwarting her leg^itimate control over her 
infant. He would have it (thoush he had httle real love for children) 
constantly with him, and anected to contradict all her own orders to 
the servants, in the sphere in which mothers arro^te most the right. 
Onlv on these occasions sometimes would Lucretia lose her grim self- 
control, and threaten that her child yet should be emancipated from 
his hands— should yet be taught the scorn for hypocrites, which he 
had taught herself. These words sank deep not only in the resent- 
ment, but in the conscience of the husband. Meanwhile, Lucretia 
scrupled not to evince her disdain of Braddell; by markedly abstaining 
from all the ceremonies she had before so rigidly observed. The sect 
grew scandalised. Braddell did not abstain from making known his 
causes of complaint. The haughty, imperious woman was condemned 
in the community, and hated in the household. 

It was at this time that Walter Ardworth, who was then striving 
to eke out his means by political lectures (wmch at the earlier part m 
the century found ready audience) in our great towns, came to liver- 
pool. Braddell and Ardworth had been schoolfellows, and even at 
school, embryo politicians of congenial notions ; and the conversion of 
the former to one of the sects which had grown out of the old cieeds, 
that, under Cromwell, had broken the sceptre of the son of BeHaL ana 
established the Commonwealth of Saints, had only strengthenedf the 
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lepublicaxL tenets of the sour fanatic. Ardworth called on Braddell, 
and was startled to find in his schoolfellow's wife the niece of his 
benefactor. Sir Miles St. John. No^ Lucretia had never divulged 
her true parentage to her husband. In a union so much beneath her 
birth, she had desired to conceal from all her connections the fall of 
the once-honoured heiress. She had descended, in search of peace, to 
obscurity ; but her pride revolted from the thought, that her low-bom 
husband might boast of her connections, and parade her descent to 
his level, fortunately, as she thought, she received Ardworth before 
he was admitted to her husband, who now, growing feebler and 
feebler, usually kept his room. She stooped to beseech Ardworth not 
to reveal her secret^ and he, comprehending her pride, as a man weU- 
bom himself, and pitviog her pam, readily gave his promise. At the 
first interview, Bradaell evinced no pleasure in the si^ht of his old 
schoolfellow. It was natural enough that one* so precise should be 
somewhat revolted by one so careless 9f all form. But when Lucretia 
imprudently evinced satisfaction at his surly remarks on his visitor — 
when he perceived that it would please her that he should not culti- 
vate the acquaintance offered him, he was moved bvthe spirit of con- 
tradiction, and the sniteful delight even in frivolous annoyance to 
conciliate and court the intimacy ne had at first disdained: and then, 
by degrees, sympathv in political matters and old recollections of 
sportive, careless boyhood cemented the intimacy into a more familiar 
bond than the sectarian had contracted really with any of his late 
associates. 

Lucretia regarded this growing friendship with ^eat uneasiness — 
the uneasiness increased to alarm, when one day, m the presence of 
Ardworth, Braddell, writhing with a sudden spasm, said — "I cannot 
account for these strange seizures— I think venly I am poisoned ! " — 
and his dull eye rested on Lucretia*s pallid brow. She was unusually 
thoughtful for some days after this remark, and one mommg she 
informed her husband that she had received the intelligence that a rela- 
tion, from whom she had pecuniary expectations^ was dtmgerouslv ill, 
and requested his permission to visit this sick kinsman, who dwelt in 
a distant county. Braddell's eyes brightened at the thought of her 
absence: with little farther questioning he consented; and Lucretia, 
surejperhaps that the barb was in the side of her victim, and reckon- 
ing, it may be, on greater freedom from suspicion if her husband died 
in ner absence, left the house. It was, indeed, to the neighbourhood 
of her kindred that she went. In a private conversation with Ard- 
worth, when questioning him of his news of the present possessor of 
Laughton, he nad informed her, that he had heard accioentally that 
Vernon's two sons (Percival was not then bom) were sickly ; and she 
went into Hampshire, secretly and unknown, to see what were really 
the chances that her son might yet become the lord of her lost inheri- 
tance. 

During this absence, Braddell, now gloomily aware that his days 
were numbered, resolved to put mto practice the idea long contem- 
plated, and even less favoured by his spite than justified by the 
genuine convictions of his conscience, TVnatever his faults, sincere 
at least in his religious belief^ he might well Ipok with dread to the 
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prospect of the traininff and education his son wonld receive from ike 
hanos of a mother who had blasphemed his sect, and openly pro- 
claimed her infidelity. By will, it is true, he might create a trust, and 
appoint guardians to his child. But to have nved imder the same 
roof with his wife— nay, to have carried her back to that roof when 
she had left it, afforded tacit evidence that whatever the disagreement 
between them, her conduct could hardly have merited her exclusion 
from the privileges of a mother. The guardianship might therefore 
avtdl little to firustrate Lucretia's indirect contamination, if not her 
positive control. Beside, where guardians are appointed money must 
be left : and Braddell knew that at his death his assets would be 
found msufficient for his debts. Who would be guardian to a penni- 
less infant P He resolved, therefore, to send his child from his roof, 
to some place where, if reared humbij, it might at least be brought 
up in the right faith—some place which might defy the search and be 
beyond the perversion of the unbelieying mother. He looked round, 
and discovered no instrument for his purpose that seemed so ready as 
Walter Ardworth. For by this time he had thoroughly excited the 
pity and touched the heart of that good-natured, easy man. His 
representations of the misconduct of Lucretia were the more implicitly 
believed by one who had always been secretly prepossessed aeainst 
her— who, admitted to household intimacy^ was an eye-witness to her 
hard indiflFerence to her husband's suffermffs— who saw in her very 
request not to betray her gentle birth, the shame she felt in her elec- 
tion—who re^rdea with indignation her unfeeling desertion of 
Braddell in his last moments, and who, besides all this, had some 
pri\ate misfortunes of his own, which made him the more ready 
Estener to themes on the faults of women, and had already, hj 
mutual confidences, opened the hearts of the two ancient school- 
fellows to each other's complaints and wrongs. The only other con- 
fidante in the refuge selected for the child, was a member of the 
same community as Braddell, who kindly undertook to search for a 
pious, godly woman, who, upon such pecuniary considerations as 
Sradaell, by robbing his creditors, could afford to bestow, wonld per- 
manentlyoffer to the poor infant a mother's home ana a mother's 
care. When this woman was found, BraddeU confided his child to 
Ardworth, with such a sum as he could scrape together for its future 
maintenance. And to Ardworth, rather than to nis fellow-sectarian, 
this double trust was given, because the latter feared scandal and 
misrepresentation, if he should be ostensiblymixed up in so equi- 
vocal a charge. Poor and embarrassed as Walter Ardworth was, 
Braddell did not for once misinterpret character when he placed the 
money in his hands : and this because the characters we have known 
in transparent boyhood we have known for ever. Ardworth was 
reckless, and his whole life had been wrecked— his whole nature 
materially degraded— by the want of common thrift and prudence. 
His own money slipped through his fingers, and left him surrounded 
by creditors, whom, rigidly speaking, he thus d*ifrauded; but direct 
dishonesty was as wholly out of the cha'jter of Lis vices, as if he had 
been a man of the strictest principles and the steadiest honour. 
The child was gone—the father died— Lucretia returned, as we 
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have seen in Grabman's letter, to the house of death^ to meet sus- 
picion and cold looks, and memal accusations, and an inquest on the 
dead : but through all this the reft tigress mourned her stolen whelp. 
As soon as all evidence against her was proved legalk groundless, 
and she had leave to depart, she searched olindly and frantically for 
her lost child ; but in vain. .The utter and penniless destitution in 
-which she was left by her husband's decease did not suffice to termi- 
nate her maddening chase. On foot she wandered from village to 
village, and begged ner way, wherever a false clue misled her steps. 

At last, in reluctant despair, she resigned the pursuit, and found 
herself one day in the midst of the streets of London, half-famished 
and in rags; and before her suddenly, now grown into vigorous 
youth — blooming, sleek, and seemingly prosperous — stood Gabriel 
Vamey. By her voice, as she approached and spoke, he recognised 
his step-motner; and, after a short pause of hesitation, he led her to 
his home. It is not our puri)ose (for it is not necessary to those 
passages of their hves from which we have selected the thread of our 
tale) to follow these two. thus united, through their general career of 
spouation and crime. Birds of prey, they searched in human follies 
and human errors for their food: sometimes severed, sometimes 
tog^her, their interests remained one. Yamey profited by the 
mightier and subtler genius of evil to which he had leashed himself; 
for, caring little for luxuries, and dead to the softer senses, she aban- 
doned to him readily the larger share of their plunder. Under a 
variety of names and disguises, through a succession of frauds, some 
vast and some mean, but chiefly on the Continent, they had pursued 
their course, eluding all danger, and baffling all law. 

Between three and four years before this period, Vamey's unde, 
the painter, by one of those unexpected caprices of fortune widen 
sometimes find heirs to a millionaire at the weaver's loom or the 
labourers' plough, had suddenly, by the death of a very distant kins- 
man, whom he had never seen, come into possession of a small estate, 
which he sold for 6,000/. Eetiring from his profession, he lived as 
comfortably as his shattered constitution permitted, upon the interest 
of this sum ; and he wrote to his nephew, then at Paris, to commu- 
nicate the good news, and offer the hospitality of his hearth. Vamey 
hastened to London. Shortly afterwards a nurse, recommended as 
, an experienced, useful person in her profession, bjr Nicholas Grab- 
' man, who. in many a tortuous scheme, had been Gabriel's confederate, 
was installed in the poor painter's house. From that time his infir- 
mities increased. He died, as his doctor said, "by abstaining from 
the stimulants to which nis constitution had been so long accus- 
tomed^' and Gabriel Yamey was summoned to the reading of the 
will. To his inconceivable disappointment, instead of bequeathing 
to his nephew the free disposal ot his 6,000/., that sum was assigned 
to trustees for the benefit of Gabriel and his children yet unborn : 
" An inducement," said the poor testator, tenderly, "for the boy to 
marry and reform ! " So that the nephew could only enjoy the interest, 
pd had no control over the capital. Gftie interest of 6,000/. invested 
in the Bank of England, was flocci, mud to the voluptuous spend- 
thrift, Gabriel Yamey I 
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Now, these trustees were selected from the pamtcr's earlier and 
more respectable associates, who had dropped hiin^ it ia true, in his 
days of oeggary and disrepute, hut whom the fortune that made 
him respectable had a^ain conciliated. One of these trustees had 
lately retired to pass the remainder of his days at Boulogne ; — the 
other was a hypochondriacal valetudinarian; neither of them, in 
short, a man oi ousihess. Gabriel was left to draw out the interest 
of the money, as it became periodically due at the Bank of ^England. 
In a few months, the trustee settled at Boulogne died—the trost, of 
course, lapsed to Mr. Stubmore, the valetudinarian survivor. Soon 
pinched by extravagances, and emboldoned by the character and 
helpless state of the surviving trustee, Vamey forged Mr. Stuh- 
more's signature to an order on the Bank, to sell out such portion 
the capital as his wants required. The impunity of one offence begot 
courage for others, tiU the whole was well nigh expended. Upon 
these sums 7amey had lived very nleasantly, and he saw with a deep 
sigh the approachmg failure of so mcile a resource. 

In one of the melancholy moods engendered by this reflection, 
Vamey happened to be in the very town m France in which the 
Mainwarinffs, in their later years, had taken refuge, and from which 
Helen had been removed to the roof of Mr. Fielden. By accident he 
heard the name, and, his curiosity leading to further inmiiries, 
learned that Helen was made an heiress by the will of her grandfather. 
With this knowledge came a thought of the most treacherous, the 
most miscreant and the vilest crime, that even he yet had perpetrated ; 
so black was it, that for awhile, he absolutely struggled against it. 
But in guilt there seems ever a Necessity, that urges on step after 
step— to the last consummation. Varney received a letter to inform 
him that the last surviving trustee was no more, that the trust was, 
therefore, now centered in his son and heir, that that gentleman was 
at present very busv in settling his own aiffairs, and examining into 
a very mismanaged, property m Devonshire, which had devolved 
npon him ; but that ne honed in a few months to discharge more 
emciently, than his father nad done, the duties of trustee, and that 
some more profitable investment than the Bank of Enghmd would 
probably occur. 

This new trustee was known personalljr to Vamey— a contemporary 
of his own, and, in earlier jouth, a pupil to his uncle. But, since . 
then, he had made way in hfe. and retired from the Profession of Art. 
This younger Stubmore, he knew to be a bustling, officious man of 
business— somewhat greedy and covetous, but withal somewhat weak 
of purpose, good-natured in the main, and with a little lukewarm 
kindness for Gabriel, as a quondam fellow-pupil. That Stubmore 
would discover the fraud was evident— that he would declare it, for 
his own sake, was evident also— that the Bank would prosecute— that 
Vamey would be convicted, was no less surely to be apprehended. 
There was only one chance left to the forger— if he could get into his 
hands, and in time, before Stubmore's bustling interference, a sum 
sufficient to replace what had been fraudulently taken— he mi^ht 
easily manage, ne thought, to prevent the forgery ever becommg 
-vn. Nay, if Stubmore, roused into strict personal investigation. 
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by tbe laew power of attorney, whicli a new investment in the Bank 
wotild render necesssarv, snonld ascertain what had occurred, his 
liabilities being now inaenmified, and the monej replaced. Yamey 
thon^ht he comd confidently rely on his fellow-pupil's assent 

to wmk at the forgery, ana hnsh up the matter. But this was his 
only chance. How was the money to be gained P He thought of 
Helen's fortune, and the last scruple gave way to the imminence of 
bisperil, and the urgency of his fears. 

With this decision^ he repaired to Lucretia, whose concurrence 
was necessary to his designs. Long habits of crime had now deepened 
still more the dark and stem colour of that dread woman's sombre 
nature. But through all that had ^und the humanity from her soul, 
one human sentiment, f earfolly tainted and adulterated as it was, still 
struggled for Hfe— the memoir of the mother. It was, by this, her 
least criminal emotion, that Yamey led her to the worst of her 
crimes. He offered to sell out the remainder of the trust-money by a 
fresh act of forgery— to devote such proceeds to the search for her 
lost Yincent ; he revived the hopies she had long since gloomily relin- 

?uished, till she began to conceive the discovery easy and certain, 
le then brought before her the prospect of that son's succession to 
Laughton— but two lives now between him and those broad lands — 
those two lives, associated with just cause of revenge \—tm lives ! 
Lucretia^ till then, did not know that Susan had left a child— that a 
pledge 01 those nuptiab, to which she imputed ail her infamy, existed 
to revive a jealousy never extinguished, appeal to the hate that had 
grown out oSf her love. More readily than Vamey bad anticipated, 
and with fierce exultation, she fell into his horrible schemes. 

Thus had she returned to England, and claimed the guardianship of 
her niece. Yamey eneaged a aull house in the suburb, and lookmg 
out for a servant, not Hkely to upset and betray, found the nurse who 
had watched over his uncle's last illness ; but Lucretiii, according to her 
invariable practice, rejected all menial accomplices— reposed no con- 
fidence in the tools of her black deeds. Feigning an mfirmity that 
would mock all suspicion of the hand that mixed the draught, and the 
step that stole to the slumber, she defied the justice of earth, and 
stood alone under the omniscience of heaven. 

Yarious considerations had delayed the execution of the atrocious 
deed so ooldlv contemplated. Lucretia herself drew back ; perhaps 
more daunted by conscience than she herself was distinctly aware, — 
and disguisinff her scraples in those vet fouler refinements of hoped 
revenge which her conversations with Yamey have betrayed to the 
reader. The failure ctf the earlier researches for the lost Yincent. the 
suspended activity of Stubmore, left the more impatient murderer 
leisure to miJ^e the acquaintance of St. John, steal into the confi- 
dence of Helen, and render the insurances on the life of the latter less 
open to suspicio!i than if effected immediately on her entrance into 
that shamble-house, and bdbre she could be supposed to form that 
affection for her aunt which made probable so tender a forethought. 
Thm causes of delay now vanished, the Pares closed the abmpt 
woof, and lifted the impending shears. 
JLucretia had long since dropped the name of Btaddell. She shraT-" 
8 2 
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from proclaiming those second spooBals, sullied by the de^racSation i 
which they had exposed her, and the suspicions implied on the iaqii^ 
on her husband, until the hour for acknowleding her son shovh 
arrive. She resumed, therefore, the name of DaliDard, and bj tLi 
we will continue to call her. Nor was Yamey uninflnential in ds- 
suading her from proclaiming her second marriage till occasion nece^ 
sitatecL If the son were disooyered, and the proojb of his birth f: 
the keeping of himself and his accomplice, his avarice natnraZIv sug- 
gested the expediency of wringing trom that son some nled^ i 
adequate reward on succession to an inheritance which, they vim 
oouid secure to him : out of this fancied fund, not only Grrabman, 
his employer was to be paid. The oonoeahnent of the identity between 
Mrs. Sraddell and Madame Dalibard might facilitate such an amag^ 
ment. This idea Yarue^ locked as yet m his own breast. Se did no: 
dare to speak to Lucretia of the bargam he ultimately meditated vitk \ 
her son. 
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CHAPTER XIX. ; 

MH. GILABMAIJ'S ADVENIUHES. 

The lacquejs in their dress liveries stood at the porch of Liaugbion, 
as the postilions drove rapidly along the road, sweeping- tim)u^ii 
venerable groves tinged with the hues of autumn, up to that statd/ 
pile. From the window of the lar^e cumbrous vehicle, which Perci- 
val, mindful of Madame Dalibard's infirmity, had hired for her special ' 
accommodation, Lucretia looked keenly forth. On the slope of the 
hill grouped the deer, and below, where the lake gleamed, the swan 
rested on the wave. Farther on to the left, gaunt and stag-headed, 
rose, living still, from the depth of the glen, Guy*s memorable oak. 
Coming now in sight, though at a distance, the grey church tower 
emerged from the surroundmg masses of solemn foliage. Suddenly, ^ 
the road curves round, and straight before her (the rooks cawing ( 
above the turrets, the sun reflectea from the vanes) Lucretia gazes on , 
the halls of Laughton. And didst thou not. Guy's oak, murmur , 
warning from thine oracular hollows ? And tnou, who sleepest below 
the church tower, didst thou not turn. Miles St. John, in thy grave, 
when, with such tender care, the youn^ Lord of Laughton bore that 
silent guest across his threshold, and with credulous, moistened eyes, 
welcomed Treason and Murther to his hearth P 

There, at the porch, paused Helen, gazing with the rapt eve of the 
poetess on the broad Ismdscape, chequered by the vast shaaows cast 
from the setting sun. There, too, by her side, lingered Vamey, with 
an artist's eye for the stately scene, till a thought, not of art. cnanged ) 
, the face of the earth, and the view without mirrored bftck m Go%)* i 
tha of his soul. 

T.pavfe them thus — we must hurry on; 
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One day a traveller stopped bis gig at a public-house in a village in 
Xancaahire. He chuckea the rein to the ostler, and in replv to a 
question what oats should should be given to the horse, said — Hay 
and water— the beast is on job." Then sauntering to the bar. he 
called for a ^lass of raw brandy for himself: ana while the nost 
drew the spirit forth from the tap, he asked, carelessly, if, some 
years ago, a woman of the name of Joplin had not resided in the 
village? 

" It is strange," said the host, musingly. 
"What is strange?" 

" Why, we have just had a gent asking the same question. I 
liave only been here nine year come December, but my old ostler 
was bom in the village and never left it. So the gent had in the 
ostler, and he is now gone into the village to pick up what else he can 
learn." ^ 

This intelligence seemed to surprise and displease the traveller. 

What the deuce," he muttered, does Jason mistrust me ? Has he 
set another dog on the scent ? Humph ! " He drained oif his brandy, 
and sallied fortn to confer with the ostler. 

" Well, my friend." said Mr. Grabman, for the traveller was no other 
than that worthy— 'well, so you remember Mrs. Joplin more than 
twenty years ago— eh ? " 

" lees, I guess: more than twenty years since the left the 

" Ah, she seems to have been a restless body— she had a child with 
her!" 
"Yees, Imoindthat." 

" And I dare say you heard her say the child was not her own, that 
she was paid well for it. eh ? " 

" Noa: my missus aid not loike me to chaffer much with neigh- 
bour Joplin, for she was but a bad 'un— pretty fease^ too. She lived 
agin the wohh'\ yonder, where you see that gent commg out." 

" Oho ! that is the gent who was asking after Mrs. Joplin ?" 

" Yes; and he giv* me half-a-croon ! " said the clever ostler, holding 
out his hand. 

Mr. Grabman, too thoughtful, too jealous of his rival, to take the 
hint at that moment, darted off, as fast as his thin legs could carry 
him, towards the unwelcome interferer in his own business. 

Approaching the gentleman— a tall, powerfd-lookinff young man — 
he somewhat softened his tone, and mechanically touched his hat as 
he said — 

" What sir, are you, too, in search of Mrs. Joplin ? " 

" Sir, I am," answered the young man, eymg Grabman delibe- 
rately, " and you, I suppose, are the person I have found before me on 

the same search— first, at Liverpool ; next, at C , about fifteen 

miles from that town ; thirdly, at J> ; and now we meet here. You 

have had the start of me. Wnat have you learned P " 

Itfr. Grabman smiled : . " Softly, sir, softly. May I first ask (since 
open questioning seems the order of the day), whether I have the 

* P/ffrAr,~Lancashire and Yorkshire, synonTm for place, 
t Jny/tce,— wall. 
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honour to address a brother practitioiier— one of the law. sir — one o: 
the law?" 

" I am one of the law." 

Mr. Grabman bowed and scowled. 
And may I make bold to ask the name of your client P 

" Certainly, you mav ask. Every man has a right to ask what k 
pleases, in a civil way. 

*'But you'll not answer? Deep! Oh, I understand ! Very good. 
But I am deep too, sir. You know Mr. V amey, I suppose ? '* 

The gentleman looked surprised. His bushy brows met over his 
steady, ssffadous eyes ; but after a moment's pause, the expression of 
the face cleared up. 

"It is as I thought," he said half to himself. " Who else codd 
have had an interest in similar inquiries ?— Sir," he added, with a 
quick and decided tone, "you are, doubtless, employed by Mr. Var- 
ney, on behalf of Madame Dalibar^ and in search of evidenee con- 
nected with the loss of an unhappy infant. I am on the same 
quest, and for the same end. The mterests of your client are mine. 
Two heads are better than one; let us unite our ingenuity and 
endeavours." 

" And share the pee, I suppose ? " said Grabman drily, Ymttaimg 

up his pockets. 

" Whatever fee you may expect you will have, anyhow, whether I 
assist you or not. I expect no fee— for mine is a personal interest, 
which 1 serve gratuitouSy ; but I can undertake to promise you, ob 
my own part, more than the ordinary professional reward for your 
co-operation." 

" Well, sir " said Grabman, moUifiecL " yen speak very much like a 
gentleman. My feelings were hurt at nrst, I own. I am hasty^ but 1 
can listen to reason. Will you walk back with me to the house yon 
have just left ? and suppose we then turn in and have a chop t^ge- 
ther^and compare notes." 

"Willingly!" answered the tall stranger,^ and the two inquisitorB 
amicably joined company. The result of their inquiries was not, how- 
ever, very satisfactory. No one knew whither Mrs. Joplin had goML 
though all a^eed it was in comj^any with a man of bad character and 
vagrant habits ; all agreed, too, in the vaeue recollection of the chil(L 
and some remembered that it was dressed in clothes finer than would 
have been natural to an infant legally and filially appertaining to 
Mrs. Joplin. One old woman remembered, that on her rcproacEinf 
Mrs. Joplin for some act of great cruelly to the poor babe, she replied 
that it was not her flesh and blood, ana that if she had not exnected 
more than she had got, she would never have undertaken the charge. 
On comparing the information gleaned at the previous idaces of their 
research, they found an entire agreement as to the character personally 
borne by Mrs. J oplin. At the village to which their inquiry had been 
first directed, she was known as a respectable, preciseyoun^ woman, one 
of a small congregation of rigid dissenters, one had mamed a member 
of the sect, and Dome him a child, which died two weeks after birth. 
She was then seen nursing another infant — though how she came by 
it, none knew. Shortly, after this, her husband a journeyman car- 



penter of jgood xepute, died; but, to the auiprisd of the neighboun. 
Mrs. Jopbn continaed to live as comfortablj as before, and seemed 
not to miss tb6 wages of her husband ; nay, she rather now, as if 
before kept back by the prudence of the deceased, launched into a less 
thrifty mode of life, and a gaietr oi dress at variance both with the 
mounaing her recent loss should naye imposed, and the austere tenets 
of her sect. This indecorom excited angry curiosity, and drew down 
stem remonstrance. Mrs. Joplin, in apparent disgust at this inter- 
meddling with her affairs, withdrew from the village to a small town, 
about twenty miles distant, and there set up a shop. But her moral 
lapse became now confirmed : her life was notoriouiuy abandoned, and 
I her house the resort of all the reprobates of the place. Whether her 
means began to be exhausted, or the scandal she provoked attracted 
the uotice of the magistrates, and imposed a check on her course, was 
not very certain, but she sold off her goods suddenly, and was next 
tracked to the village in which Mr. Grabman met his new coadjutor ; 
and there, though her conduct was less flaffrant and her expenses less 
reckless, she made but a very unfavouraDle impression, which was 
confirmed by her flight with an itinerant hawker of the lowest possible 
character. Seated over their port wine, the two gentlemen compared 
their experiences, and consulted on the best mode of re-mending the 
broken thread oi their research: when Mr. Grabman said. cooUv, 
*'Eut, after all, I think it most hkely that we are not on the right 
scent. TMs battling mikj not be the one we search for." 

"Be not misled by that doubt. To arrive at the evidence we 
desire, we must still track this wretched woman." 
" You are certain of that P" 
"Certain." 

" Hem ! Did you ever hear of a Mr. Walter Ardworth ?" 
"Yes; what of him?" 

"Why, he can best tell us where to look for the child." 
" I am sure he would counsel as I do." 
"You know him, then P" 
"I do." 

"What !-~heHves still P" 
"I hope so." 

" Can you bring me across him P" 
"If necessary." 

"And that young man, who goes by his name, brought up by 

Mr.IieldenP 

"Well, sir P" 

"Is he not the son of Mr. Braddell P" 

The stranger was silent, and, shading his face with his haacL 
seemed buried in thought. He then rose, took his candle, and said 
quietly — 

" Sir, I wish you pood evening. I have letters to write in my own 
room. I wijyi consider by to-morrow, if you stay till then, whether we 
can really aid each other farther, or whether we should pursue our 
researches separately." With tnese words he closed the door ; and 
Mr. Grabman remained baffled and bewildered. 

However, he too had a letter to write ; so, calling for pen, inl^ and 
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paper, and a pint of brandy, he indited liis complaints and his news 
to Vamey : 

"Jason" (he began), "are yon playing me false? Have you set 
another man on the track with a yiew to bilk me of my pronodsed fee ? 
— ^Explain, or I throw np the business." 

Herewith, Mr. Grabman gave a minute description of tlie stranger, 
and related pretty accnrately what had passed between that gcsotle- 
man and himself. He then added the progress of his own inquiries, 
and renewed, as peremptorily as he dtured. his demand for candonr 
and plam dealing. Now, it so happened, that in stmnbling np stairs 
to b^, Mr. Grabman passed the room in which his mysterious fellow- 
seeker was lodged, and as is the nsa^ in hostels, a jMiir of boots 
stood outside the door, to be cleaned betunes in the momiiur. Though 
somewhat drunk. Grabman still preserved the rays of his habitual 
astuteness. A clever, and a natural idea, shot across his brain, illu- 
minating the fumes of the brand;r ; he stooped, and while one hand or 
the w^steadied his footing, with the other he fished up a hoot, and 
peering within, saw legibly written— "John Ardworth, Esq., Gra/s 
Inn." At that sight, he felt what a philosopher feels at the sudden 
elucidation of a troublesome problem. Down stairs again tottered 
Grabman, re-opened his letter, and wrote—" P.S.— I have wronged 
you, Jason, by my suspicions ; never mindr- Jubilate/ This interloper, 
who made me so jealous— who, think you, it is P Why, young Ardworth 
himself— that is, the lad who goes by such name. Now, is it not 
clear ? — of course^ no one else has such interest in learning his b^rth as 
the lost child hunself— here he is ! If old Ardworth nves (as he 
says), old Ardworth has set him to work on his own business. But 
then, that Fielden— rather a puzzler that ! Yet, no ;— now I under- 
stand—old Ardworth gave the boy to Mrs. Jophn, and took it away 
from her again when he went to the parson*s. Now, certainly, it may 
be quite necessary to prove- first, that the boy he took from Mr. Brad- 
dell's he gave to Mrs. Joplin ; secondly, that the boy he left with 
Mr. Eidden was the same that he took again fh)m that woman— 
therefore, the necessity of finding out Mother JopUn, an essential 
witness : Q. E. D., Master Jason !" 

It was not till the sun had been some hours risen, that Mr. Grab- 
man imitated that luminary's example. When he did so, he found, 
somewhat to his chagrin, that John Ardworth had long been eone. 
In fact, whatever the motive that had led the latter on the search, he 
had succeeded in gleaning from Grabman all that that person could 
communicate, and their interview had inspired him with such disgust 
of the attomev, and so small an opinion of the value of his coopera- 
tion (in which last belief, perhaps, he was mistaken), that he had 
resolved to continue his inquiries alone, and had already, in his early 
morning's walk through the village, ascertained that the man witn 
whom Mrs. Joplin had quitted the place, had some time after been 
sentenced to six months' unprisonment in the county gaol. Possibly, 
the prison authorities might know something to lead to his discovery; 
and through him the news of his paramour might be gained. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



XOHE OP HSS. JOFUN. 

One daj at tlie hour of noon, the conrt boasting the tall residence 
of Mr. Grabman was startled from the quiet usually reigning there at 
broad daylight, by the appearance of two nien^ evidently no inhabi- 
tants of the place. The squalid, ill-favoured denizens, lounepng before 
the doors, sfeEured hard : and, at the fuller view of one oi the men, 
most of them retreated hastily within. Then, in those houses, you 
might have heard a murmur oi consternation and alarm. The ferret 
was in the burrow — a Bow-street officer in the court ! The two men 
paused, looked round, and. stopping before the ding^ tower-like 
nouse, selected the bell which appealea to the inmates of the ground- 
floor, to the left. At that summons Bill the cracksman imprudently 
presented a full view of his countenance through his barred window ; 
ne drew it back with astonishing celerity ; but not in time to escape 
the eye of the Bow-street runner. 

" Open the door. Bill—there's nothing to fear— I have no summons 
against you, 'pon honour. You know Inever deceive. Why should 
IP Open the door, 1 say!" 

No answer. 

The officer tapped with his cane at the foul window. 

" Bill ! there s a gentleman who comes to you for information, and 
he will pay for it handsomely." 

Bill again appeared at the casement, and peeped forth very cau- 
tiously, through the bars. 

" Bless my vitals, Mr. R ! and it is you, is it P What were you 

saying about paying handsomely? ' " 

" That your evidence is wanted-— not against a pal, man. It will 
hurt no one^ and put at least five guineas m your pocket." 

" Ten gumeas r' said the Bow-street officer's companion. 

" You he's a man of 'onor, Mr. R ! " said Bill, emphatically ; 

" and I scorns to doubt you, so here ^es." 

With that, he withdrew from the wmdow, and in another minute or 
so the door was opened, and Bill, with a superb bow, asked his visitors 
into his room. 

In the interval, leisure had been given to the cracksman to remove 
all trace of the wonted educational employment of his hopefol children. 
The urchins were seated on the floor, playing at push-pin: and the 
Bow-street officer benignly patted a paur of curly heads as he passed 
them, drew a chair to the table, and wiping his forehead, sat down, 
quite at home. Bill then deliberately seateahimself, and unbuttoning 
his waistcoat, permitted the butt-ends of a brace of pistols to be seen 
bj his guests. Mr. R.'s companion seemed very unmoved by this 
significant action. He bent one inqiiiring steady look on the cracks- 
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mm, wliich, as Bill afterwards said, went throngh him " like a g^imlet 
through a penny^" au(L taking out a purse, through the network of 
which the sovereigns gleamed 'pleasantly, placed it on the table, and 
said: 

" This purse is yours, if you will tell me what has become of a 

woman named Joplm, with whom you left the village of , in X#an- 

cashire, in the year 18—." 

" And," put in Mr. B , "the gentleman wants to know, with 

no view of narming the woman. It will be to her own advantage to 
inform us where she is." 

" Pon honour, ^ain ! " said Bill. 

"Pon honour!'^ 

" Well, then, I has a heart in my buzzom, and if so be I can do a 
good turn to the o'man wot I has loved— and kep company with, — why 
not?" 

"Why not, indeed?" said Mr. R . "And as we want to 

leanL not only what has become of Mrs. Joplin, but what she did with 
the child she carried off from — , begin at the begianing, and tell us 
all you know." 

Bill mused. 

" How much is there in the pus P " 
" Eighteen sovereigns." 

"Make it twenty— you nod,— twenty then?— a bargain! Now, 
Pllgo on right a-head. You see as how, some months arter we — that 
Peggy Joplin and self, left , I was put in quod in Lancaster 

faol— so I lost sight of the blowen. When I got out, and came to 
lunnun— it was a matter of seven year, afore, aUof a audding, I 
came bang up agin her— at the comer of Common Garden. 'Why, 
Bill ! ' says she. * Why, Peggy I ' says I— and we bussed each other 
like winky. * Shall us come together agin?' savs she. 'Why, no,' 
says I—' I has a wife wots a good un— and gets her bread by setting 
up as a widder with seven small childem ! By the bye, Pe^, what's 
a come of your brat ? ' for as tou savs. sir. Peg had a child put out 
to her to nurse. Lor ! how she ouned it I ' The brat ! ' sa^ she^ 
laughing like mad— * Oh, I got rid o' that, when you were in jail, 
Biir.' As how?' says I. 'Why there was a woman bemng agin 
St. Poll's churchyard— «o I purtended to see a fiind at a dlsuaice— 
' 'old the babby a moment, says I, puffing and panting— while I 
ketches my friend yonder.' So sne 'olos the orat, and I never sees it 
agin :— and there's an ind of the bother! * ' But won't they ever ax 
for the child— them as giv' it youP' ' Oh, no,' savs Peg, 'they lefk it 
too long for that, and ail the tm was a-gone : and one mouth is hard 
enough to feed in these days I— let bv other folks' bantlings.' ' Well,' 
says 1. ' where do vou hang out P lOl pop in, in a friendly way.' So 
she tens me— som are in Lambeth (I forgets hexackly) — and many's 
the good piece of work we ha' done topither." 

" And where is she now? "—asked Mr. B/ ^'s companion. 

" I doesn't know purcisely, but I can com' at her: you see, when 
my poor wife died, four year com' Christmas, and left me with as fine 
a famuly, tho' I says it, as h-old King Georfiry himself walked afore, 
with his gold 'eaded cane, on the terris at Vindsor— all heights ana 
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all li-ages, to the babby in amis (for the littel un there wam't above 
a year (Aci^ and had been a-brought up upon spoon-meat, with a dash 
o' blue-rum to make him slim and ^teel) ; as for the bigger una 

'wot you don't see, thej be doin' well m forin parts, Mr. R ! " 

Mr. K smiled, sigmficantly. 

BiU resumed. " Where was IP 01 1 , en my wife dic<l , I wanted 
sumun to take care of the childeni, j>o I tjikcs Peg into the 'ous. 
But Lor! how she larrupped 'em— she Iia.-^ h cm el heart — h;jaa't she, 

Bob P Bob is a cute child, Mr. R- . Jubt u^? I ^l-^ a t I-iiiking of 

turning her out neck an' crop, a genmsaa what hedges at oft , ^vot be a 
laryerj suid wot had just saved my nick* Mr- R~, by proving a 
h-iuibi, said, * Thaf s a tidv body, your Peg I ' (for you see he was 
often a wisiting here, an' n-indeed, sin* ttdn he has tnken Diir third 
floor. No. 9) *Ive bin a sneakin' to her, and Illnd t-la- li^is I n c a a nus 
to the sick. I has a frina wots a h-w^ tlkat^s ILL cai^ you spare her, 
Bill^toattindhimP' 'That I can,' 'W^W So 
Pejj packs off— bag and baggidge." 

And what was the sick gentleman's name P " asked Mr. K's com- 
panion. 

" It was one Mr. Wamey— -a painter, wot lived at CHap'am. Sinoe 
thin I've lost si^^t Peg : for we had 'igh words about the childem* 
— and she's a spiteful 'oman. But you can lam where she be at Mr. 
Wamey's— if so be he's still above ground." 

" And did this woman stiU go by the name of Joplin P " 

Bill grinned: " She wam't such a spooney as that— that name was 

in vour black books too much^ Mr. R , for a 'spectable nuss for 

sick bodies : no, she was then called Martha Skeggs, what was her 
own mothers name afore marriage. An^hing more, gemmen P " 

" I am satisfied'' said the younger visitor, risiA^; "there is the 

purse, and Mr. R will onng you ten sovereigns in addition. 

Good-day to you." 

Bill, with superabundant bows and flourishes, showed his visitors 
out, and then, m high glee, he began to romp with his children ; and 
the whole feunily circle was in a state of uproarious enjoyment when 
the door flew open, and in entered Giabman, his brief-bag in hand, 
dust-soiled, and unshaven. 

" Aha» neighbour ! your servant— your servant,— lust come back ! — 
always so merry— for the life of me, I could'nt help looking in ! Dear 
me, Bill ! why, vou're in luck ! " and Mr. Grabmnn pointed to a pile 
of sovereigns which Bill had emptied from the purse to count over, 
and weigh on the tip of his forefinger. 

"Yes." said Bill sweeping the gold into his corderoy pocket; 
** and who do you think brought me these shiners P Why, who but 
old Pepfflry, the 'oman wot you put out at Clap'am." 

" Well, never mind Peggy, now. Bill ; I want to ask you what you 
have done with Margaret Joplin— whom, sly seducer that you are, 
you carried off from " 

" Why, man, Peggy be Joplin, and Joplin be Peggy '.—and it's for 
that piece of noos that I got all them pretty new picters of his 
m^esty, Bill— my namesaake, God bliss 'im ! " 

D— ^n," exclaimed Grabman, aghast— "the young chap's spoil- 
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ing my game agafn ! " And seizing np his brief-bag, be darted out of 
the house in the hope to arrive, at least, at Clapham before his com- 
petitors. 



CHAPTER XXL 
beck's discoviskt. 

TJndeh the cedar trees, at Laughton, sat that accursed and ab- 
horrent being, who sat there young, impassioned, hopeful, as Lucretia 
Clavering— under the old cedar trees, which, save that their vast 
branches cast an imperceptibly broader shade over the mossy sward, 
the irrevocable winters had lerfc the same. Where, through the nether 
boughs, the autumn sunbeams came aslant, the windows, enriched by 
many a haughty scutcheon, shone brightly against the western rays. 
From the flower-beds in the quaint garden near at hand, the fresh yet 
tranquil air wafted faint perfumes from the lingering heliotrope and 
fading rose. The peacock perched dozingly on the heavy balustrade ; 
the bfithe robm hopped busily along the sun-track on the lawn ; in 
the distance the tinkling bells of the flock, the plaining low of some 
wandering heifer, while, breaking the silence, seemed still to blend 
with the repose. All images around lent themselves to complete that 

g'cture of stately calm, which is the character of those om mansion- 
>uses. which owner after owner has loved, and heeded, — leavmg to 
them the graces of antiquity, guarding them from the desolation of 
decay. 

Alone sat Lucretia, under the cedar trees, and her heart made 
dismal contrast to the nobte tranquillity that breathed around. From 
whatever softening or repentant emotions which the scene of her 
youth mieht flrst have awakened — from whatever of less unholy 
anguish wnich memory might have caused, when she first, once more, 
sat under those remembered boughs, and, as a voice from a former 
world, some faint whisper of vouthM love sighed across the waste 
and ashes of her devastated souL— from all such rekindled humanities 
in the past she had now, with gloomy power, vnrenched herself away. 
Crime, such as hers, admits not long the sentiment that softeos the 
remorse of gentler error. If there wakes one moment from the past 
the waining and melancholy ghost, soon from that abyss rises the 
Fury with the lifted scourge, and hunts on the frantic footsteps to- 
wards the future. Li the future, the haggard intellect of crime must 
live ; must involve itself mechanically in webs and meshes, and lose 
past and present in the welcome atmosphere of darkness. 

Thus, while Lucretia sat, and her eyes rested upon the halls of her 
youth, her mind overleapt the gulf that yet jrawned between her and 
the object on which she was bent. Already, in fancy, that home was 
hers again its present possessor swept away, the interloping race 
of Vernon, ending in one of those abrupt lines familiar to genealogists, 
which branch out busily from the main tree, as if aU pitii and sap woo 
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monopolised by them, continue for a single generation, and then 
shrink into a printer's bracket, with the formal mconism, * Died with- 
out issue/ Back, then, in the pedigree would turn the eye of some 
curious descendant, and see the race continue in the posterity of 
Liucretia Clavering. 

With all her ineffable vices, mere cupidity had not, as we have 
often seen, been a main characteristic of this fearful woman ; and in 
her design to endow, by the most determined guilt, her son with the 
heritage of her ancestors, she had hitherto looked but little to mere 
mercenary adyantases for herself; but now, in the si^ht of that 
venerable and broad domain, a covetousness, absolute in itself, broke 
forth. Gould she have gained it for her own use, rather than her 
son's, she would have felt a greater zest in her ruthless purpose. 
She looked upon the scene as a deposed monarch upon his usurped 
reakn; it was her right. The early sense of possession in that 
inheritance returned to her. Reluctantly would she even yield her 
claims to her child. Here, too, in this atmosphere she tasted once 
more what had long been lost to her— the luxury of that dinufied 
respect which surrounds the well-bom. Here, she ceased to be the 
suspected adventuress, the friendless outcast, tne needy wrestler with 
hostile fortune, the skulking enemy of the law. She rose at once, 
and without effort, to her original state— the honoured daughter oi 
an illustrious house. The homeliest welcome that greeted her from 
some aged but unforgotten villager, the salutation of homage, the 
bated breath of humble reverence— even trifles like these were dear 
to her. and made her the more resolute to retain them. In her calm, 
relentless onward vision, she saw herself enshrined in those halls, 
ruling in the delegated authority of her son, safe evermore from 
prying suspicion and degrading need, and miserable guilt for miser- 
able objects. Here, but one great crime, and she resumed the majesty 
of her youth ! While thus awelling on the future, her eye did not 
even turn from those sunlit towers to the forms below, and more 
immediately inviting its survey. On the very spot where, at the 
opening of this tale, sat Sir Miles St. John, sharing his attention be- 
tween his dogs and his guest,— sat now Helen Mamwaiing; against 
the balustrade, where had lounged Charles Yemen, leant Percival 
St. Jolm ; and in the same place where he had stationed himself that 
eventfol evening, to distort, in his maliflpant sketch, the features of 
his father, Gabnel Vamey, with ahnost the same smile of irony on his 
lips, was engaged in transferring to his canvas a more faithful like- 
ness of the heir's intended bnde. Helen's countenance, indeed, 
exhibited comparatively but little of the ravages which the pernicious 
aliment, administered so noiselessly, made upon the frame. The jgirl's 
eye, it is true, had sunk, and there was a languid heaviness m its 
look; but the contour of the cheek was so naturally rounded, and the 
features so delicately fine, that the fall of the muscles was less evi- 
dent ; and the bright warm hue of the complexion, and the pearly 
sparkle of the teeth, still gave a fallacious freshness to the aspect, 
ifut, as yet, the poisoners had forborne those ingredients which invade 
the springs of fife, resorting only to such as undermine the health, 
and prepa?:e the way to unsuspected graves. Out of the iiifemal 
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variety of the materials at their command, they had selected a mix- 
ture which works by sustaminff perpetual fever ! which gives little 
pain, little suffering, beyond tnat of lassitude and thirst; which 
wastes like consumption, and yet puzzles the nhysician, by betraying 
few or none of its ordinary symptoms. But toe disorder, as yet, was 
not incurable— its progress would gradually cease with the discon- 
tmuance of the venom. 

Although October was far advanced, the day was as mild and warm 
as August. But Fercival, who had been watching Hden's ooim- 
tenanoe, with the amdety of love and fear, now proposed that the 
sitting should be adjourned. The sun was declining, and it was cer- 
tainly no longer sue for Helen to be exposed to the air without 
exercise. He proposed that they should walk through the sanlen, 
and Helen, rising cheerfuUy, placed her hand on his arm. Sat she 
had scarcelv descended the steps of the terrace when she stopped 
short, and breathed hard and painfully. The spasm was soofii over, 
and walking slowly on, they passed Lucretia with a brief word or two, 
and were soon out of sight amongst the cedars. 

" Lean more on my arm. Helen," said Percival. " How strange it 
is, that the change of air has done so little for you, and our country 
doctor still less 1 I should feel miserable, indeed, if Shnmons, whom 
my mother alwavs considered very clever, did not assure me that there 
was no ground for alarm—that these symptoms were only nervous. 
Cheer up, Helen— sweet love, cheer up 1 " 

Helen raised her face, and strove to smile, but the tears stood 
in her eves : It would be hard to die now, Percival ! " she said, 
falteringiy. 

" To die— oh, Helen! No; we must not stay here longer— the 
air is certainly too keen for you. Perhaps your aunt w3l go to 
Italy— why not all go there, and seek my mother P And she win 

nurse you, Helen,— ind— and " He could not trust his voice 

farther. 

Hden pressed his arm tenderly : Forgive me, dear Percival--^ is 
but at moments that I feel so deroondent— now, again, it is past. Ah, 
I so long to see your mother 1 when will you hear from her P Are 
vou not too sanguine P— do you really feel sure she wiU consent to so 
lowly a choice P " 

" Never doubt her affeotion--her anpredation of yon," answered 
Percival, gladly, and hoping that Helen's natural anxiety might be 
the latent cause of her d^ected spirits : " often when taUdne d the 
future, under these ver^ cedars, my mother has said—' You nave no 
cause to marry for ambition— marry onlv for your hanpiness.' < She 
never had a daughtex^in return for all her love, I shall give her that 
blessmg." 

Thus talking, the lovers rambled on till the sun-set, and then, 
returning to the house, they found that Yamey and Madame Dah- 
bard had preceded them. That evening Helen's sphrits rose to their 
natural buoyancy. And Percival's heart was once more set at ease 
by her silvery laugh. 

^ When, at their usual earlv hour, the rest of the family retired to 
Percival remained in the drawing-room to write again, and at 
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length, to Lady Mary and Captain Greville. While thus engaged, his 
valet entered, to say, that Beck, who had been out since the early 
morning, in search ot a horse that had strayed from one of the pas- 
tures, had iust returned with the animal, who had wandored nearly as 
far as Soutnamptbn. 

I am glad to hear it," said Percival, abstractedly, and continuing 
his letter. 

The valet still lingered— Percival looked up in surprise. 

"If you please, sir, you said you particularly wished to see Beck, 
when he came back." 

" I— oh, true ! TeU him to wait. I will spef^ to him by-and-by— 
you need not sit up for me— let Beck attend to the bell." 

The valet withdrew. Percival continued his letter, and fiUed page 
after page, and sheet after sheet ] and when at length the letters, not 
containing a tithe of what he wished to convey, were brought to a 
close, he fell into a reverie that lasted till the candles burnt low, and 
the clock from the turret tolled one. Starting up in surprise at the 
lapse of time, Percival then, for the first tune, remembered Beck, 
and ran^ the bell. 

The ci-devant sweener, in his smart Uvery, appeared at the door. 

" Beck, my poor fellow, I am ashamed to have kept you waiting so 
long ; but I received a letter this morning which relates to you. Let 
me see, I left it in my study upstairs. Ah— you'll never find the way 
— follow me— I have some questions to put to you." 

" Nothin' agin my carakter, I hopes, your 'onor," said Beck, 
timidly. 

"Oh, no!" 

" Noos of the mattris, then ? " exclaimed Beek, joyfully. 

" Nor that either," answered Percival, laughing, as he lighted the 
chamber candlestick, and followed by Beck, ascended the grand stair- 
case to a small room which, as it acfjoiued nis sleeping apartment, he 
had habitually used as his morning writing-room and study. 

Percival had, indeed, received that day a letter which had occa- 
sioned him much surprise; it was from John Ardworth, and ran 
thus : — 

" My dear Percival,— It seems that you have taken into your ser- 
vice a young man known only by the name of Beck. Is he now with 
you at Laughton P If so, pray retain hini. and suffer him to be in 
readiness to come to me at a day's notice if wanted, though it is pro- 
bable enough that I may rather come to you. At present, strange as 
it may seem to vou, I am detained in London bv business connected 
with that important nersonage. Will you ask him carelessly, as it 
were, in the meanwhile, the following questions : — 

" rirst : How did he become possessed of a certain child*s coral, 
which he left at the house of one Becky Carruthers, in Gole's- 
buildingsP 

" Secondly : Is he aware of any mark on his arm— if so, will he 
describe it P 

" Thirdly : How long has he known the said Becky Carmthers P 
" Toipihly : Does be believe her to be honest and truthful P 
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" Take a memorandum of his answers, and send it to me. I am 
pretty well aware of what they are likely to be ; but I desire you to 
put the questions, tbat I may judge if there be any discrepancy 
between his statement and that of Mrs. Carruthers. I have much to 
tell you, and am eager to receive your kind congratulations upon an 
event that has given me more happiness than the fogitiye success of 
my little book. Tenderest regards to Helen ; and, hoping soon to 
see you. ever affectionately yours. 

" T.S. Say not a word of the contents of this letter to Madame 
Dalibard, Helen, or to any one except Beck. Caution him to the 
same discretion. If you can't trust to his silence, send him to 
town." 

When the post brought this letter, Beck was already gone ofn hu 
errand, and after puzzlmg himself with vague coi^jeoiureB, PeiciTal's 
mind had been naturally too absorbed with his anxieties for Helen to 
recur much to the subject. 

Now, refreshing his memory with the contents of the letter, he 
drew pen and ink oefore him, put the questions seriaiimt noted down 
the answers as desired, and. smiling at Beck's frightened cariosity 
to know who could possiblj care about such miitters, and feeling 
confident (from that very fright) of his discretion, dismissed the groom 
to his repose. 

Beck had never been in that part of the house before ; and when 
he got into the corridor he became bewildered, and knew not which 
turn to take— the right or the left. He had no candle with him; 
but the moon came clear through a high and wide skylight; the 
lis^ht, however, gave him no guide. While pausing, much per- 
plexed, and not sure that he should even know again the door of the 
room he had just quitted, if venturing to a^ply to his young master 
for a clue through such a labyrinth, he was mexpresslbly startled and 
appalled bj a sudden apparition. A door at one end of the corridor 
opened noiselessly, ana a figure, at first scarcely distinguishable, for it 
was robed from head to foot in a black shapeless garb, scarcelr givinjs 
even the outline of the human form, stole forth. Beck rubbed his 
eyes, and crept mechanicallv close within the recess of one of the 
doors that communicated with the passage. The figure advanced » 
few steps towards him ; and what words can describe his astonish- 
ment, when he beheld thus erect, and in full possession of physical 
power and motion, the palsied cripple whose chidr he had often seen 
wheeled into the garden, and whose unhappy state was the common 
topic of comment in the servants' hall. Yes, the moon from above 
shone full upon that face which never, once seen, could be for^tten. 
And it seemed more than mortally stem and pale, contrasted with the 
sable of the strange garb, and beheld by that mournful light. Had a 
ghost, indeed, risen from the dead, it could scarcely have appalled 
Limmore. Madame Dalibard did not see the involuntary spy; for 
the recess in which he had crept was on that side of the wau on which 
the moon's shadow was cast. With a auick step she turned into 
' er room, opposite that which she had quitted, the door of which 
iar, and vanished noiselessly as she had appeared. 
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Taiight suspidoE by his earlier acqnaintanee with the " night-side" 
of human nature. Beck had good cause for it here*— this detection of 
an iarposture most familiar to his experience— that of a pretended 
cripple, — ^the hour of the night,— the evil expression on the face of the 
deoeitnd ^est, — Madame Dahbard*s familiar intimacy and near con- 
nection with Vamey— Vamey, the visitor to Grahman, who received 
no visitors hut those who desire not to go to law, hut to escape from 
its penalties— Vamey, who had dared to brave the Resurrection Man 
in his den, and who seemed so fearlessly at home in abodes where 
nought but poverty could protect the honest,— Vamey now, with that 
strange woman, an inmate of a house in which the n^er was so 
young, so inexperienced, so liable to be duped by his own generous 
nature — ^aU these ideas vaguely combined inspired Beck with as vague 
a terror ; surely something, he knew not what, was about to be perpe- 
trated against his benefactor— some scheme of villany which it was 
his duty to detect. He breathed hard, formed his resolves, and, steal- 
ing on tiptoe, followed the shadowy form of the poisoner through the 
half-opened doorway. The shutters of the room of which he thus 
crossed the threshold were not closed— the moon shone in bright and 
still. He kept his body behind the door, peeping in with straining 
fearful stare. He saw Madame Dalibard standmg beside a bed, round 
which the curtains were closed, standing for a moment or so motion- 
less, as if in the act of listening, with one hand on a table beside the 
bed. He then saw her take from the folds of her dress somethmg 
white and glittering, and pour from it what appeared to him but a 
drop or two, cautiously, slowly, into a phial on the table^rom which 
she withdrew the stopper ; that done, she left the phial where she had 
found it, again paused a moment, and turned towards the door. 
Beck retreated hastilv to his former hiding-place, and gained it in 
time. A^ain the shaaowy form passed him, and again the white face 
in the white moonlight froze his blood with its fell and horrible expres- 
sion. He remained cowering and shrinking against the wall for some 
time, striving to collect his wits, and considermg what he should do. 
His first thought was to go at once and inform St. John of what he 
had witnesseo. But the poor have a proverbial dread of deposing 
aught against a superior. Madame Dafibard would deny his tale, — 
the ^tiest would be believed against the menial— he should be but 
dismissed with ignominy. At that idea, he left ids hiding-place, and 
crept along the corridor, in the hope of finding some passage at the 
end which might lead to the offices. But when ne arrived at the other 
! extremity, he was only met by great folding-doors, which evidently 
I commumcated with the state apartments. He must retrace his steps 
I — ^he did so ; and when he came to the door which Madame Dalibard 
I had entered, and which stood ajar, he had recovered some courage, 
I and with courage, curiosity seized him. For what purpose could the 
i strange woman seek that room at night so feloniously ?— what could 
I she have poured, and with such stealthy caution, mto the phial ? 
i Naturally and suddenly the idea of poison flashed across him. Tales 
i of such crime (as, indeed, of all crime) had necessjdly often thrilled 
I the car of the vagrant fellow-lodger with burglara ana outlaws. But 
i poison to whcMOi? Could it be meant for nis benefactor? Could 

X 
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St. Jolin sleep jn that room why not ? The woman bad sOilf lit ik i 
chamber before her yonn^ host had retired to rest, and mingled her 
potion with some medicmal draught. All fear yanished before the 
notion of danger to his employer. He stole at once through the door- 
way, and noiselessly approached the table on which yet lay the phiaL 



sider next morning what next to do. At all events, it might cantain 
some proof to back his tale, and justify his suspicions. When he came 
once more into the corridor, he made a quick rush onwards, and luckOr 
arrived at the staircase. There the blood-red stains reflected on the 
tstone floors fh)m the blazoned casements daunted him little less than 
the sight at which his hair still bristled. He scarcely drew breath tUi 
he had got into his own little ciib, in the wing set apart for the stable- 
men, when, at length, he fell into broken and agitated sleep,— the 
visions of all that had successively disturbed him waking, imited con- 
fusedly, as in one i)icture of gloom and terror. He thought that be 
was in his old loft in St. Giles's ; that the Gravestealer was wrestli^ 
with Vamey for his body, while he himself, lying powerless on his 
pallet, fancied he should oe safe so long as he could retain, as a talis- 
man, nis child's coral, which he clasped to his heart. Suddenly, in 
that black shapeless ^b in which he had beheld her. Madame DaH- 
bard bent over him with her stem colourless face, ana 'wrenched from 
him hLs charm. Then, ceasing his struggle with his horrible anta- 
gonist, Vamey laughed aloud, and the Gravestealer seized him in hb 
deadly arms. 



When Beck woke the next morning, and gradually recalled all 
that had so startled and appalled him the previous night — ^the g^te- 
ful creature felt, less by the process of reason than by a brute instmct, 
that in the mysterious resuscitation and nocturnal wanderings of the 
pretended paralytic, some danger menaced his master — ^he became 
anxious to leam whether it was really St. John's room Madame 
Dalibard stealthily visited. A bright idea strack him— and in the 
course of the day, at an hour when the family were out of doors, he 
contrived to coax the good-natured valet, who had taken him under 
his special protection, to show him over the house. He had heard the 
other servants say there was such a power of fine things, that a peep 
into the rooms was as good as a snow, and the valet felt pride in 
being cicerone even to Beck. After having stared sufficiently at the 
banquet-hall and the drawing-room, the armour, the bust& and the 
pictures, and listened, open-mouthed, to his guide's critical observa- 
lions, Beck was led up the great stairs into the old family picture- 
■^ry, and into Sir Miles's ancient room at the end, which had been 
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left undisturbed, with the bed still in the angle ; on returning thence. 
Beck found himself in the corridor which communicated with the 
principal bedrooms, in which he had lost himself the night before. 

"And vot room be that vith the littul vite 'ead h-over the door ? " 
asked Beck, pointing to the chamber from which Madame Dalibard 
had emerged. 

** That white head, Master Beck, is Floorer the goddess ; but a 
heathen like you knows nothing about goddesses. Floorer has a half- 
moon in her hair, you see, which shows that the idolatrous Turks 
worship her, for the Turkish flag is a half-moon, as I hare seen at 
CSonstantinople ! I have travelled. Beck." 

" And vofc room be it ? Is it the master's ? " persisted Beck. 

"No, the pretty young lady. Miss Mainwaring, has it at present. 
There is nothing to see in it. But that one, opposite and the valet 
advanced to the door through which Madame Dalibard had disap- 
peared — "that is curious; and as Madame is out, we may just take a 
peejp." He opened the door gently, and Beck looked in. " This, 
which is called the turret-chamber, was Madame's when she was a 

firl, I have heard old Bess^ say; so master pops her there now. 
or my nart, Td rather sleep in your little crib, than have those great 
epiiff-looldng figures staring at me bv the firelight, and shaking their 
heads with every wind on a winteria m^ht" And the valet took a 
pindi of snufP, as he drew Beck's attention to the faded tapestry on 
the walls. As they spoke, the draught between the door and the 
window caused the gloomy arras to wave with a life-like motion ; and 
to those more superstitious than romantic, the chamber had certainly 
no inviting aspect. 

" I never sees these old tapestry rooms," said the valet, "without 
thinking of the story of the lady who, coming from a ball and taking 
oS her jewels, happened to look up, and saw an eye in one of the figures 
which she felt sure was no peeper in worsted." 

" Yot vos it. then? " asked Beck^ timidly lifting up the hangings, 
and noticing that there was a considerable space oetween them ana 
the wall, which was filled up in part by closets and wardrobes set 
into the wall, with intervals more than deep enough for the hiding- 
place of a man. 

" Why," answered the valet, " it was a thief. He had come for the 

i'ewels ; out the lady had the presence of mind to say aloud, as if to 
lerseif, that she had forgotten something, slipped out of the room, 
locked the door, called up the servants, and the thief— who was no 
less a person than the under-butler— was nabbed." 
" And the French 'oman sleeps 'ere P" said Beck, musingly. 
" French 'oman ! Master Beck, nothing's so vulgar as these nick- 
names, in a first-rate sitivation. It is all very well when one lives 
with skinflints ; but with such a master as our'n, respect's the go. 
Besides, Madame is not a French 'oman; she is one of the family — 
and as old a family it is too, as e'er a lord's in the three kingdoms. 
But come, your curiosity is satisfied now, and you must trot back to 
your horses." 

As Beck returned to the stables, his mind yet more misgave Idm as 
tQ the ciiooinal deigns oi hid master's visitor. It was tronx Heten's 
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room that the false cripple had walked, and tlie ill health, of the poor 
Toung ladv was a general subject of* conrpassionate oommeiit. JBst 
Madame Dalibard was Helen's rektion— from what motive coold die 
harboor an eyil thought against her own niece ? But stiD, if those 
drops were poured into the healing draught for good — whv lo 
secretlj P Once more he revolved the idea of speaking to St. J<mn— 
an accident dissuaded him from this intention; the onfy proof to back 
his tale was the mysterious phial he had canied away ; but unlnckitr, 
forgetting that it was in his pocket — at a time whm he flung hm 
coat to groom one of the horses, the bottle struck against the core- 
bin and broke— all the contents were spilt. This incident made him 
susnend his intention, and wait till he could obtain some fresh 
evidence of evil intentions. The dav passed without any other 
noticeable occurrenoe. The doctor called, found Helen somewhat 
better, and ascribed it to his medicines, especially to the effect of hif 
tonic draug^ht the first thing in ihe morning. Helen smiled — " Nay, 
doctor," said she. " this morning, at least, it was forgotten. I did not 
find it by mv bedside. Don't tell my aunt, she would be so angry." 
The doctor looked rather discomj)osea. 

" Well," said he, soon recovering his good hnmoor, since you are 
certamly better to-<lay without the draught, discontinue it aJeo to- 
morrow. I will make an alteration for the day after " 80 tint 

night Madame Dalibard visited in vain hex meoe's chamber — ^Hdea 
had a reprieve. 



CHAPTEE XXin. 



XHB SHADES ON THE DIAL. 

The following morning was indeed eventful to the family si 
Laughton : and, as if conscious of what it brought forth, it rose 
dreaiT and sunless : one heavy mist covered all the landscape, and a 
raw drizzling rain tell pattering through the yellow leaves. 

Madame Dalibard. pleading her infirmities, rarely left her room 
before noon, and Vame^ professed himself very nrreeuler in his 
hours of rising; the breakfast, therefore, anbrded no socud 
assembly to the family, but each took that meal in the solitude of his 
or her own diamber. Percival, in whom all habits partook of the 
healthfulness and simplicity of his charactei^ rose habitually early; 
and that day, in spite of the weather, walked forth betimes to meet 
the person charged with the letters from the post. He bad done 
so for the last three or four days, impatient to hear from his 
mother, and calculating that itrwas full time to receive the ex- 
pected answer to his confession and his prayer. He met the 
messenger at the bottom of the park, not iuc from Gpj^s OaL 
This day he was not disappointed. The letter-bag ocmtainied three 
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letters for himself, two with the foreign post-mark— the third ia 
I Ardworth's hand. It contained also a letter for Madame Daiibard, 
I and two for Vamey. 

w Leaving the messenger to take these last to the hall, Pereival, with 
his own prizes, plnnged into the hollow of the glen before hun, and, 
L seating mmsell at the foot of Guy's Oak. through the vast branches 
I of which the rain scarcely cam^ and only in smgle, mournful drops, 
: he evened first the letter in his mother's hand, and read as lol- 
t lows : — / 

k " My dear, dear Son,— How can I express to you the alarm your 
I letter has giyen to me ! So these, then, are the new relations you 
; haye discovered t I fondly imagined that you were alludhig to some 
; of mv own family, and conjecturing who amongst my many cousins 
1 could have so captivated your attention. These the new relations ! 
Lucretia Dalibara— Helen Mainwaring ! Percival, do you not know 

No, you cannot know— that Helen Mamwanng is the daughter 

of a disgraced man— of one who (more than suspected of fraud in the 
bank in which he was a partner) left his country, condemned even by 

his own father. If you doubt fhis, you have but to inquire at , 

I not ten miles from Laught^ where the elder Mainwaring resided. 

Ask there, what became of William Mainwarmg ? And Lucretia^ — 
I you do not know that the dyizig prayer of her uncle, Sir Miles St. 
John, was that she might never enter the house he beoueathed to 
your father. Not tiU after my poor Charles's death did I know the 
exact cause for Sir Miles's displeasure, though confident it was just ; 
but then amongst his papers I found the ungrateful letter which 
betrayed thoughts so dark, and passions so unwomanly, that I blushed 
for. my sex to read it. Could it be possible that that poor old man's 
prayers were unheeded— that that treacherous step could ever cross 
your threshold— that that cruel eye, which read with such barbarous 
loy the ravages of death on a benefactor's face, could rest on the 
nearth, by which your frank, truthful countenance has so often smiled 
away my tears, I should feel indeed, as if a thunder-cloud hung over 
the roof.— No ! if you marry the niece, the aunt must be banished 
finom yoQT house.— Good Heavens ! and it is the daughter of WiUimn 
Mainwaring, the niece and ward of Lucretia DalibanL to whom you 
have given your faithful affection— whom you single nom the world 
as your wife ! Oh ! my son— toy beloved— my sole surviving child- 
do not think that I blme you, that my heart does not bleed while 
I write thus ; but I implore you on my knees to pause at least, — 
to suspend this intercourse, tul I myself can reach England. And 
what thenP Why, then, PerdvaL I promise, on my part, that I 
will see your Helen with unprqumced!^ eyes— that I will put away 
from me, as far as possible, all visions of disappointed pnde— the 
remembrance of faults not her own: and if she be as you say and 
thinL I will take her to mv heart ana call her ' Daughter.' Are you 
satisfied P If so, come to me — come at once, and take comfort 
from your mothers lips. How I long to be with you while you 
read xnis— how I tremble at the pain I so ruddy give you I But 
toy poor sister stiH chaans me here, I dare not leave her, le«t T 
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should bse her sigh. Come then, oome, we will 0(mn]e eadi 

other. 

" Your fond (how fond !) and sorrowing mother 

" Mabt St. Johf. 

" October 3rd, 1831. 

" P.S. Yon see bjthis address that we have left Pisa for this place, 
recommended by our physician; hence an nnhanpy delay of some 
days in my reply. Ah, rercival, how sleepless will be my pillow till 
I hear from yon I" 

Long, yenr long, was it before St. John, mnte and oyerwhdmed 
with the sudden shock of his anguish, opened his other letters— the 
first was from Captain Grerille : — 

" What trap have yon fallen into, foolish boy? That you would 
get into some silly scrape or another was natural enough. But a 
scrape for life. Sir — that is serious ! But, God bless you for your 
canaour, my rercival — jon have written to ns in time — ^you are old- 
fashioned enough to thmk that a mother's consent is necessary to a 
youn^ man's nmon. And you have left it in our power to save you 
yet ; it is not every boyish fancy that proves to be true love, fiut 
enough of this preaching ; I shall do better than write scolding let- 
ters, 1 shall come and scold you in person. My servant is at this 
verv moment packing my portmanteau, the laquaii-de-place is eone 
to Naples for my passport. Almost as soon as you receive tois I 
shall be with you ; and if I am a day or two later than the mail, be 
patient : do not commit yourself further. Break your heart if you 
please, but don't implicate your honour. I shall come at oftce to 
Curzon-street. Adieu ! 

" H. Gbbvilie." 

Ardsworth's letter was shorter than the others : fortunately so, for 
otherwise it had been unread : — 

" If I do not come to you myself the dav after you receive this, 
dear Fercival, which, indeed, is most probable, I shall send you my 
proxy, in one whom, lor my sfike, I know that you will kindl}[ welcome. 
He will undertake my task, and clear up all the mysteries with which, 
I trust, my correspondence has thoroughly bewildered your lively 
imagination.--Yours, ever, 

** John Abdwobth. 

" Gray's Inn." 

Little^ indeed, did Percival's imagination busv itself with the mas- 
teries ot Ardworth's corresi)ondence. His mind, scarcely took in toe 
sense of the words, over which his eye mechanically wandered. 

And the letter which narrated the visit of Madame Dahbard to the 
house thus solemnly interdicted to her step, was on its way to his 
mother; nay, bv this time would almost have reached her. Greville 
was on the road; nay, as his tutor's letter had been forwarded from 
London— might, perhaps, be in Curzon-street thi^t day. How de- 
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sirable to see him before he could reach Laughton, to prepare him for 
Madame Balibard's visit ; for Helen's illness : explain the position in 
which he was involved, and conciliate the old soldier's rough, kind 

[ heart to his love and his distress ! 

He did not dread the meeting with GreviUe— he yearned for it. 

I He needed an adviser, a confidant, a friend. To dismiss abruptly his 

Siesta from his house— impossible ! to abandon Helen because of her 
tiler's crime, or her aunt s fault (whatever that last might be — and 
no dear detaQ of it was given), that never entered his thoughts ! 
Pure and unsullied, the staSrry face of Helen shone the holier for the 
doud aroufid it. An inexpressible and chivabous compassion mingled 
with his love and confirmed his faith. She, poor chud, to suffer for 
the deeds of others ! No. What availed his power as man, and dig- 
nity as gentleman, if they could not wrap in their own shelter the one 
b^whom such shdter was now doubly needed? Thus, amidst aU 
bis emotions—firm and resolved, at least on one point— and beginning 
already to recover the hope of his sanguine nature, from his reliance 
on his mother's love, on the i)romises that softened her disclosures 
and warnings, and on his conviction that Helen had only to be seen 
for every scruple to give vray, Percival wandered back tojf ards the 
bouse, and, coming abruntly on the terrace, he encountered Yamey, 
who' was leaning motionless against the balustrades, with an open 
letter in his hand. Yamey was deadly^ pale, and there was the trace 
of some recent and ffloomy agitation m the relaxed muscles of his 
cheeks, usuallv so firmly rounded. But Percival did not heed his 
appearance as he took lum gravdy by the arm, and leading him into 
the garden, said, afker a painful pause — 

" Vamey, 1 am about to ask you two questions, which your close 
connexion with Madame Balibard mav enable you to answer ; but in 
which, from obvious motives, I must demand the strictest coimdence. 
You wiU not hint to her or to Helen what I am about to say P" 

Yamej; stared uneasily on Percival's serious countenance, and gave 
the promise required. 

"First, then, for what ofiFence was Madame Dalibard expelled her 
uncle's house— this house of Laughton P 

" Secondly, what is the crime with which Mr. Mainwaring, Helen's 
father, is charged ?" 

" With regard to the first," said Yamey, recovering his composure, 
"I thought I had already told you that Sir Miles was a proud man, 
and that, in consequence of discovering a girlish flirtation between his 
niece Lucretia (now Madame Dalibard) and Mainwarinff, who after- 
wards jilted her for Helen's mother^e altered his will— expelled her 
his house,* is too harsh a phrase. This is all I know. With regard 
to the second question, no crime was ever brought home to WilSam 
Mainwaring. He was suspected of dealing improperly with the 
funds of the bank, and he repaid the alleged deficit by the sacrifice of 
all he i)ossessed." 
" This is the truth 1" exclaimed Perdval, joyfully. 
"The plain truth, I believe; but why these questions at this 
moment P Ah, you too, 1 see, have had letters— I understand ! Lady 
Mary gives these reasons for withholding her consent." 
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" Her consent is not withheld/' answered Ferdyal ; " but. shall I 
own it?— remember, I have your promise not to woujod ana offend 
Madame Dalibard by the disclosure : my mother does refer to the 
subjects I have alluded to, and Captain Qreville, my okd firiend and 
tutor, is on his way to Enghmd-— perhaps to-morrow he may arrive at 
Laugiton." 

"Ha!" saidVamey, startled— " to-iawiow !— and wliat aceit of a 
man is this Captain GrevilleP" 

" The best man possible for such a case as mine — ^kind-hearted, yet 
cool, sagacious, the finest observer, the quickest jpdge of character— 
. nothing escapes him. Oh, one interview will sumce to show him all 
Helen's innocent and matchless excellence !" 
" To-morrow ! this man comes to-morrow ! " 
''All that I fear is— for he is rather rough and blunt in his i 



— all that I fear is, his first surprise-— and, dare I sav, displeasure, at 
seeing this poor Madame Dalibard, whose faults, I fear, were graver 
than you suppose, at the house from whidi her nncte — ^to whom, 
indeed, I owe this ioheritanoe " 

"I see — I seel" interrupted Vamey, quickly. "And Madame 
Palibard is the most susceptible of women— so wefl-bom, and so poor, 
so guted, and so helpless— it is natural. Can you not write, sua put 
off this Captain Greville for a few days P— -until, indeed, I can find 
some excuse for terminating our visit." 

" But my letter may be fiwdly in time to rdbch him : he may be in 
town to-day." * ^ t j 

' Go then to town at once; you can be back late at night, or at 
to-morrow. Anything better than wounding the pride of a 
woman, 9^^oin, after all, you must depend for free and open inter- 



such a 



^ 1 hat IS exactlv what I thought of; but what excuse ? ' 

-"^ thousand! Every man coming of age into ouuua 
von WW 4 Dusmess with his lawyers ; or why not say simply tbat 
?S] Jp • *^a?«ept a friend of yours, who has just left your mother in 
"J'^if^ ® J ®^P^ suffices, and none can be offensive." 

" ^ camasre instantly." 

fonn orpl;^; ^F^a^ped Yamey; and his eye followed the receding 
Then tui^1n« + a mixture of fierce exultation and anxious fear. 
Ma(km^afil.*°?^ «^ turret-chamber, in which 

impatient otfh^^ reposed, and seem* it still closed, he muttered an 
opened, and a ¥ ^> shutters were slowly 

with o --^nsati stepping from the porch, approached Vamey 

I ?iff ' 1?*^ Madame Dahbard would see hnn in five minutes. 



with a naesi 
« he would 



^ Before thaS ?^ *^ to her room. 

HadameBa^baSf^ weU expired, Vamey was in the chamber. 
\er count^inc^^I^^Pj*^^"^^®'^^- and the unwonted joy which 
fihade upon wL^?^5^.^,as ^ contrast with the sombre 
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imd I from a stall better authority— from Walter Ardworth him- 
self! He lives; he will restore my child!" She extended a letter 
while she spoke. He, in returiL gave her, not that still crumpled in 
his hand, out one wnich he (uew frt)m his breast. These letters 
aererally occupied both, begun and finished ahnost in the same 
moment. 

That from Grabman ran thus : — 

*• Dear Jason— Toss up your hat, and cry hipJiip ! At last, from 
person to person, I have tracked the lost Vinceni; Braddell. He lives 
still I We can maintain his identity in anv court of law. Scarce in 
time for the post, I have not a moment for further particulars. I 
shall em^oy the next two days in reducing all the evidence to a 
regular cugest, which I wiU despatch to you. Meanwhile, jraepare, as 
soon as may be^ to put me in possession of my fee, — £5,000, and my 
expedition ments something more.— Yours, 

'^Nicholas Gbabman." 

The letter from Ardworth was no less positive :— 

"Madam,— In obedience to the commands of a dying friend, I took 
charge of his infant, and concealed its existence from his mother — 
yourself. On returning to England, I need not say that I was not 
unmindful of my trust. Your son lives : and, after mature reflection, 
I have resolved to restore him to your arms. In this I have been 
decided by what I have heard from one whom I can trust, of your 
altered habits, your decorous life, your melanclioly infirmities, ana the 
generous protection vou have ^ven to the orphan of my poor cousin 
Susan, my old friend Mamwanng. Alfred Braddell himself, if it be 
permittea to him to look down and read my motives, will pardon me, 
I venture to feel assured, this departure from his injunctions. What- 
ever the faults which displeased nim, they have been amply chastised. 
And your son, grown to man, can no longer be endangered hj 
example, in tending the couch, or soothing the repentance, of his 
mother. 

" These words are severe : but you will pardon them in him who 
gives you back vour child. 1 shall venture to wait on you in person, 
with such proofs as may satisfy you as to the identity of your son. I 
count on arriving at Laug[hton to-mOTow. Meanwluk, I simply sign 
myself by a name, in wmch you will recognise the kmsman to one 
branch or your family, and the friend of your dead husband, 

** J. Walteb Akdwobth. 

«' Cmven Hotel, October, 1831." 

" Well I and are you not rejoiced ! " said Lucretia, gazing surprised 
on Vamey's sullen and unsympathising face. 

''No I Deeause time presses: because, even while discovering your 
son, you may fail in securing his heritage ; because, in the midst of 

Sur triumph, I see Newcate opening to myself! Jjook you, I too 
ve had my news— less nleasing than yours. This Stubmore (curse 
him I) writes me word^ that he shsUl certainly b^ iu town next month 
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at farthest, and that he meditates, immediately on his arriyal, trans- 
ferring the legacy from the Bank of England to an excellent morteage 
of which he has heard. Were it not for this scheme of ours, nothing 
wonld be left for me but flight and exile.'* 

" A month !— that is a lon^ time. Do von think, now that nv son 
is fomid, and that sou one bke John Araworth (for there can be no 
doubt that my surmise was right), with genius to make station the 
pedestal to the power I dreamed of in my youth, but which my sci 
forbade me to attain — do you think I will keep him a month from bis 
inheritance ? Before the month is out, you shall replace what you 
have taken, and buy your trustee's silence, if need be — either from 
the sums you have insured, or from the rents of Laughton." 

"Lucretia!" said Vamey, whose fresh colours had grown livid— 
"what is to be done must oe done at once ! Perdval St. John has 
heard from his mother. Attend!" And Yamey rapidly related the 
questions St. John had put to him, the dreaded arrival of Captain 
(ireville, the danger of so keen an observer— the necessity, at all 
events, of abridging their visit— the urgency of hastening the catas- 
trophe to its dose. 

Lucretia listened in ominous and steadfast silence. 

"But," she said, at last, "you have persuaded St. John to give this 
man the meeting in London— to put offhis visit for the time ! St. John 
will return to us to-morrow. Well : and if he finds his Helen is no 
more ! Two nights a^, I, for the nrst time, mingled in the morning 
draught that which has no antidote and no cure. This night two 
drops more, and St. John will return to find that Death is in the 
house before him. And then for himself— the sole remaining bairier 
between my son and this inheritance, for himself— why, grief some- 
times kills suddenly ; and there be drugs whose effect simulates the 
death-stroke of pief-" 

"Yet, yet, this rapidity, if necessary, is nerilous. Nothing in 
Helen's state forebodes sudden death by natural means. The strange- 
ness of two deaths— both so young;— Greville in England, if not here 
—hastening down to examine, to inquire, with such prepossessions 
against you :— there must be an inquest !" 

" Well, and what can be discovered P It was I who shrank before 
—it is I who now urge despatch. I feel as in my proper home in these 
halls. I would not leave them again but to my grave I I stand on 
the hearth of my youth. I fight for my rights and my son's. Perish 
those who oppose me !" 

A fell energy and power were in the aspect of the murderess as she 
thus spoke ; and while her determination awed the inferior villany of 
Yamey, it served somewhat to mitigate his fears. 

As m more detail they began to arrange their execrable plans, 
Perdval, while the horses were being harnessed to take him to the 
nearest post-town, sought Hden, and found her in the little chamber 
which he had described and appropriated as her own, when his f(md 
fiEuicv had sketched the fair outune of the future. 

Tnis room had been originally fitted up for the private devotions of 
the Eoman Catholic wife of an ancestor, in the reign of Charles IL ; and 
in a recess, half-veiled by a curtain, there still stood that holy symbol, 
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whidi, whether Protestant or Sx)ina]i Catholic, no one sincerely pene- 
trated with the solemn pathos of sacred histoir can hehold unmoved 
— ^the Cross of the Divine Agpny. Before this holy symbol, Helen stood 
in earnest reverence. She aid not kneel (for the forms of the religion 
in which she had been reared were opposed to that posture of worship 
before the graven image), but jou could see in that countenance, 
eloquent at once with the enthusiasm and the meekness of piety, that 
the soul was filled with the memories and the hopes, which, age after 
age, have consoled the sufferer, and inspired the martyr. The soul 
knelt to the idea, if the knee bowed not to the image, embracing the 
tender grandeur of the sacrifice, and the vast inheritance opened to 
faith in the redemption. 

The young man held his breath while he gazed. He was moved, 
and he was awed. Slowly Helen turned towards him. and, smiling 
sweet^, held out to him her hand. They seated themselves in silence 
in the depth of the overhanging casement ; and the moumfol character 
of the scene without, where, dimly through the misty rains, gloomed 
the dark foliage of the cedsurs. made them insensibly draw closer to 
each other, in the instinct of love when the world frowns around it. 
Percival wanted the courage to say that he had come to take farewell, 
thouffh but for a day, and Helen spoke first. 

'* I cannot guess why it is, PercivaL but I am startled at the change 
I feel in myself— no, not in health, dear Percival, I mean in mind— 
during the last few months,— «ince, indeed, we have known each other. 
I remember so well the morning in which my aunt's letter arrived at 
the dear vicarage. We were returning from the village fair, and my 
good guardian was smilii^ at my notions of the world. I was then 
80 ^(fiy, and hght, and thoughtless, — everything presented itself to 
me in such gay colours,— I scarcely believed in sorrow. And now I 
feel as if I were awakened to a truer sense of nature — of the ends of 
our being here ; I seem to know that life is a ^ave and solemn thing. 
Yet I am not less happy, Percival. No, I think rather that I knew 
not true hapj»iness till 1 knew you. I have read somewhere that the 
slave is gay in his holiday &om toil ; if you free him, if you educate 
him, the gaiety vanishes, and he cares no more for the dance under 
the pain-tree. But is he less happy ? So it is with me ! " 

" My sweet Helen, I would rather have one gay smile of old— the arch, 
careless laugh which came so naturally from those rosy lips, than hear 
you talk of happiaess with that quiver in your voice— those tears in 
your eyes." 

"Yet gaiety,*' said Helen, thoughtfully, and in the strain of her 
pure, truthful purity of soul, " is only the light impression of the 
present moment— the play of the mere spirits ; and happiness seems 
a forethought of the future, spreading on, far and broad, over aUtime 
and space." 

" And you live, then, in the future, at last ?— you have no misgivings 
now, my Helen P Well, that comforts me I Say it, Helen— say the 
future will be ours ! " 

"It will—it will— for ever and for ever," said Helen, earnestly; and 
her eves involuntarily rested on the Cross. 

In liis younger spirit, and less imaginative nature, Perpival did not 
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comprehend the depth of sadness implied in Helen's answer ; taking 
it litehdly^ he felt as if a load were lifted from his heart : and kissing 
with rapture the hand he held, he exclaimed—" Yes, this shall soon 
— oh, soon be mine ! I fear nothing while you hope. You cannot 
guess how those words haye cheibred me; for I am leaving you, 
* thoug:h but for a few hours, and I shall repeat those words — for they 
will ring in my ear, in my heart, till we meet again/' 
^ " Leaving me ! " said Helen, turning pale, and her clasp on his hand 
tightening. Poor child ! she felt mysteriously a sraitiment of protec- 
tion in his presence. 

But at most for a day. My old tutor, of whom we have so often 
conversed, is on his way to England— perhaps even now in London. 
He has some wrong impressions against your aunt— his manner is 
blunt and rough. It is necessary that I should see hin^ before be 
comes hither— you know how susceptible is your aunt* s pride— just to 
prepare him for meeting her— you understand ? " 

' What impressions against my aimt P Does he even know her ?" 
asked Helen; and if such a sentiment as suspicion could cross that 
candid innocence of mind, — ^that sentiment towards this stem relation 
whose arms had never embraced h«r,— whose lips had never spoken 
of the past.— whose history was as a sealed volume, disturbed and 
disquieted ner. 

*N[t is because he has never known her that he does her wrong. 
Some old story of her indiscretion as a giii— of her uncle's displeasure 
-^what matters now ? " said Percival, shrinking sensitively from one 
disclosure that might wound Helen in her kinswoman. '' Meanwhile, 
dearest, you will be nrudent— you will avoid this damp air, and keep 
quietly at home, and amuse yourself, sweet fancier of the future, in 
planmng how to improve these old halls, when they and their un- 
worthy master are your own. God. bless you ! — God guard you, 
Helen ! " 

He rose, and with that Inrril diiv.ilry of love which felt respect the 
more for the careless gi^irdiEin^JiiiJ lu which his Helen was entrusted, 
he refrained from that jjartiiig ki&s liicii their pure courtship war- 
ranted—for which his lip yearned. But lie lingered, an irresistible 
impulse moved Helen's hearL MechaniciiUy she opened her arms, 
and her head sunk upon liis aUouIder. ^bftat embrace they remained 
sonie moments silent, »nd ;m anirel nu)^ unreprovingly have heard 
their hearts beat throu-'ii thc^ ^tiSlncs^^. 

At length. Percival T^ri; lijiu^i I" fi hli those arms which relaxed 
their imploring hold rtlttctaiifly ; ake licard his hurried step descend 
the stairs, and in a moment more the roll of the wheels in the court 
without ; a dreary sense as of some utter desertion, some everlasting 
bereavement, chilled and appalled her. She stood motionless, as n 
turned to stone, on the floor : suddenly the touch of something warm 
on her hand— a plaimng wnine, awoke her attention ; Percival's 
favourite dog missed his master, and had slunk for refuge to her. The 
dread sentiment of loneliness vanished in that humble companionship : 
and seating herself on the ground, she took the dog In her arms, ana 
bending over it^ wept in silence. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

mnxDm^ towaeds his design, hoves like a ghost. 

The reader will, doubtless, have observed the oonsummate art with 
which the poisoner had hitherto advimced npon her prev. The design 
conceived from afar, and executed with elaborate stealth, defied ev^ 
cbance of detection, agamst which the ingenuity of praictised villany 
could guard. Grant even that the deadly drugs should betray the 
nature of the death they inflicted, that bv some unooniectured secret 
in the science of chemistry, the presence ot those vegetable compounds 
wMch had hitherto baffled every known and positive test^ in the post-> 
humous examination of the most experienced surgeons, should be 
clearlv ascertained, not one suspicion seemed likely to fall upon the 
ministrant of death. The medicmes were never brought to Madame 
Dalibard, were never given by her hand; nothing ever tasted by the 
victim could be tracked to her aunt, liie helpless condition of the 
cripple, which Lucretia had assumed, forbade all notion even of her 
power of movement. Only in the deadf of night, when, as she believed^ 
every human eye that could watch her was sealed in sleep, and then 
in those dark habiliments, which (even as might sometimes happen, 
if the victim herself were awake,) a chance ray of light struggling 
through chink or shutter could scarcely distin«^h from the general 
gloom,— -did she steal to the chamber, and infuse the colourless and 
tasteless liquid * in the morning draught, meant to bring strength 
and healiuf . Grant that the di^ught was untouched— that it was 
examined by the surgeon— that the fell admixture could be detected 
—suspicion would wander anywhere rather than to that crippled 
and helpless kinswoman, who could not rise from her bed without 
aid. 

But now this patience was to be abandoned, the folds of the serpent 
were to coil in one fell clasp upon its prev. 

Fiend as Lucretia had become, and hardened as were all her resolves 
by the discoverv of her son, and her impatience to endow him with 
her forfeited inneritance. she yet shrank from the face of Helen that 
day; on the excuse of illness, she kept her room, and admitted only 
Vamey, who stole in from time to time, with creeping step and 
haggard countenance, to sustain her courage or his own. And every 
time he entered, he found Lucretia sitting with Walter Ardworth's 
open letter in her hand, and turmng with a preternatural excitement, 
that seemed almost like aberration of mind, from the grim and horrid 
topic which he in^ted, to thoughts of wealth, and power, and 
tnumph, and exultine prophecies of the fame her son should achieve. 
He looked but on the blackness of the gulf, and shuddered; her 

* The celebrated aequa di Tufania (Tufania water) was wliolly without taste or 
colour. 
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vision overleapt it, and smiled on the misty palaces her fancy buHt 
beyond. 

Late in the evening, before she retired to rest, Helen knocked 
(rently at her aunt's door, — a voice quick and startled, bade her enter; 
she came in, vrith her sweet caressing look, and took Lucretia's hand, 
which struggled from the clasp. Bending over that haggard brow, 
she said, simply, yet to Lucretia's ear the voice seemed that of com- 
mand : ''Let me kiss you, this night ! " and her Hps pressed that 
brow. The murderess shuddered, and closed her eyes ; when she 
opened them, the angel visitor was gone. 

Night deepened and deepened into those hours from the first of 
which we number the mom, though night still is at her fall. Moon- 
bean^ and star-beam came through the casements, shyly, and fairy-like, 
as oil that night, when the murderess was young and crimeless— in 
deed, if not in thought— that ni^ht, when in the Dook of Leedicraft, 
^e meted out the hours, in which the life of her benefactor mif^ht 
still interpose between her passion and its end. Along the stairs, 
through the hall, marched the armies of light— noiseless and still and 
clear, as the judgments of God, amidst the darkness and shadow of 
mortal destinies. Li one chamber alone, the folds, curtained dose, 
forbade all but a single ray— that ray came direct, as the stream from 
a lantern, as the beam reflected back from an eye ;— as an eye it 
seemed watchful, and steadfast, through the dark; it shot along the 
floor— it feU at the foot of the bed. 

Suddenly, in the exceeding hush, there was a strange and ghastly 
sound- it was the howl of a do^ ! Helen started from her sleep. 
Fercival's doe had followed her, mto her room, it had coiled itself, 
grateful for the kindness, at the foot of the bed. Now. it was on the 
pillow, she felt its heart beat agrainst her hand ; it was trembling ; its 
hairs bristled up, and the howl changed into a shrill bark of terror 
and wrath. Alarmed, she looked round : quickly between her and 
that ra;^ from the crevice, a shapeless darkness i>assed. and was gone! 
So undistinguishable, so without outline, that it had no likeness of 
any living form :— like a doud, like a thought, like an omen, it came 
in gloom, and it vanished. 

Helen was seized with a superstitious terror— the dog continued to 
tremble and growl low. All once more was still— the dog sighed 
itself to rest. The stillness, the solitude— the glimmer of the moon 
— all contributed yet more to appal the enfeebled nerves of the 
listening, shrinking girl. At length she buried her face imdcr the 
clothes, and towar£ daybreak fell into a broken, feverish ^eep, 
haunted with threatening dreams. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

THE UESSENGEE SPEEDS. 

TowABDS the afternoon of the faUowing daj, an elderlv gentle- 
man was seated in the coffe&Hm)m of an hotd at Soutnampton, 
engaged in writing a letter, while the waiter in attendance was em- 
ployed on the wires that fettered the petulant spirit contained in a 
bottle of Schweppe's soda-water. There was something in the aspect 
of the old gentleman, and in the yerv tone of his voice, that inspired 
respect, ana the waiter had cleared the other tables of their latest 
newspapers to place before him. He had only just arrived by the 
packet from Havre, and even the newspapers nad not been to him 
that primary attraction they generally constitute to the Englishman 
returning to his bustling native land, which, somewhat to his surprise, 
has contrived to go on tolerably well during his absence. 

We use our privilege of looking over his shoulder while he 
writes: — 

" Here I am, then, dear Lady Mary, at Southampton, and within 
an easy drive of the old Hall ! A file of Galignani's Journals, which 
I found in the road between Marseilles and Paris, informed me, under 
the head of ' fashionable movements.' that Percival St. John, Esquire, 
was 'gone to his seat at Laughton.' According to my customary tactics 
of marching at once to the seat of action, I therefore made dnrect for 
Havre, instead of crossinflr from Calais, and I suppose I shall find our 
young gcnitleman engaged in the slaughter of hares and partridges. 
You see it is a good sign that he can l^ve London. Keep up your 
spirits, mv dear friend. If Perce has been really duped ana taken 
in, — ^as all you mothers are so apt to fancy,— rely upon an old soldier 
to defeat the enemy, and expose the nise. But i^ after all, the girl 
is such as he desonbes and believes— innocent, artless, and worthy liis 
affection— oh, then I range myself, with your own good heart, upon 
his side. Never will I run the risk of unsettling a man's whole cha- 
racter for life by wantonly interfering with his affections. But there 
we are agreed. 

" Li a few hours I shall be with our dear boy, and his whole heart 
will come out clear and candid as when it beat under his midship- 
man's true-blue. Li a day or two I shall make him take me to town, 
to introduce me to the whole nest of them. Then I shall report pro- 
gress. Adieu, till then ! Kind regards to your poor sister. I think 
we shall have a mild winter. Not one warning twinge as yet, of the 
old rheumatism. 

" Ever your devoted old friend 

" And prats chevalier, 

" H. GBEmLE/' 
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The captain had completed his letter, sipped his Bodor-'water, as^. 
was affixinff to his communication his seal, wfien he heard the ratt.i 
of a postcnalse without. Fancring it was the one he had ordered, hi 
went to the open window which looked on the street • but the chai* 
contained travellers, only halting to change horses. Somewhat to 
surprise, and a little to his chagrin, — for the captain did not count on 
fincung company at the Hall, — he heard one of the travellers in the 
chaise ask' the distance to Laughton. The countenance of the ques- 
tioner was not famiUar to him. But leaving the worthy captain to 
question the landlord, without any satisfactory informatioii, and to 
nasten the chaise for himself, we accompany the travellers on their 
way to Laughton. There w&k but two—the proper complement of t 
post-chaise— and they were both of the ruder sex. The elder of the 
two was a man of middle age, but whom the wear and tear of active life 
had evidently advanced towards the state called ^Mi^/jf. But there was 
still abundant life in his quick, dark eye ; and that mercurial jonth- 
fulness of character, which in some happy constitutions seems to defr 
years and sorrows, evinced itself in a rapid pky of countenance, and 
as mudi jgesticulation as the narrow ooimnes of the vehicle and 
the position of a traveller will i>ermit. The yonngrar man, fu 
more grave in aspect and quiet in manner, leaned back in the 
comer with folded arms, and listened with respectful attention to his 
companion. 

"Certainly, Dr. Johnson is right— great happiness in an English 
post-chaise properly driven ! more exhilaratii]^ than a palanquin : 
Post epniem sedet atra cura'—tme only of such scrubby hadks as old 
Horace could have known. Black Care does not sit b^und Engliah 
posters— eh, my boy !" As he spoke this, the gentleman had twioekt 
down the gliBss of the vehicle, and twice put it up again. 

let,'' be resumed, without noticing the brief, good-kiinoarDd 
reply of his companion— ' vet this is an amdous business enough that 
we are about. I don't feel quite easy in my conscience. Poor Biad- 
dell 8 uuunotions were very strict, and I disobey tiiem. It is on voor 
responsibility, John I" 

* I take it wi^out hesitation. All the motives for so stern a sever- 
ance must have ceased, and is it not a sufficient punishment to find in 

« 50P««-f<» son, a * 

Poor woman 1 " interrupted the elder gentleman, in whom we 
begm to recognise the toiJuant Mr. Tomkms— " true, indeed— too 
J ^ I remember the impression Lucretia Ghiveiing first 
produced on me ;— and to think of her now as a miserable cngpfc! 
%ik^I®' right, sir I Drive on, post-boy* Q^iick, quick ! 

|?f'®,yMa8hprtsifence. ' 

eider gentleman, abruptly, put his hand upon his companion's 

WW acuteness-^hat patient research you have 

^t^LT^i^J^^ I done in this business without you? How 
twS ^ }v 8«?rulous Mrs. Mivers bored me with. Bedcy Carni- 
mP^--f^i.j «>d St. Paul's, and not a suspicion came across 

Stf o3 r ^ «»fficient for you ;-and then to track this unfed- 
mg oia Jopbn, from place to place, till you find her absolutely a 



servant under the very roof of Mrs. Braddell herself ! Wonderful ! 
Ah, boy, you will be an honour to the law, and to your country. And, 
Trhat a hard-hearted rascal you must think me to have described you 
so long ! " 

" Mj dear father," said John Ardworth, tenderly— "your love now 
recompenses me for all. And ought I not rather to rejoice not to 
have known the tale of a mother's shame, until I could half forget it 
on a father's breast P " 

" John," said the elder Ardworth, with a choking voice—" I ought 
to wear sackcloth all my life, for having given you such a mother. 
When I think what I nave suffered from the hahit of carelessness 
in those confounded money matters ( — * irritamenta malorum* 
indeed p9 I have only one consolation, that my patient, noble son 
is free from my vice. You would not believe what a well-principled, 
honourable fellow I was at your age, and yet, how truly I said to my 
poor friend, William Mainwaring, one day at Laughton (I remem- 
ber it now) — 'Trust me with anything else but half-a-guinea!' 
Why, sir, it was that fault that threw me into low company— that 
brought me in contact with my innkeeper's daughter at Lunerick. I 
fell in love, and I married (for, with all my faults, I was never a 
seducer, John). I did not own my marriage; why should I?— my 
relatives had cut me already. You were bom, and, hunted noor devil 
as I was, I forgot all by your cradle. Then, in the midst of my 
troubles, that ungrateful woman deserted me— then I was led to 
believe that it was not my own son whom I had kissed and blessed. 
Ah^ but for that thousht, should I have left you as I did ! And even 
in infancy, you had the features only of your mother. Then, when 
the death of the adulteress set me free, and. years afterwards, in India, 
I married again, and had new ties— my heart grew still harder to you. 
I excused mysdf by knowing that at least you were cared for, and 
trained to good by a better ^de than I. Sut when, by so strange a 
hazard, the verynriest who nad confessed your mother on her death- 
bed (she was a Catholic), came to India, and (for he had known me at 
liimerick) recognized my altered person, and obeying his penitent's 
last injunctions, assured me that you were my son, — oh, John, then, 
believe me, I hastened back to England, on the wings of remorse ! 
Love you, boy ! I have left at Madras three children, young and fair, 
by a woman now in heaven, who never wronged me, and, by my soul, 
John Ardworth. you are dearer to me than all ! " 

The father's head drooped on his son's breast as he spoke; then, 
dashing away his tears, he resumed : 

** Ai, why would not Braddell permit me. as I proposed, to find for 
his son the same guardianship as that to which I intrusted my own ; 
but his bigotry besotted him ;— a clergyman of the high church,— that 
was worse than an atheist ! I had no choice left to me but the roof 
of that she-hypocrite. Yet I ought to have come to ligland when 1 
heard of the child's loss, braved duns and all ; but I was money- 
making, money-making— retribution for money-wasting; — and— well, 
it's no use repenting !— and— and— there is the lodge, the park, the 
oMtrees! Poot Sir Miles !" 
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CHAPTEE XXVL 

THE SPY PLIES. 

Meakwhilb at Laughton, there was confusion and alana. Helen 
had found herself more than usually unwell in the mominff; towards 
noon, the maid, who attended her, informed Madame Dalibard that 
she was afraid the poor young kdy had much fever, and inquired if 
the doctor should be sent for. Madame Dalibard seemed surj^iaed 
at the intelligence, and directed her chair to be wheeled into her 
niece's room, in order herself to judge of Helen's state. The maid, 
sure that the doctor would be summoned, hastened to the stables, and 
seeing Beck, instructed him to saddle one of the horses, and to await 
further orders. Beck kept her a few moments talking, while he 
saddled his horse, and then followed her into the house, observing 
that it would save time if he were close at hand. 

" That is quite true," said the maid, " and you may as well wait in 
the corridor. Madame may wish to apetik to you herself, and give yon 
her own message or note to the Boetor." 

Beck, full 9f gloomy suspicions, gjadki obeyed ; and while the maid 
entered the sick-chamber, stood anxiously without. Freseatly Y amey 
passed him, and knocked at Helen's door ; the maid half-opened it. 
How is Miss Mainwaiing ?" said he, eagorly. 

''I fear she is worse, sir,— but Madame Dalibard does not thmk 
there is any danger." 

" No danger ! I am glad; but pray ask Madame Dalibard to let me 
see her for a few moments, in her own room. If she come out I will 
wheel her chair to it. Whether there is danger or not we had better 
send for other advice than this country doctor, who has perbi^ mis- 
taken the case ; tell her I am very uneasy, and beg her to join me 
immediately." 

I think vou are quite right, sir ;" said the maid, closing the door. 
Yamey then turmng round for the first time, noticed BedL, and 
said, roughly — 

" What do you do here P Wait below till you are sent for.*' 

Beck pulled his forelock, and retreated back, not in the direction of 
the principal staircase, but towards that used by the servants, and 
which his researches into the topography of the mansion had now 
made known to him. To gain these back stairs he had to pass 
Lucretia's room ; the door stood ajar ; Yarney's Dace was turned trom 
him. Beck breathed hard, looked round, then crept within^ and in a 
moment, was behmd the folds of the tanestry. 

Soon the chair in which sat Madame I)alibard was drawn by Yamey 
himself into the room. 

Shutting the door with care, and turning the key; Gabnel saidi 
with low, suppressed passion — 
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Well ; your mind seems wanderin^—flpeak T** 

''It is strangre " said Luoretia, in koUow tones, " can Nature turn 
accomplice, and oefriend us here P" 

" Nature 1 did you not last night administer the — " 

" No," interrupted Lucretia. " No ; she eame into the room--«he 
kissed me here, on the brow that even then was meditating murder. 
The kiss burned; it bums still— it eats into the brain, Mke remorse. 
But I did not yield— I read again her &lse other's protestation of 
love— I read aff ain the letter announcing the disoovery of m^ son, and 
remorse lay still— I went forth as before— I stole into h« chamber— 
I had the fatal crystal in my hand " 

"WeU! weU!^' 

''And suddenly there came the fearfol howl of a dog! and the 
dog's fierce eyes glared on me ; I paused — I trembled ; Helen 
started, woke, eaQed aloud— I turned and fled. The poison was not 
given." 

Yamey ground his teeth. " But this iUness ! Ha 1 the eifect, per- 
haps, of the drops administered two nights ago." 

'' No ! this illness has no symptoms like those the poison should 
bequeath ; it is but natural fever, a shock on the nerves ; she told me 
she had been wakened by the dog's howl, and seen a dark form, l&e 
a thinff from the grave, creeping along the floor. But she is really ill 
—send for the nh^sician ; tfiere is notning in her illness to betray the 
hand of man. ^ it as it may— that kiss still bums— I will stir in this 
no more. Do what you will yyursdf I " I 

" Fool ! fool ! " exclaimed v amey, almost rudely graspkig her arm. 
" Bemember how mudi we hafve yet to prepare foi^how much to do 
•"-and the time so short ! Percival*s return— perha^ this Qreville's 
arrival. Give me the d^ucs, I will mix them for her m the potk)n the 
physician sends. And when Peveival retums'--his Helen dead or 
dyings/ will attend on him ! Silent still P B«call your son 1 Soon 

Em will clasp him in your arms as a beggar, or as the lord of 
aughton 1 " 

Lucretift shuddeared, but did not rise ; she drew forth a ring of keys 
from her bosom, and pointed towards a secretary. Yamey snatched 
the keys, unlocked the secretary, seized the fatal casket, and sat down 
quietly before it. 

When the dure selections were made, and secreted about his person, 
Vamey rose, approacJied the fire, and blew the wood embers to a 
blaze. 

" And now/* he said, with his icy irony of smile, "we may dismiss 
these useful instruments perhaps for ever. Though Walter A rdworth, 
in restoring your son, leases us dependent on that son's filial alfee- 
tion, and I may have, therefore, little to hope for from the succession, 
to secure whidi I have risked, and am araiin to risk, my life, I yet 
trust to that influence which you never fan to obtain over others. I 
take it for granted, that when these halls are Yincent BraddeU's we 
shall have no need of gdd, nor of these pale alchemies. Perish, then, 
the mute witnesses of our acts !— the elements we have bowed to our 
will 1 No poisons shall be found in our hoards ! Eire, consume your 
^nsuming children ! " 
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As he spoke, he threw upon the hearth the contents of the casket^ 
and set his heel upon the loss. A bluish £ame shot np« breakinginto 
countless sparks, and then died. 

Lucretia watched him, without speakine. 

In coming back towards the table, Yamey felt something hard 
beneath his tread: he stooped, and picked up the ring whicli has 
before been described as amongst the ghastly treasures of tlie casket, 
and which had rolled on the floor almost to Lucretia's feet, as lie had 
emptied the contents on the hearth. 

This, at least, need tell no tales," said he ; ''a pity to destroy 
so rare a piece of workmanship, — one, too, which we never can 
replace ! " 



^* Ay," said Lucretia, abstractedly—" and if detection comes, it may 
secure a refuge from the gibbet. Give me the rinp ! " 

" A refuse more terrible than the detection," said Vamey — beware 
of such a thought," as Lucretia^ taking it from his hand, placed the 
ring on her finger. 

And now I leave you for awhile to recollect yourself — to 
compose your countenance and your thoughts. I will send for the 
physician" 

. Lucretia, with her eyes fixed on the floor, did not heed him, and he 
withdrew. 

So motionless was her attitude,--so still her very breathing, — ^that 
the unseen witness behind the tapestry, who, while struck witn horror 
at what he had overheard (the general purport of which it wasimpos- 
sible that he could misunderstand), was parched with impatience to 
escape-^to rescue his beloved master from his impending &te, and 
warn him of the fate hovering nearer still over Helen, ventured to 
creep along the wall to the threshold— to peer forth from the arras^ 
and seeing her eyes still downcast, to emerge, and place his hand on 
the door. 

At that very moment Lucretia looked up, and saw him ^dingfrom 
the tapestry ; their eyes met — ^his were fascinated as the bird's Bv the 
snake^s. At the sight, all her craft, her intellect, returned. With a 
glance, she comprehended the terrible danger that awaited her. Before 
he was aware of her movement, she was at his side— her lumd on his 
own— her voice in his ear. 
" Stir not a step — ^utter not a sound— oryou are — ^" 
Beck did not suffer her to proceed. With the violence rather of 
fear than of courage, he struck tier to the ground ; but she clung to 
him still ; and, though rendered for the moment speechless bv the 
suddenness of the blow, her eyes took an expression of unspeakable 
cruelty and fierceness. He struggled with all his might to snake her 
off ; as he did so, she placed feebly her other hand upon the wrist of 
the lifted arm that had smitten her, and he felt a sharp pain, as if the 
nails had fastened into the flesh. This bi^t exasperated him to new 
efforts. He extricated himself from her grasp, which relaxed as her 
lips writhed into a smile of scorn and triumph, and, spuming her while 
she lay before the threshold he opened the door, sprang forward, and 
escaped. No thought had he of tarrying in that House of Pelops» 
those human shambleSj— of denouncing Murder in its lair^ to fly^ to 
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reach his master, warn and shield him— that was the sole thoaght which 
crossed his oonfased, bewildered brain. 

It might be from four to fiye minutes that Lucretia, half-stunned^ 
half-senseless, lay upon those floors ; for, besides the violence of her 
fall, the shock of the struggle upon nerves weakened by the agony of 
apprehension, occasioned by the imminent and unforeseen chance of 
detection, paralysed her wondrous vigour of mind and frame— when 
Vamey entered. 

"They tell me she sleeps^" he said, in hoarse muttered accents, 
before he saw the prostrate form at his very feet. But Vamey's step 
— Vamey's voice, had awakened Lucretia's reason to consciousness 
and the sense of peril. Bising, though with effort, she related hur- 
riedly what had passed. 

"fly I—fly r' she gasped, as she concluded. "Ply— to detain, to 
secrete this man somewhere for the next few hours. Silence him but 
till then— I have done the rest 1 "—and her flnger pointed to the fatal 
ring. 

V amey waited for no farther words ; he hurried out, and made at 
once to the stables : his shrewdness conjectured that Beck would 
carry his tale elsewhere. The groom was already gone (his fellows 
said) without a word, but towards the lodge that led to the South- 
ampton road. Yamey ordered the swiftest horse the stables held to 
be saddled, and said, as he sprang on his back, — 

" I, too, ipust go towards Southampton— the poor young lady I— I 
must prepare your master— he is on his road back to us ; " and the 
last word was scarce out of his lips, as the sparks flew from the 
flints under the horse's hoofs, and he spurred from the yard. 

As he rode at full speed through the parley the villain's mind sped 
more rapidly than the animal he Dcstrode — sped from fear to hope — 
hope to assurance. Grant that the spy Uvea to teU his tale— incohe- 
rent, improbable as the tale would be— who would believe it ? How 
eas^ to meet tale by tale ! The man must own that he was secreted 
behind the tapestry ;— wherefore but to rob ? Detected by Madame 
Dalibard, he had coined this wretched fable. And the spy^ too^ goM 
not live through the duy— he bore Death with hiui as he rode — he fed 
its force by ms speed— and the elfeeta of the venom itself ^voiiSd bo. 
those of frenzy. Tusli ! his tale, at best, would seem but ihc liivin^s 
of delirium. Still, it \\'qb well to track }\m he wciil,— doliiy 

him. if possible; and Vamey's spvjrs x^Suiiu^d dvvp imd dccpt r into 
the Dleeoing flanks : on desperately sicoured the hoiae, passed 
the lodge—he was oa thei*oad-^ chaise s«4^|if^toli^ 
heard not a voice eKcWm "Taitifiy I hs «iW iiiit me 't^dndfeth^ 
face of John Ardwortb j— bending over the tossing mane— he was 
deaf, he was blind, to aU without and aRjtmd. A milestone #dea by, 
another, and a third. Tin.! his eyps can see nmv. Tht: objott of hia 
chase is before ^him — lie vifiws distinctly, on tlir lirrr^r Chf yvn h\[\^ ihi 
horse and the rider, spurring fast^ like himself^ Thcv descend i\ni hiil, 
horse and horseman, and are suatofaed from his sight. Up the steep 
strains the pursuer. H# ia Mie aoiaiiiit. Ho sees the fu^iUvd 
before him, almost wilUba JifiiM^. If* ^t'f^™^ his UfMOi 
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ht^pm to ikA in Yeins ! YaniexIoGiks imnnGh-ooi SDotiier sod 
is m sight— a deep wood sldrti the road. Place and time seem to 
Henronr— Bed: has reined in his horse — he bends law over tin saddle, 
as if abomt to f alL Y SEsey utters a hatf^^appoECssed cry of tciBaaph, 
shakes his veins, and span on— "when, soddentj (by the cmre of &e 
load, hid befOTe), anotner chaise comes in sight, dne wbm Beck had 
woinly halted. 

The chaise stops^Vamey pulls in, and draws aside to tiie hedge- 
vow! Some one within the vehiGie is speakinc to the fagitife ! Mav 
ft not be SUdm himself? To his rage and nis tenor, be sees Beck 
peinfn]]/ dismoontfrom his horse— sees him totter to tne door of the 
diaise-«ees a serrant leap bom the boz^ and help him np the 8tn»— 
sees him enter. Itxsi»^be FerciTalonhisretnml PerciTal, to mom 
he tells that stcvy of honor! YameT's brate-like courage foisook 
him— his heart was appalled. In one m those panics so oomman with 
that boldneis which is but animal, Mb sole tnoni^t became that of 
escape. He turned his horse's head to the fence— forced his way 
despmtely throng the barrier— made into Hke wood, and sat there, 
cowering and listening, t^ in another miniate he heard the wkecb 
rattle on, and the horses gallop hard down the hill townrds tiie 
perk. 

The aatonm wind swept tfarongji the trees^it shook the branches 
of the loffcy ash that oy^ung the Accursed One. What observer of 
nature knows not that peculiar sound which the ash girea {caUk m the 
blast— not the solemn groan of the oak— not the nulow monnur of 
the beech, but a shrill wail— a shriek, as of a human voice in shaip 
anguish. Yamey shuddered, as if he had heard the death-cry of his 
intended victims ! Through briars and thickets, torn by the thorns, 
bruised by the boughs— he plunged deeper and demr into the wood 
—gained at Iragth the main jm£k cat t]m>ugh ii— fovsd Imnaetf in a 
lane, and rode on, careless whither, til he had readied a small town, 
about ten miles from Laughton, where he resolved to wait till his 
nerves had recovered their tone, and he could more calmly calcalBte 
the chances of safety. 
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CHAPTER XXm 



XUCBJBTLL KE&JJNS HEB SON. 



It seemed as if now, when danger became most imminent and 
present— that that very danger served to restore to Lnoretia DaU- 
bard fdl her faculties, which daring the earlier day had been steeped 
in a kind of dreary stupor. The absolute necessity of playing out ner 
execrable part with all suitable and consistent hypocrisy, braced her 
into iron. Birt the disguise she assumed was a supernatural effort- 
it stretched to cracking every fibre of the brain. It seemed almost to 
herself, as if, her object once gained, either life or consciousness could 
hold out no more ! 

A chaise stopped at the porch— two gentlemen descended. The 
elder paused irresohitely, and at length, takii^ out a card, inscribed 
"'Mr. Walter Ardworth," said, "If Madame Dalibard can be spoken 
to for a momrait, will you give her this card P " 

Tlie footman hesitatingly stared at the card, and then invited the 
gentleman into the hall, while he took un the message. Not long had 
the visitor to wait, pacing the dark oak noors and gazing on the faded 
bannera, before the servant reappeared— Madame Dalibard would see 
him. He followed his guide up the stairs ; while his young com- 
panion turned from the nail, and seated himself musingly on one of 
the beneiies on the deserted terrace. 

Grasping the arms of her chair with both hands, her eyes fixed 
eagerly on his face, Lucretia Dalibard awaited the welcome visitor. 

rrepared as he had been for change, Walter was startled by the 
ghastly alteration in Lucretia's features, racreased, as it was that 
moment, by all the emotions which raged within. He sank into the 
chair placed for him opposite Lueretia^ and, clearing his throat, said, 
faltermgly— 

" I grieve indeed, madam, that my visit, intended to bring but joy, 
shoula chance thus inopportune^. The servant informed me, as we 
came up the stairs, that your niece was ill, and I sympathize with 
your natural anxiety— Susan's only child, too— poor Susan !" 

" Sir/' said Luoretiai impatiently, " these moments are precious. 
Sir— sir !— ray son-naay son ! " and her eyes glanced to the door. 
** You have brought with you a companion— does he wait without P— 
My son!" 

" Madam, give me a moment's patience. I will be brief, and com- 
press what, in other moments, might be a long narrative, into a few 
sentences." 

Rapidly, then, Walter Ardworth passed over the details, unneces- 
sary now to repeat to the reader; the injunctions of Braddell, the 
dehvery of the child to the woman selected by his fellow-sectarian 
(who, it seemed, by John Ardworth's rec«it inquiries, was afterwards 
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expelled tlie commxuuty, and who, there was reason to beliere, had 
been the first seducer of the woman thus recommended). No due to 
the child's parentage had been g^iven to the woman, with the sum 
intrusted for his maintenance, wmch sum had perhaps been the main 
cause of her reckless progress to infamy and ruin. The narrator 

Sassed lightly oyer the neglect and cruelty of the nurse> to her aban- 
onment of the child when the mon^ was exhausted. Fortimately, 
she had oyerlooked the coral round its neck. By that ooral, and by 
the initials, V. B.. which Ardworth had had the precaution to have 
burned into the child's wrist, the lost son had been disoovered ; the 
nurse herself (found in the person of Martha Skeggs, Lncretia'a own 
servant) had been confronted with the woman to whom she gave the 
child, and recognized at once. Nor had it been difficult to obtain 
from her the confession which completed the evidence. 

" In this discovery." concluded Ardworth, "the person I employed 
met your own agent, and the last links in the chain they traced 
together. But to that person,— to his zeal and intelligence,— yon 
owe the happiness I trust to give you. He sympathized with me the 
more that he knew you personally, felt for your sorrows, and had a 
lingering belief that yon supposed him to be the child you yearned 
for. Madam, thank my son for the restoration of your own ! 

Without sound, Lucretia had listened to these details, though her 
countenance chanyged fearfully as the narrator proceeded. Bat now 
she ffroaned aloud and in agony. 

"Nay, madam," said Ardworth, feelingly and in some surprise, 
" surebr the discovery of your son should create gladder emotions. 
Thouffh, indeed, you wiU be prepared to find that the poor youth so 
reared wants education and refinement, I have heard enough to con- 
vince me that his disj)ositions are eood and his heart gratefuL Judge 

of this yourself ; he is in these walls— he is 

'* Abandoned by a harlot— reared by a beggar ! My son ! " inter- 
rupted Lucretia, in broken sentences. Welf sir, have you diachaiged 
your task ! Well have you replaced a mother ! " 

Before Ardworth could replv, loud and rapid steps were heard in the 
corridor, and a voice, cracke(^ indistinct, out vehement. The door 
was thrown open, and half-supported by Captam Greville, half drag- 
ging him along— his features convulse(L whether by pain or passion 
—the spy upon Lucretia*s secrets, the denouncer of her crime, 
tottered to the threshold. Pointing to where she sat with hia Ion;;, 
lean arm. Beck exclaimed—" Seize ner ! I 'cuse her. face to face, ot 

the murder of her niece! — of— of I told you, sir— I told you 

" Madam," said Captain Greville, " you stand cluurgea by this wif^ 
ness with the most terrible of human crimes. I judge you not. Your 
niece, I rejoice to hear, yet lives 1 Pray God that heif death be not 
traced to those kindred hands ! " 

Tunung her eyes from one to the other with a wandering stare, 
Lucretia Dalibard remained silent. But there was still scorn on her 
lip, and defiance on her brow. At hist she said, slowly, and to Ard- 
worth— 

" Where is my son? You say, he la within these walls — call him 
forth to protect his mother i Give me, at least, my son— my son ! ' ' 
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Her last vords were drowned by a fresh burst of forr from her 
denouncer. In all the coarsest inTectiye his education could supply — 
in aU the hideous Tulipmties of his untutored dialect— in that uncurbed 
licentiousness of tone, look, and manner which passion, once aroused, 

SVes to the diega and scum of the populace. Beck poured forth his 
ightful chaives—his frantic execrations, in vain Captain GreviUe 
strore to check him. In vain Walter Ardworth sought to draw him 
from the room. But while the poor wretch— •madnftning not more 
with the consciousness of the crime, than with the excitement of the 
poison in his blood— thus raved and stormed, a terrible suspicion 
crossed Walter Ardworth : mechanically-— as his grasp was on the 
accuser's arm— he bared the sleere, and on the wrist were the dark 
blue letters, burned into the skin, and bearing witness to his identity 
with the lost Vincent BraddeU. 

"Hold, hold!" he exdaimed then— "hold, unhappy man!— it is 
your mother whom you denounce !" 

Lucretia sprang up erect— her eyes seemed starting from her head : 
she caught at the arm pointed towards hjer in wrath and menace— and 
there, amidst those letters that proclaimed her son, was tibe small 
puncture surrounded by a livid circle, that announced her victim. In 
the same instant she discovered her child in the man who was calling 
down upon her head the hatred of Earth and the justice of Heaven, 
and knew herself his murderess. 

She dropped the arm, and sank back on the chair ; and, whether 
the poison nad now reached to the vitals, or whether so unwonted a 
passion in so frail a frame, sufficed for the death-stroke. Beck himself, 
with a low suffocated cry, slid from the hand of Ardworth^ and tot- 
tering a step or so, the blood gushed from his mouth over Lucretia's 
robe;— his head drooped an instant, and falling, rested first upon her lap 
— then struck heavily on the floor. The two men bent over him. and 
raised him in their arms-^his eyes opened and closed— his throat 
rattled, and as he fell back into their arms a corpse, a lauffh rose dose 
at hand— it rang through the walls, it was heard near and^afar— above 
and below. J^^ot an ear in that house that heard it not. In that 
laugh fled for ever, till the Judgment-day, from the blackened ruins 
of her lost soul, the reason of the murderess-mother. 
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CHAPTER XXVnL 

THE IiOTS VANISH VITHIN THE THBtN. 

Yaanet's 8elf-c(xnintuie lesixxredio bim his constitaiioiial audadt^f. 
He retomed to Laughton towards the evening, and held a oonference 
with Greville. Fortiuiatd/y for him, perhaps, and happily for all, 
Helen had lost all more dangerous symptoms, and the pnysictas, who 
was in the house, saw in her state nothing not easily to be aoeounW 
lor by natural causes. Peroival had arrived, bad seea Helen— no 
wonder she was better. Both from him and from Helen, Madame 
IMibard'sfeaiM condition was for the present coiicealed. Ardworth's 
story, and the fact of Beck's identity m\k Yzncent Braddell, were 
aiflo reserved for a later occasion. . . . The tak which Beck had 
poured into the ear of Greville (when reccmizin^the St. Jolm liveir, 
the Captain stopped his chaLse to inquire if Perioival were at the Hall 
and when thrilled by the hideous import of his broken replv^ th" 
eentleman had caused him to enter the vehicle to explain miDseli 
lurther) Yamey, with his wonted art and address, conrnved to strii 
of all prol»ble sembhinoe. Evidently the poor lad had been already 
delirious, his story must be deemed the m^tmare of his disordered! 
reason. Yamey insisted upon surncal examination as to the ca:^ 
of his death— the mmbranes of thel)rain were found surcharged wi^: 
blood, as in cases of great mental excitement— the slight puncture i*- 
the wrist, ascribed to the prick of a rusty nail, provc^ced no smspici' : 
If some doubts remained still on Grevule's acute mind, he was d' 
eager to express, stiU less to act upon them. Helen was decboed ' 
be out of danffcr. Percival was safe— why affix by minnte inqni': 
into the aUegea ^uilt of Madame DaHbard (already so awfully affect'' 
by the deatii of ner son and by the loss of her reason) so fool a star 
on the honoured family of St. John? But Greville was naturi' 
anxious to free the house as soon as possible, both of Yamey and tin* 
ominous Lucretia^ whose sojourn under its roof seemed accursed. H 
therefore readily assented when Yamey proposed— as his obvious ai* 
personal dutj, to take charge of Ids mother-in-law, and remove her 
London for unmediate advice. 

At the dead^ of the black-douded night— no moon and no stars^ 
the son of OKvier Dalibard bore away the form of the once formid^^ 
Lucretia the form, for the mind was gone— that teeming, restlc^ 
and fertile intellect^ which had carried along the projects, vnth il 
preterhuman energies of the fiend, was hurled into night and cha> • 
Manacled and bound, for at tunes her paroxysms were terrible, and 
partook of the destructive and murderous character which I 
faculties, when present, had betrayed, she was placed in tibe vehic- 
by the shrinking side oi her accomplice. 
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lionir hdofte he amred in Londoii, ^amey had got lid of his fear- 
ful eompaidoa. Bia ohake had stopped at the iron gates of a htm 
bnildinff, soBiewibtt out of the main road, and the doon of the Mad- 
house cbsed on Lncsetia DahhanL 

Yamey then hastened to Dover, "with intention oi flight into 
Eranoe ; lie was just about to step into the yessel, when he was tapped 
rudely on the ^ouldei^ aid a detennined Toice said— "Mr. Gaoiiri 
Yamey, you are my pnsoDer ! " 

" For what P-«ome paltry debt P " said Yarney, haughtily. 

''For foroery on thelBamk of Eng^l 

Yamey's nand plunged into his vest. The officer seized it in time. 



it was impossible to disprove, although the very smallest of which his 
conscience might charge him, Yamey sank into the blackest despair. 
Though he had often boasted, not only to others, but to his own vain 
breast, of the easy cpurace with which, when life ceased to yield eiyoy- 
ment, he could dismiss it by the act of his own will. — ^thoug[h he had pos- 
sessed himself of Lueretia's murderous ring, ana death, if fearful, was 
therefore at his command, self-destruction was the last thought that 
occurred to hkn ; that morbid excitability of fancy, which, whether in 
his art or in his deeds, had led him to strange ddi^ht in horror, now 
served but to haunt hmi with the images of death m those ghastliest 
shapes fiBmiliar to them who look only into the bottom of the ohEuiie^ 
ana see but the rat and the worm, and tbe loathsome agencies of cor- 
ruption. It was not tiie deq^air of oonseiettee that seized him, it was 
the abject dinging to life— not the remorse of the soul— still 
slept within him, too noble an agency for one so debased— but the 
gross physioal tenor. As the fear of the tiger onoe aroused is more 
paralysing than that of the deer, prqportioned to the savageness of a 
disposition to which fear is a novelty, so the very boldness of Yamey, 
coming onlv from the perfection of the nervous organization, and un- 
supported 1^ one moral sentiment, once struck down, was corrupted 
into the vilest cowardice. With his audaeity. his shrewdness forsook 
him. Advised by his btwyer to plead guilty, ke obeyeci, and the sen- 
tence of transponation for life gave him at first a feeling of reprieve ; 
but when his imagination began to picture, in the darkness of his 
eell, all the true tortures of that penalty, not so much^ perhaps, to the 
uneducated peasant felon, inured to tcm, and familiarized with coarse 
eompanicmamp. as to one pampered like himself by all soft and haif- 
womanly indui^neies— the shaven hah:,— 4he convixrt's dwss,— the 
rigorous privation,— the drudgii^ toil— the exile seemed as grim as 
the tfrave. In the dotage of faculties smitten into drivelling^ he wrote 
to the Home Office, offimng to disdose secrets connected with cnmes 
that had hitherto escaped or baflfed justice, on condition that his sen- 
tence might be repealecL or mitigated into liie gentler forms of ordi- 
nai7 transportation. No answer was returned to hhn— but his letter 
provoked research : circumstances connected with his unde's death, 
and with various other dark passages in his hie, sealed against him all 
kope of more meroifol sentence : and when some acquaintaiiees, whom 
Lis art had made for him, and who, while gzieringfor his crime, saw in 
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it some excuses (knorant of his feller deeds), sought to intereede in 
his hehalf^ the repL^ of the Home Office was oovions : " He is a foftn- 
nate man to have oeen tried and condemned for his least offenoe." 
Not one indulgence that conld distinguish him from the most exe- 
crahle ruffian condemned to the same sentence was conceded. 

The idea of the gibbet lost all its horror. Here was a gibbet for 
every hour! No hope— no escape. Already that Future Doom which 
comprehends the " For ever " opened upon him. black and fethom- 
less. The hour-glass was broken up—the hand ot the time-piece was 
arrested. The !Beyond stretched before him, without iimiC without 
goal— on into Annihilation or into Hell. 



EPILOGUE TO FABT THE SECOliD. 

Staj? Man ! upon the hill-top— in the stillness of the evenhig 
hour— and gaze, not with joyous, but with contented eyes, upon the 
beautiful world around thee ! See, where the mists, soft and dim, 
rise oyer the green meadows, through which the riyulet steals its 
way ! See where, broadest and stillest, the wave expands to the foil 
smile of the setting sun — and the willow that trembles on the breeze 
— and the oak that stands frm in the storm, are reflected back, 
peaceful both, from the dear glass of the tides ! See, where, bqgirt 
by the gold of the harvests, and backed by the x>omp of a thou^nd 
groves— the roofs of the town, bask, noiseless, in the calm glow of the 
sky. Not a sound from those abodes floats in discord to thine ear, 
—only from the church-tower, soaring high above the rest, perhaps, 
faintly heard through the stiUness, swells the note of the holy bell 
Along the mead, low skims the swallow — on the wave, the silver 
circlet, breaking into spray, shows the sport of the flsh. See, the 
Earth, how serene, though all eloquent of activity and life ! See the 
Heavens, how bemgn, though dark douds. by yon mountain, blend 
the purple with the gfpld ! Gaze contented, for Good is around thee 
—not ioyotts, for Evil is the shadow of Good ! Let thy soul pierce 
through the veil of the senses, and thy sightplunge deeper than tbe 
surface which gives delight to thine eye. Below the glass of that 
river, the pike darts on nis prey; tiie drde in the wave, the sotft 
phish amongst the reeds, are but signs of Destroyer and of Yietim. 
In the ivy round the oak bv the marsp, the owl hungers for the 
night, wmch shall give its beak and its talons living food for its 
young; and the si|ray of the willow trembles with the wing of the 
redbreast, whose bright eye sees the worm on the sod. Canst thou count 
too, O Man ! all the cares— all the sins— that those noisdess roof- 
tops conceal? With everv curl of that smoke to the sky, a huoaa 
thought soars as dark, a human hope mdts as briefly. And the 
bell from the church-tower^ that to thy ear gives but music, per* 
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I liaps kno]]A for the dead. The swallow but chases the moth, and the 
j ckrad that deepens the glory of the heayen. and the sweet shadows 
(m the earth, nurses but the thunder that shall rend the grove, and 
the stona that shall devastate the harvests. Not with fear, not with 
doubt, recognize, Mortal, the presence oi Evil in the world.* 
Hush thy heart in the humbleness of awe, that its mirror mav 
lefleet as serenely the shadow as the light. Vainly, for its rnora^ 
dost thou gase on the landscape, if thy soul puts no check on the 
doll delight of the senses. Two wings only raise thee to the summit 
of TrutL where the Cherub shall comfort the sorrow, where the 
Seraph shall enlighten the joy. Dark as ebon, spreads the one wing ; 
white as snow, ^eams the other — mournful as thy reason when it 
descends into the. deep — exulting as thy faith when it springs to the 
day-star. 

Beck sleeps in the churchTard of Laughton. He had lived to frus- 
trate the monstrous design mtended to benefit himself, and to become 
the instrument, while the victim, of the dread Eumenides. That 
done, his life passed with the crimes that had gathered around, out 
of the sight of mortals. Helen slowly regained her health in the 
atmosphere of love and happiness ; and Ladv Manr soon learned to 
forget the fault of the father in the virtues of the child. Mairied to 
Perdval, Helen fulfilled tiie destinies of woman's genius, in colling 
forth into action man's earnest duties. She breathed^ into Percival's 
warm beneficent heart, her own more steadfast and divine intelli^noe. 
Like him she ij^rew ambitious, bv her he became distingmshcd. 
While I write, fair children nlay under the cedars of Laughton. And 
the husband tells the daughters to resemble their mother ; and the 
wife's highest praise to the ooys is—" You have spoken truth, or done 
good, like your faihec." 

John Ardworth has not paused in his career, nor belied the promise 
of his youth. Though the elder Ardworth, narUv by his own exer- 
tions, partly by his second marriage with the daughter of the French 
mercmant (through whose agency ne had corresponded with Fielden), 
had realized a moderate fortune, it but sufficed for his own wants, 
and for the children of his later nuptials, upon whom the bulk of it 
was settled. HenoB, happily perhaps for nimself and others, the easy 
circumstances of his f&tner aQowed to John Ardworth no exemption 
from labour. His success in the single episode from active life to lite- 
rature, did not intoxicate or mislead him. He knew that his real 
element was not in the field of letters, but in the world of men. Not 
undervaluing the noble destinies of the Author, he felt that those 
destinies, if realized to the utmost, demanded powers other than his 
own ; and that man is only Irue to his genius when the genius is at 
home in his career. He would not renounce for a brief celebrity 

• Nofc, indeed, that the evU here narnted is fheoriftfMfyeTfl of the world. The 
lesson it inculcates would be lost, if so construed ; but that the mystery of evil, 
whatever its degree, only increases the necessity of faith in the vindication of the 
contrivance which requires infinity for its range, and eternity for its consununa- 
tio n. It is in the existence of evil that man finds his duties, and his soul its 
progress* 
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distant and solid tee. He ccmtiiiaed for a few yean. vxjMi^L 
and priyation, and ooafident self-reliano^ to drudge tiiim «^ 
pation for the intellect fed by restraint, amd the learaxiis aecui^V 
bv study, cane and found the whole man devd^ed and pt^^pflA 
l!hen, he rose rapidly from step to stej^-4JieiL stiA iftainnig haslB 
rathnsiasm, he enlarged his ^ere ot action mun the oold pwetitjy 
law, into those vast social improvement iHaeh law. rig^tjy itgpiH 
should lead, and nyify, and cseaie. Then, and mob « 
twenty years he had imposed en his probation had ezpixM, he OTw 
again npon the senate and tiie aUi^, and saw the docm of 
open to liis resolute tread, and sntieipated the gloiiona s^olehi^ vHB 
heart and brain should win him in the other. ~% 

John Ardworth has never aianied. WhenBncvnd lebnkealM 
for his celibacy, his lip quivers slightly, and he applies himsetf wlS 
more dogged earnestness to his studies or his career. . But he 
oomplaios that bis lot is lonely or his affections yind. for HA 
who aspires, and him who Idycs, uf e may lead through, t&e th(aiB» hlft 
it never stops in the desert. 4 

On the minor personages involved in this history. tllCTS is BU 
need to dwell. Mr. Fiehfen, thanks to St. John, has obtained a vi^l 
better living in the rectory of Laughton ; bist hiss found new soueoiil 
of pleasant trouble for Mmself in seekmg to drill into the iiaiittf 
Perciyal's ekbst son the elements of EGiolid, and ^nm pnBeiyJfls I 
Latin syntax. I 

We mav feel satisfied that the MiveES* will ga on maeh the saM 
while trade enxiches without r^ning, and wh&, nisireitiielesB, 
feelings in the common paths of duty may unite chantabla Molical 
with graceless knguage. 

We may rest assured that the noor widow, who had leaiBd the M 
son of Lucretia, received from the bounty of femval ail tW eeaU 
comfort her for his death. 

We have no need to track the dull erimes of Mar^ or the qaiA 
conning vices of Giabman, to their inentable goals, in ^ hospital ff 
the prison, the dunghill or the gibbet. 

Of the elder Ardworth our parting notice may be less brief. We 
first saw him< in sanguine and generous yputlL with lii|;her prma]^ 
and clearer insight mto honour than WiBiam Mainwarmg. We faitv ^ 
seen him next a spendthrift and a fogitive, his principles debased, lod I 
his honour dimmed. He presents to us no uncommon eacampie of <]ie 1 
corruption en^end^ed by that vulgar self-indulgence which mortgages 
the morrow for the pleasures of to-day. No Deitjr presides where 
Prudence is absent. Man, a world in himself, reqmres for the deve- 
lopment of his faculties, patience ; and for the balanee of his actions, 
order. Even where he had deemed himself most oppressivelv made 
the martyr, viz., in the profession of mere political opinions. Walter 
Ardwortn had out fdlowed out into theory the restless^ imcalcidatiig: 
impatience which had brought adversity on his manhood, and, despite 
his constitutional cheerftilness, shadowed his age with remorse. The 
death of the child committed to his charge, long (perhaps to the last) 
embittered his pride in the son whom, without merit of bis owii» 



Providence had spaied to a Iwighter fate. Sat for the faults which 
bad banbhed him hia ooimtiy, and the habits which had seared 
his sense of duty, eould that child have heea so abandoned, and have 
so T>«nshed? 

U reinams only to cast our glance over the punishmeizts which befen 
the sensual YiUany of Yazney,— the intelleotual oormptixm of his feii 

^*^^Ehese two persons had made a Terr trade of those crimes to which 
man's law awards deatk They had said in their hearts that they 
wcmld dare the crime, hut ekde the penalty. By wonderful subtlety, 
craft, and dextmty, which xedacedf guilt to a science, Providence 
seemed, as in disdam of the vulgar instruments of common retribution, 
to concede to them that which they had schemed for— esca^ from the 
rope and gibbet. Vaniey, saved from detection of his darker and more 
iucsxpiable crimes, puiushed only for the least one, retained what had 
seemed to him the master boon— life ! Safer still from the kw, ne 
mortal eye had pkunbed the profound niaht of Lucrctia's awful guilt. 
Jllurderess of husband and son, the blinded law bade her go un- 
scathed, unsnspe^ed. Direct, as from heaven, without a cloud fell 
the thnnderholt. Is the Me they have saved worth the prising P Doth 
the chalice, nnspilt on the ground, not return to the band? Is the 
sudden pang of the hangman m^ fearfai than the do<»i which thev 
breathe and bear? Look, and ni4ge. 

Behold that dark ship on the waters! Its burthens are not of 
Omms and Tyre. No goodly merchandise doth it waft over the 
wave,— no blessing ckaves to its sails; freighted with tenor and 
with ««ilt, with remorse and despaur, or, moBe ghastly tiian either, 
the siDlen apathy <rf sonis hardened mto stone, it cames liie dr^ 
andoffialof the old world to populate the new. On a beneh in tSt 
ship ait side by side t^?^?^ companions assigned to ea<^ other 
Tale, ahject, cowering; aU the bravery rent from his garh, all the gay 
insolence vanished fi?om his brow— can that hoBow-eyed, haggard 
.^tch be the same man whwe seiu^ opened on every joy, whose 
xierves naocked at evwy perUP But beside him, with a grin of vile 
fflee on hie featajysk all musde and brawn in the form, afi maUoe, at 
Snce spitcM and dull, m tlMJ heavy eve, ats his fit comiade—the 
Gravestealer ! At the test glance each had recognized each, and the 
jropheoy and the vision rmh^ bade np<m the If he 

ieek to escape from him, the (jravestealer claims him as a prev— he 




irona. vixc aux^,, # — r-,"™^ ««wv-ixw»u, — acts i,ue lana anse 

from tte waafce !— a land without hope ! At first, despite the rigour 
of the Home Office, the education and mtelligence of Vamey have 
their price—the sole <™e ftw wMi he is convicted is not of ike 
darkest. He ^»P«s that hideous, comrade,~he can teach as a 
schoohnaster ; let his bram work, not his'hands ! But the most irrc- 
deemahle of c<mvicte arecver ^ose of nurture, and birth, and culture 
l)etter thwi the lou may enlighten the (iod, but the 

^teor stdl must feed on the marshy— and the pride, and t^ vanity. 
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work where the crime itself seems to lose its occasion. 'Evet avid-^ 
ever ^n^pin^, he falls, step by step, in the foul sink, and the colony 
sees m Gabnel Vamey its most pestilent rogae,--~arch-KX>nvict amidst 
convicts,— doubly lost amongst the damned : they banish him to the 
sternest of the penal settlements,— they send mm forth with the vilest 
to break stones upon the roads. Shriyelled, and bowed, and old, pre- 
maturely—see that sharp face peering forth amon^t the gang, scucely 
human. — see him cringe to the lash of the scomAl overseer, — see the 
pairs chained together, night and day ! Ho, ho ! his comrade hath 
found him again-— the Artist and the Gravestealer leashed together! 
Conceive that fancy, so nurtured by habit—those tastes, so womanized 
by indulgence,— the one suggesting the very horrors that are not— the 
other revolting at all toil as a tortore. 

But intellect, not all gone, though hourly dying heavily down to the 
level of the brute, yet schemes for delivery and escape. Let the plot 
ripen, and the heart bound ; break his chain— set him free— send nim 
forth to the wilderness ! Hark, the whoop of the wild men ! See 
those things that ape our species dance and gibber round the famish- 
ing hunted wretch. Hark how he shrieks at the torture ! How 
they tear, and they pinch, and thev bum, and they rend him ! They, 
too, spare his life— it is charmed! A GaHban amidst Calibans, they 
heap nim with their burthens, and feed him on their offal. Let him 
live ; he loved life for himselt. he has cheated the gibbet— let him 
iiivz ! Let him watch, let him once more escape ; all naked and 
mangled, let him wander back to the huts of his ^ang. Lo ! where 
he lmee& the foul tears streaming down, and dies aloud, "I have 
broken all your laws, I will tell you all my crimes ; I ask but one 
sentence— Lang me up— let me die!" And from the gang groan 
manj; voices,— " Han£[ tis up — let us die I " The overseer turns 
on ms heel, and Gabnel Yamey again is chained to the laughing 
Gravestealer. 

lou enter those gates so jealously gnarded,— you pass, ^th a 
quick beat of the heart, by those groups on the lawn, though thi^are 
harmless ;— you follow your guide through those pasnages ; where the 

ri doors will permit, you see the emperor brandish his sceptre <j£ 
w— hear the speculi^r counting his millions— sigh, where the 
maiden sits smilins, the return of her shipwrecked lover— or gravely 
shake the head ana hurry on, where the fanatic raves his Apo^dypse, 
and reigns in judgment on the world ;— you pass by strong grates 
into corridors gloomier and more remote. Nearer and nearer, you 
hear the veU. and the oath and blaspheming curse— you are in the 
heart of the Madhouse, where they chain those at once cureless and 
dangerous— who have out sense enough left them to smite, and to 
throttle, and to murder. Your guide opens that door, massive as a 
wall : you see (as we, who narrate, have seen her) Lucretia Dalibard : 
—a foiaLj, squalid, ferocious mockery of a human being— more 
appauhig and more fallen than Dante ever fabled in his spectres, 
tntm Swift ever scoffed in his Ya-hoos !— Only where all other 
feature seems to have lost its stamp of humanity, still bums with un- 
quenchable fever— the red devouring eye. That eye never seems to 
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sleep, or, in sleep, the lid never closes oyer it. As you shrink irom 
its hght, it seems to you as if the mind that had lost coherence and har- 
mony, still retained latent and inoommunicable eonsdotufteu as its curse, 
Tor d&yn, for weeks--that awful maniao will preserye obstinate, 
unbroken silenoe ; but, as the eye never closes, so the hands never 
test—they open and msp, as if at some palpable object on which they 
dose, vioe-Hke, as a bird's talons on its prey—flometimes they wander 
over that brow, where the farrows seem tarn as the thunder-scars, as 
if to wipe from it a stain, or charm from it a panff-^sometimes tney 
gather up tiie hem of that sordid robe, and seem, for hours tocher, 
striving to rub from it a soiL Then, out from prolonged silence, 
withoiit eause or warning, will ling, peal after peal (till the frame, 
exhausted with the effort sinks sensdess into stupor), the frightfol 
lauph. But speech^ intelligible and coherent, those lips rarely 
yield. 

lliere an times, indeed, when the attendants are persuaded that 
her mind in part returns to her ; and those time^ experience has 
taught them to watch with peculiar caution. 'The crisis evinces itsdf 
by a change in the numneiv-bT a quick apnrehension of all that is 
said— by a straining, ancdons look at the dismal waUs— by a soft 
f awnmg docility— murmured oomi^bints of the chains that fetter 
— and (thouffh, as we have said, but very rarely) by prayers, that 
seem rationaL for gpreater ease and freedom. 

la. the earlier time of her dread captivity^ periiaps, when it was 
bdieved at the asylum that she was a naiient ol condition, with 
friends who cared for her state, and wouki liberally reward her cure, 
— they, in those moments, relaxed her confinement, and sought the 
gentler remedies their art employs : but then invariably, and, it was 
said, with a cunning that surpassed all the proverbial astuteness of 
the mad, she tamed this indulgenoe to the most deadly uses— she crept 
to the pallet of some adjacent sufferer w^er than herself, and the 
shri^ that brought the attendants into the oeU, scarcely saved the 
intended victim from her hands. It seemed, in those impeneetly lucid 
intervals, aa if the reason only retmned to pide her to destroy— nmly 
to animate the broken mechanism into the beast of isey. 

Years have now passed since her entranoe within those walls. He 
who placed her there never had retained— he had given a fiilse name 
— ^no due to him was obtainedr-the gold he had; left was but the 
quarter's pay. When Yamey had been first apprehended, Perciyal 
requested m younger Ardinorth to seek the forger in prison— «nd to 
question him as to Madame Dalibard; but Yamey was then soappre- 
hensivB that, even if still insane, her very ravings might betray his 
share in her crimes, or still more, if she reooveted, that the remem- 
brance of her son's murder would awaken the repentaoioe and the 
oonfessaan of crashed despair, that the wretch had judged it wiser to 
say that his aeoomplioe was no more— that her inmnity had already 
tmoinsted in dettth. The place of her confinement thus continued a 
secret lockod in his own breast. Egotist to the last, she was hence- 
forth dead to him— why not to the world? Thus the partner <d her 
crimes had est off her sole resouree, in the oompaflBKn of hsr unoon- 

X 
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sdoiiB kindred thus the gates of the living world were shut to her 
evermore. Still, in a kind of compassion, or as an object of experi- 
ment—as a subject to be dealt with unscmpulouskr in that living 
di8section-hall-~ner grim gaolers did not grudge ner an asylum. 
But, year, after year, the attendance was more slovenly-*the treat- 
ment more harsh ; and strange to say, while the features were scarcely 
recognizable--wmle the form underwent all the chan^ which the 
shape suffers when mind deserts it, that prodigious vitality which 
belonji^d to the temperament still survived. No signs of decay are 
yet visible. Death, as if spuming the carcass, stands inerorably afar 
off. Baffler of man's law, tAou. too, hast escaped with life ! Not for 
thee is the sentence, "Blood for blood I" Thou livest— -thou mayst 
pass the extremest boundaries of age. Live on, to wipe the blood from 
thy robe I— uvb on ! ^ 

Not . for the coarse object of creatine an idle terror^ not for the 
shock upon the nerves and the th^of tm grosser interest which the 
narrative of crime creates, has this book heA compiled from the facts 
and materials afforded to the author. Wben the great Gmnan poet 
describes, in not the least nobb of Mb lyrics, the sudden apparition of 
some ' Monster Fate ' in the circles of careless Joy, he assi^ to him 
who teaches the world through parable or song, the right to mvoke the 
spectre. It is well to be awakened at times from the easy common- 
place that surrounds our habitual life— to cast broad and stradi^ and 
patient light on the darker secrets of the heart : on the vaulto and 
caverns of the social state, over which we build the market-place and 
the palace. We recover from the dread, and the awe, and the half- 
incredulous wonder, to set closer watch upon our inner and hidden 
selves. In him who cultivates only the reason, and suffers the heart 
and the spirit to lie waste and dead, who schemes and oonstniots, and 
revolves round the axle of self, unwarmed by the affections, unpcnaed 
by the attraction of right,— lies the germ fate might ripen into the 
giiilt of OHvier Dalibud. Let him who but lives tmrough the senses, 
spread the wings of the fancy in the gaudy glare of exqoyment cor- 
rupted, avid to seize, and impatient to toil, whose faculties are curbed 
but to the range of physical perception, whose very courage is but the 
strength of the nerves, who develops but the animal as fie stifles the 
man,— let him ga2se on the viUany of Yamey, and startle to see some 
magnified shadow of himself thrown dimly on the glass ! Let those 
who, with powers to command and passions to wiog the powers, would 
sweep without scruple from the aim to the end— who. trampling 
beneath their footprint of iron the humanities that bloom np in 
their path— would march to success with the proud stride of the 
destrover, hear, in the laugh of yon maniac murderess, the glee of the 
fiend they have wooed to their own souls 1 Guard well, O Hdr of 
Eternity, the portal of sin— the tkcfuoAt / From the thought to the 
deed, the subtler thy brain, and the bolder th^ ooura^ the briefer 
and straighter is the way. Eead these pages m disdam of self -oom- 
mune— they shall revolt thee, not instruct; read them, looking 
steadfestlv within, and how humble soever the art of the narrator, 
the fects he narrates, like aU history, shall teach by example. Every 



LVCBZtU. 307 

Inunan Act, good oiyiil, is an Angel to guide or to waiH;* and the 
deeds of the worst Have messages from Heaven to the Ustening hearts 
of the best. Amidst the glens in the Apennine,— in the lone wastes 
of Calafaiia, the sign of the Cross marks the spot where a deed of 
violence has been done; on all that pass by the road« the symbol has 
varying effect; sometunes it startles the conscience, sometimes it 
invokes the devotion; the robber drops the blade, the priest counts 
the rosary. So is it with the record of crime : ana in the witness of 
Guilt, Man is thrilled with the whisper of Eeligion. 

« Our Acts our Angels are— or good or fll; 
The fatal shadows that walk by us still. 

Flktcbkr. 
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